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NOSFERATUS. 

The Book Of The Damned. 

A Thesis From A Fallen Angel. 

Do you worship the pen or the sword, or do you worship both? 
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THE TRINITY OF DANTE 
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6) MATTER - Scripture (correspondence) - The gift of Touch. 
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BY THE CLONE CLEON THE 1ST 


1.Clouds are eyes locked inward 


The air within water. The Moon frog of mirrored madness will elevate our 
souls and lift the tidal waves in our abandoned hearts. This is indeed the year 
9230 YZ, that is, for my part, that is my account from the present. 

The account from the Ouroboros. 

Caeli - Aer Ictus. As the air blows. Veni Sancte Spiritus. Come Holy Ghost 
of ancient wisps, whose beams of light carries the soul and the silent ressur- 
rect of streamed hope. Enter my body to vibrate with the power of sound and 
grant a Walker some sweet relief. Grant me life and grace. The blue eyed 
seers are the genetics of clouds. Their eyes are Clouds locked inward. Amen. 
With sweet respondance, locked in responsibility, lies the depth of the soul in 
the land of the barren, the reich of the forsaken. A forsaken Kingdom within a 
barren realm, upon a dead barren surface world, that will renounce all known 
faiths and pursue the foolishness of false doctrines. This is truely a dead 
world, where we all are seated in pious observance, to watch dead disciples 
denouncing their dead disciplins by their lost hearts. It is the traditions of fol- 
ly, that leads us into the wastelands of the future. We are all seated, while we 
give thanks to bread and money. The gold upon virginpaper that gets burned 
in the ashes of feud. But I will ask you this: Can you blaspheme against your 
own heart, whilst your very own eyes are locked inward to see through the 
Ammon’s horn, the brain? Can you blaspheme against your own heart, when 
you know that the heart, is dead? Osiris, is the heartless watcher, calling unto 
death. That fact goes for us all. Your, residing God, is within you and with it, 
the wrath and anger that gets provoked by the threspasser that has answered 
unto your threshold. Your body, which is to be considered divine despite of 
it’s appearence. Angers a divine soul, which only will answer unto the well of 
souls, lost in life’s lore. Lost children that hold no hearts. So ask this: Do we 
possess the strength to bring forth a human unto an alter of stone, that never 
can hold any thought? Dead stone guarded by old mindless Lions. Among 
such ruins stand the Iscariot priests. The very serpents that know of thy name. 
Your Godly name and presence that changes upon every season of treason. 
Those Judas priests among us, know who you are and what you are. You are 
from the seven dead realms, that only will call unto death and to the pikes- 
men of the wampires cloth. So step away from thine nayboar and seek to 
dream and dwell in the mystery of thine inner Kingdom. But know that, you 
will grieve a great deal, in the reality of a dead earthly Kingdom, that holds 
no true treasure, only the treasures of mortal hearts seeking a new lease. 


1.Clouds are eyes locked inward 


The fire is the Sun snake that flares eternal. To erect a sun upon a son, is 
sacrilege of mind and body. So who will be called upon, to judge the hearts 
of this generation? Who is to judge? The mindset of an Anubis watcher will 
always judge, to trade, that brings about his own survival. But ask: 

Can anyone judge? Weakness from strength? Holiness from unholiness? 
And those infidels, that awake to judge, will only awake in the sacrilege of 
children with infant minds. No angel of the stars can rule such an old unruly 
generation. Because noone will ever be able to rule plain stupidity. 

No generations can ever come out of it, because no mortal birth can grasp 
the actions of such half breeds. They can never understand us, the ancient 
skinwalkers living a half-life. The hybrids of the evolve. Mortal birth cannot 
reason with the power of humility. Many have lived, without the pain of lore, 
and they will only answer unto any earthly law, unto that which is written. 
Regardless, they sacrifice their own children and even their own wifes, only 
seeking a rule of possession. That is the very ownership of the mortal flesh 
that cannot answer unto soul. The very sacrifice of women and children, 
which they will praise as humility towards fellowman. It will only lead to 
the multitude of sin and to the love of unlawful deeds, that they, themselves 
create in the pursuit of a higher worship. Such elements are created through 
the synagogues of the dead. The sworn element, that all serve, in order to live 
in splendors by wealth. It is survival, none the least. But call unto death and 
death will certainly answer. That is any dead man’s given. As goes for the 
claim of immortality, I simply ask you this: Can a dead man pick up a shovel 
and bury himself? So who will stand before the fornicators and be able to 
stand and withstand the fornications within Dragons? The Dragon’s lore of 
the old necromancer’s vicid bones. One is a slayer of children and another is 
rendered blind by an eternal sleep. Proclaiming, those who sleep, masters? 
But know that, they will proclaim themselves angels on a higher ground, so 
they may fall unto the blade of a Hellhounds sexual desires. But we are the 
angels of winged Anubis dogs, that brings all in existence to it’s conclusion. 
Gods receive the sacrifice by the hired hands of priests, that only seek the 
courage, of a Kingpriest, in order to withstand those ill elements rendered 
Gods, in the eyes of fellowman. The red blood and flesh of mortals lays on 
ancient alters of stone, above it the stars and the angels, who will bring their 
conclusions unto hollow ground and unto the unholy realms in order to 
enlighten those within darkness.Those that fear their own shadows. 


1.Clouds are eyes locked inward 


The cloaked presence of divine spirits. So is a judgemental life without any 
pleasures, other than stupidity’s folly. But ensnare all and set them free to 
feed, all creation. But maintain your way of life and defile your walk of life, 
for it is a generation locked within a lease of life. Incarcerated for all ungodly 
eternity. Solely to pleasure the feed of the mortal flesh. But know, that every 
soul of humans will die. Upon a completed Kingdom, it will be judged by a 
crown, know that the spirit will leave and the body will die, but their souls 
will still be alive and they will be taken up. So seed countless seeds on barren 
rock, to witness the tree of Kings striking it’s roots into the hard rock to bring 
forth fruit. Then watch the fruit fall to it’s rot and pray for the internal rot of 
divinity. The corruptible Babylonian whores did create mortal man, so their 
souls could transcend to the eternal realms above. Therefore judge not your 
whores, unless you are willing to suffer their milk. Are there stones within 
your vision? Less it be, a stoning of the most holy herb? So do stone twelve 
disciples, in a God rendered clockwork, but set a sinner aside to be ridiculed 
and make him suffer a death by the blow of a stone. Never judge a house nor 
comprehend it’s size by it’s frontdoor. Never judge the splendor of a poor- 
house. But trust in the fact, that there is shelter within an abandoned heart. 
Because such a heart have suffered in full. But know that false light, might 
lead you astray. No person of mortal birth can enter such a house of divinity, 
because mortal birth, is already rendered dead by Death itself, in a lease of 
life, to cease life. Some might proclaim that such a divine house is reserved 
for the holy. But know this: neither the Sun nor the Moon rule such houses, 
nor it’s realms. And yet, a holy, will always abide by the trinity of Angels 

and trust in the Holy Spirit of those eternal realms of Ka and Dwat, that 
safeguards all of us. Safeguards life, itself. But know that a luminous clone 
always will appear before your own eyes, to exhonourate your own presence. 
Yet, it will hope for a rendered childbirth to feed on the bones of an infant. 
Such elements pray for a fornicate. Pray and prey for it’s own personal fuck 
animal, in order to free you from the dread of a Sainthood. Such a great angel 
is selfgenerated by the emerging of clones. The angelical selfawareness are to 
be considered divine. But know that the first luminary created the first clone 
to rule over him. To serve him. But that number came to one. Monogamy. 
Such is the name of the sacrilege. The second luminary created a second 
clone to reign over him, in order to breed myriads of angels, so they could 
offer him the divinity of countless fornications. 


1.Clouds are eyes locked inward 


To offer and sell sexual services. But such knowledge spread to the hybrids. 
And such knowledge gave birth to the first luminary clone. A luminary clone 
named Adamas. Adamas, a clone, that no angel has ever seen among all those 
called “God”. He took the image of the beast in order to clone an angel of 
the highborne, to bring forth an incorruptible generation of Seth. Seth, is the 
Lord of the all illuminating, allknowing, pit. Seventy-two clones of immortals 
to wander this earthly realm of mortality. 300 sins were followed by the end 
of each generation. But twelve luminary’s resisted to constitute, a father and 
a son. To render a clockwork of twelve upon all mortal existence. But know 
that it is a false lore of life, because Death, itself, conquered before the dawn 
of creation, to render the creation, a failed creation, under the rule of a male 
God. Male status in the suffering as a father unto a son. The soulless water 
and the matter of souls. So is the lore of the great blendwerk, because it can 
only be lore, unwritten. But know that three hundred sixty luminaries astral- 
projected from ancient crowns. The kether of all mortals. And know this: 

You will never know whom you address in daily conversations. Such order is 
utter falsehood, yet such a lie holds the greater peace of lost souls. The lore of 
Dragons will always hold the numeric number of five. Five is the divine odd 
number of souls residing in the Ka. But do ask this: What is a true father, lest 
you be that mother unto a father? Only to proclaim divinity in the numerics 
of the number seven? Know, that beneath each firmament is a sea of the six 
elements upon each aeon. To give great authority to the host of angels. To 
proclaim the hex of five and the bless of six. But such virgin spirits will even- 
tually grasp the glory and adorations from males. Through all aeons of time. 
Given the time of death, the number of twelve, then know, that time is utterly 
disolved in the dread of an illuminous heaven. Time will always be perceived 
as an illusion for those loving hearts that resides within the present. Know 

of thy slavemakers folly. The fathering of seventy two clones of the ancient 
illuminaries, is sealed by the seven. But it is unholy satanism proclaimed to 
be holy. It is the trade of the flesh of mere mortals. An aeon passed an aeon, 
till time itself dissolved into the madness of free Elo-jinns. They were to hold 
life, itself, and the spawn of all creatures within this existence. But such a 
light is false and it is truely dead, although it holds the element of reflection, 
but has no thought. Such a testament is the Moon. Once defiled and ridiculed 
in rivers of blood, to seek the kindreds of ancient immortality. The kindreds, 
that dwell within the well of souls. the Moonwell. 


1.Clouds are eyes locked inward 


The gravity of all Earth bound. They called unto Yaldabaoth only to fall by 
the hands of another angel named Saklas. They all wanted to still their hunger 
of ancient blood and thereby they created the six clones of the Nexus. 

The Nexus six, that only will answer unto Hell and her sworn freedoms. And 
so she was assisted by the twelve angels of the proclaimed heavens. The first 
of the Dragonborn goes by the ancient Egyptian name of Seth. The Lord of 
the pit. The very serpent named Christ. Christo Constantine is his name unto 
the rule of other Serpents. The second Dragonborn being Harmathoth from 
old Atlantean past, that called unto Galila, but only to create Yobel in the 
furnace of a Dragon’s lore, that only answers unto the Dragon Queen. So the 
fifth creature became an Adonay, enslaved in Adamas rib, cursed for an eter- 
nity, only to call unto the rib of a woman, for the sole purpose of salvation. 
Eve, is that death of night. And hence eternal damnation were brought into 
this world. Guided and upheld by clones and stigmatised as twin genetics. 
Know that the twin genetics holds the divinity. Clones are not twin genetics! 
The twin genetics are Holy and those twins are the five dualities that rule the 
Underworld. And with such rule, the very first Dragon masters of chaos and 
hex. Then Saklas called unto the choir of angels and asked for the creation 
of humanity. “Let us create, a human being in the likeness of a magnificent 
beast. Let us create in it’s own image. Then they fashioned Adam and Eve, 
who were called unto the clone of Zoe. By that name, all generations will 
seek the lore of man, but only to end up kneeling before the beast of this 
earthly creation. And Saklas said unto Adamas: You shall live long with your 
children, you will live past the duration of time, till your earthly organism 
withers into the lore of an Egyptian mummification. The very teachings of 
the Ancients. And yet, all will ask: What is the true span of a life? But know, 
that the inner Kingdom is the longevity of your own mortal rule. This earthly 
damnation upon all life. The false lore of mortals. So know that, the great 
one, ordered Ja-Bree-Al to grant spirits unto mortal man. A generation that 
holds no rule. Only the rule of Spirits and Souls. therefore the eternal rest 
lays by souls and soul alone. But do ask yourself: What is the inner spawn 
that dwells within my flesh? God caused the damnation of knowledge unto 
the Adamas and to those that went with him. Becoming a King of chaos and a 
Lord of the Underworld. Know that stars bring matters to completion. Clones 
of the Underworld completes the span of time and time is the reality assigned 
to mortal flesh. The body, our brains, holds the horn of Ammon. The seat. 


2. A quake under Ash 


The seat of the soul and with it, the Kingdom of Spirits. But realize that 

they will fornicate the madness in any given name and that they will slay 
their children. And know that they will justify their paths in the time of the 
twelfth aeon. A mirrored six, that holds life, itself. But we cannot all laugh 

at our nayboars, but only laugh at the error of stars, because all is in motion. 
So is life. The water in the air. The clouds holding the manna of the heavens 
spawned by the lore of hell. A heavy rain upon your heart. 

Aqua - Aqua Fluit. As the water flows. The whisper of a cloud will bring 
light to the darkest of clouds, the darkest of skies. Memories as golden as a 
sunup, although the soul might be weary of labour. Yet, bring us a horizon of 
hope, on the place where clouds gather in the East, to bring purified water to 
the lips of all living matter, in the great circle of nature. The Neutral Good of 
freshwater, not to be wasted on old folklore baptisms, in a desert barren of 
Dragons. Amen. The reign of blood from the bloodfilled lips of a whore, only 
seeking survival. Once upon an aeon, Jude said unto Christo Constantine: 
Look upon the flock of sheep baptized, in your own name and comprehend 
all that they do, in your baptized name of the water, not knowing of the fire. 
Christo said: Baptized might be mine name, unto a blue water of the heavens, 
but it is the tears from ageold Dragons that never rendered life unto Earth. 
But know that any true name, always will reside within the inner Kingdom. 
The name of a nick amongst kindreds. Truely I will say unto the star of Jude: 
Those who offer sacrifice to Balaam, worship the outer God, which in return 
worship everything that is pure evil. But you a treacherous King, will exceed 
them all. Because you sacrificed the man that clothes me. Know this. Already 
your borns, your children, has been raised from within the shadows. Your 
rage and wrath has been kindled in the fire of Dragons. Your home, your star 
has shown brightly and your heart has ceased to exist among mortals, aeons 
of time ago. Your last hour has come, to become the traitor that destroys the 
image of the beast, in order to become the beast. And with such blessings, 

an image was rendered unto the Adamas, so he could be exalted in the priors 
of heaven and earth, and among the angels of his generation. Because such 
divine angels stem from the eternal realms of the Dwat and the Ka. 

Look, I tell you everything, once again. And yet, you don’t have the courage 
to measure, the treasure of a lost heart, because you already know that such a 
heart is rendered heartless by witches lore and cursed in the name of Osiris. 
The Dragon are long gone and died in vain by the rusty swords of Knights. 


2. A quake under Ash 


The Vulcan approach from the farther realms and the greater voids. Look into 
your own soul and observe the clone and the light that astralproject from it, 
the glow, that surrounds it. Also known, as an awe of halo. But trust in the 
fact, that the stars always will guide you home. You will always find your 
way home, in the peaceful rest of stasis. You will always know your sworn 
destination, your given destiny and fate. Look unto your soul and lock your 
eyes inward in the iluminous cloud, to see father beyond the present and 
watch the fallen ones, stand on hollow ground with their wings clipped, as the 
beast has shown it’s image and true form, before them. But above all, never 
fear, it’s presence. Be it, man, animal or beast. Never kneel unto any living 
thing or creature, but tread it underfoot, by the raging of your mind. 

Some days are filled with such a greyness, it holds no hope. As when a priest 
retires into his bedroom in order to pray unto concubines. Praying unto a 
Highpriestess of lore and love. A Dragonborn. While other priests and other 
clergymen, will pray unto an Egyptian mummuification of the old Serpent 
lore. A craft of the Medusa, to be visited upon their mortal remains. Their 
corpses. A higher belief in the notion of the fact, that it can transcend Death, 
so souls can rest internal and eternal, in the liking of Ra and Ra’s legion, 
giving birth to the namecalling of the wording by the term religion. 

Since the erected Cross upon the ancient hill of Sculls, all have denounced, 
all religions and faiths, but it has only resulted in the spill of the Serpent’s 
Holy twin genetics. The spill of blood leading to insult upon divinity claims. 
But know that night always conquer before dawn. And know that a dawn of 
profanity, is also a dawn. Do we all want to bend the knee to only one ruler? 
And if such a ruler has lost his sense of humor, do we ever want to even com- 
prehend his teachings, be they, of false lore or not? Much like on the day that 
the Toothfairy took a stand in the Serpent’s Royal Court, and placed his hand 
on an old antiquated King James bible from the year 1611 AD, in the year of 
your Lord. The Toothfairy took a deep breath and uttered the words: 

I do solemnly swear to tell the tooth, and nothing but the tooth. SO HELP 
ME COD. Please note that this isn’t an autocorrection nor sign of an speech 
impediment. Have God lost his sense of humor? Then, humor me. Maybe 
God just ended up hating life, like most of us do! Like most people that reach 
a lifespand of fithy Earth turns. Only to renounce religion, in the name of a 
fathering Ra, which is most ironic, to say the least. 
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To water down a spirit, is sacrilege. The empty Moon vessel, holding the well 
of souls. The moonwell of the greater Morningstar named Lucius. An ancient 
Egyptian, lore consisting of 42-45 ideals, such lore, will produce manners 
and grit and a sturdy spine of all Serpents. But it got reduced to the Holy 26 
stations beneath the Cross, an numeric number 8 of the Twin Ouroboros. 
And safeguarded by the Luciferian 23 stations of the Dragons numeric 
number 5. And yet, haven’t we all drunk the blood from that cup of ancient 
Kings? Did we not embrace binary code to enhance our sexuality? Despite 
the fact, that most dwellers , know that this place is a dead planet, rendered 
dead long ago. An asexual hellhole for most servants of the Wampires cloth. 
Such a duality, such a binary system, has only produced two set of belief 
systems. The Nosfera Factor And The Ouroboros Factor: The Nosfera factor. 
The belief system that immortality is bound by bloodlines and is hereditary 
through our DNA. An immortality by transcention in the flesh and of the 
flesh. Sexual. The Ouroboros factor. The belief system that immortality is a 
transcentional right earned and obtain by each individual, by service, in order 
to transcent into a state of higher being and into a higher existence. Asexual. 
We all kneel to such a binary standard, due to the fact, that it is the reality for 
most people. We are born into this world of the duale and through the duale. 
But such a reality, might just be a rendered, visual feast, to still your tempers 
of feud within our souls. The visual reality is duale, for a child barren. And 
maybe such a binary worship, gave it all up, and stopped the tradition of an- 
swering unto the realms of Dwat, aeons of time ago. 

And yet, the skinwalkers, the half breeds of hybrids, locked in solitude, 

like a cat, always half-in and half-out, totally disprove the tale of the barren 
seeds and tales of the rotten fruit. Over and over again, it gets proven that the 
hybrids can impregnate a womans womb. That might, be the very fire that 
always will fight the madness of duality. Dead in mere thought. But as usual 
it seems that certain elements seek to rewind the clockwork of humanity, in 
order to count the hours of time. The hour of time, which already is dead. 

To rid the world of a divinity womb, named religion, has only resulted in the 
doom of a tomb, by the hands of the ruling Cleons. But stated from within 
my Darknest, maybe we are all better off, in knowing, that this world is a 
world that already is dead, in many ways. Dead and locked in simulation. 
That might just turn out to be the silent grave of laughter and the grin upon a 
skeleton’s face. To rest eternal in peace. To expire from all known elements. 
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The balance of a water soul. The inner soul are the energy patterns within our 
organisms. Our bodies. Can an aeon hold, yet alone, produce it’s own thought 
to dwell in a selfawareness? Angelical selfawareness without any vibrations 
on an inner reflected mirror giving birth, to individual thought, it is however 
conceived to be brainwaves of electricity. That can be measured much like 
the coldskin of a Demerzel. But surely it can never be done without the host 
of Angels, unfathomable and hard to believe, for it is the trade of coldskins. 
But such a possession, takes place from within our inner seat. Ammon’s horn, 
the seat of the soul. The resting place of DIVINITY. 

It is lived within, the twilight of mortal existence, an earthly realm, clinging 
unto gravity, to secure sound logic minds. And yet, this madhouse holds none. 
Lost ones, the beings of the twilight that lives as half-lifes, while they pray 
for their own demise, their own fall unto gravity. Halflife is the nature of a 
cat, that always is within stasis. And yet, we cannot escape the fact, that all 
known matter expires, given a set and fixed time. Such are the shades cast 
from a Creator’s tree in Duskwood, and with it, an ancient belief in the holy 
conception of the invisible Spirit, that gets rendered to life through a divine 
ressurrection and thereby rendered a new lease into damnation. So is life. So 
was life. So will it be. So be it. Amen. And with such knowledge of wargs 
and seers, comes the gift of the revered foreknowledge, transcenting time and 
the spand of time itself. That is called Twilight or Dusk. Animalseers are the 
wargs. The beastmasters of old renown. Humanseers are the trade of Wizards 
and Witches, alike. Always to dwell in thought, till death strike the body and 
lets you leave this earthly realm. I let out a cry, when I saw, for the first time 
on the evening of July 24th, 2001, the “object” handed to me. 

The corpse of a Coldskin laying on my autopsy table, within my laboratory. 
Many visitors came to me in order to examinate. It was still an unknown 
creature for most, but has always been desribed in the lores of all known 
myths. And yet, it is like, I feel the presence of “the creature”, within me, as I 
suffer full. I have suffered the turd of hurt, and will gladly proclaim it. It was 
an unknown creature for most, so frail, so sickly, in appearance, so close to 
it’s ultimate extinction, by the hands of it’s own servants, the Coldskins. 

A majestic, although a frail freak of a seer creature, that all dubbed “Gollum”. 
Considered by some, to be in the range of sixteen hundred years old. And 
yet, so sad, to witness such a tortured creature with such a great frailty. The 
organism highly corrupted and damaged by countless misfortunes, 
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many of which could have been avoided. An organism, victim of cupidity 
and ambition and wheeled by the Coldskins. Wheeled by sacrilege of another 
Coldskin, that goes under the name, the black Madonna. My cry was pro- 
voked by the vision of such a mistreated creature, a badly handled organism. 
Utterly mistreated. To look upon such a degeneration of a Coldskin, were so 
faul that most of the visitors, that answered unto this autopsy, literary barfed 
and spilled their guts unto the floor. Who could have been responsible for 
such vandalism and atrocity? How could it occur in this millenium? 
Everybody thought that the arts of Death merchants were long gone, or at 
least unknown unto this generation of Seth. What evil will that Coldskin 
wheel, till she dawns into the Twilight and finds herself dead? Surely such 
display of evil, only show, that she dont know that she already is dead, that 
she already belongs to the dead. That she is of the dead. She doesn’t even 
know, surely? If she knows, then, the evil on display, is calculated evil turned 
into pure evil. Malice and hatred. Rendered cockcrazed till oblivion of mind. 
And yet, she must not know. It is torture unto another Coldskin. Coldskins 
torturing Coldskins, to corrupt other fellow Coldskins. Madness rendered into 
stupidity. A Coldskin laying on the autopsy table, barely alive, clinging onto 
the very existence plain within the Ka. It is the display of Demonology, in it’s 
true form, and displayed on the autopsy table in my laboratory. 

Which in all honesty, only can bring me to the conclusion, that two wrongs, 
never makes one right. It is sacrilege upon life itself, till death sets the 
Coldskins free. Two wrongs and no obligations towards the dead. 

Not a silent grave, but an opened grave. And a grave mistake, not honoring 
coffins, nor honoring a Royal Sarcophagus. May the dead rest eternal. 
Sacramantal rights must be upheld in a modern society, despite the fact, that a 
modern society, have deemed such rights to be of superstitious lore. 
Romance died to be ressurrected into a necromancy. The repeat of History. 
The water containing matter. Like the gravity of rain, that drop unto the Ash 
from the torn nations and landscapes filled with ashes. Firebirths in the air. 
Fire in the sky, igniting the povertystriken and the weary element of a 
continious belief in mortality. 

Ignis - Ignis Ardet. 

As the fire burns. We, the humanoids, are all creatures with speech and 
thereby prisoners of love in a dead world that holds no sound. 

That is the reign of ancient and mighty Dragons and testament to all those 
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that love their eternal shrines. Past, future, life and death and all that awaits 
beyond mortal existence. Prayers are meek in your presence and tears are 
unholy even for a caged bird that has lost it’s freedom. What doesn’t kill you, 
will only make you stronger. Amen. Some might claim such belief to be a 
belief of hardship, it is a belief, none the least. A number, none the least, like 
the furnace, within a beast of a Dragonborn. Such a multitude of Dragons, 
giving birth, to Sethian lore of the Serpent’s pit. 

The Ouroboros is, illimatable, since there is nothing before it to limit it. 
Unfathomable, since there is nothing before it to fathom it, immeasurable, 
since there is nothing before it to measure it, invisible since nothing has seen 
it, eternal, since it exists eternally, unutterable, since nothing could 
comprehend it to utter it. Unnameable, since there is nothing before it to grant 
it aname. Ouroboros, is the immeasurable light, pure, holy, 

immaculate. It is unutterable, and is perfect incorruptibility. Not, that it is, a 
just perfection or a blessedness or divinity. The Ouroboros is not corporeal 
and it is not incorporeal. The Ouroboros is not large and it is not small. It is 
truely impossible to say. How much is it? What mass? What kind is it? For 
no one can understand the Ouroboros. Once upon an aeon of time and hidden 
within a eon in time, stood an old Ogre and contemplated whether he should 
prepair his own grave, preparing for his death. Whether he should start to dig 
a grave or simply wander into the woods, wander into the greater forests of 
Primeval, so he would get lost in the woods, till nature itself devoured him. 
He decided to dig his own grave, in the grasslands surrounding the greater 
forests. He aquired a shovel and a spade, and started to dig. All went well, till 
he reached a depth of 50 feet. He hit a stone. At first it appeared to be a small 
stone and he began to dig around the stone, only to realize that he had hit 
rock. Stubborn as Ogres are, he decided to unearth the rock no matter what 
size, it would be. But it turned out, that the small rock wasn’t a small rock at 
all, the more he dug, the greater the rock turned out to be. The Stone became 
boulder and boulder became block. He realized, he had hit rock bottom. 

But Ogres are big boney creatures with the strength of giants. But they were 
also in possession of a powerful will. A very strong will, often so strong that 
it resembled stupidity. But Ogres are such stubborn creatures. It took him 
days to unearth the rock. His small attempt to start digging his own grave, 
had turned into quite a dig site. Two days past and in the evening he sat by his 
campfire and had a good meal cooked over the fire. He had a full night’s rest, 
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with a deep sleep, due to all the hard work. The Ogre awoke fully rested on 
the third day and started to inspect the rock after he had his morning coffee. 
To his surprise he found a sign, a small sign on the unearthed rock, not made 
by an animals. It had a religious symbolism to it. Fire souls of internals. 

His interest in the unearthed rock grew and a great curiosity struck him. 

He then went to aquire some masonery tools from his big bagpack. Tools that 
could handle stoneworks. He painstakingly start to spilt the giant rock into 
two parts.He wanted to see, if the stone contained anything of value. Such 
stonework is hard work and he spend most of the day trying to part the stone, 
into two parts. To his relief the big rock parted, but he was instantly struck by 
great amazement of mystery as a snake glided out, by the core of the rock. 

It was alive? The serpent, the very big snake, glided silently past him and 
quickly vanished in the tall grass of the grasslands and was heading towards 
the greater forest. It disappeared, out of the Ogre’s sight. The Ogre were still 
struck by the mystery puzzle of the living snake emerging from a dead rock. 
He would never forget such a sight, but it all went so fast, that he wondered 
if it were real? Or was it, simply, a trick of his imagination? He didn’t truely 
know. And yet, he found it hard to believe. Hence the tale of the snake that 
voyaged to the forest to be devoured by the forces of nature, while the Ogre 
were left behind by his own grave. The very grave, in which the Ogre, 
himself, would be devoured by time, itself. That is the hardened tale of an 
Ouroboros rock. Like a stone floating in heaven, not bound by gravity, but 
tied down to the ground by a robe. You can elevate a mind in such a fashion, 
but you cannot elevate a hard mind of stone, that only will look upon the 
element of stone, as an altar holding the sacrifice. And a small girl, appeared 
in the kitchen of the bad Santa and ask: Santa! 

Will the Ouroboros be shitting bricks this Christmas? Santa looked down on 
the little babe and said,” You couldn’t be using such faul language , my girl!”. 
And the Girl then asked: Will he be shitting rocks? 

Therefore is the tender coil within a stone the remaining last weapon. The 
weapon of Osiris, the heartless. The reasoning of child sanity among the 
adult insanity of adultery. The imperial guards of Empaths, the very rule of 
the unruly dead from the realms of Dwat. The realm of the dead.Amen unto 
Amenta. 


3. Immortal guests nest in serpents 


A rainbow over those born out of Dragons. An inner quake for those that fol- 
low the bloodworks of the Nosfera. The Teologians will always provides us 
with texts holding great theological reflections, intricate and complex as they 
are. Pondering the ageold conflicts of the very existence. Pondering the feuds 
of mankind. Giving birth to the idea that the very first feud were cause by the 
great fear, and caused a lapse in the universal time fabric. A time lapse. 

A tragic mistake from within the divine realms, a lapse of wisdom, in the 
knowledge of the notion, that all could and would have remained glorious, 
till the time lapse and the element of Death entered into this world. A tear in 
the universal fabric that brought about this existence. The ageold conflict, the 
feud or feuds repeat themselves through time, but always with an alternated 
appearance. Yet, the basics of the feuds all have the same trademarks. Death. 
It will always give us much to ponder, in regards to time, and timelapses. 
Sethian lore and texts describes that the very fall from grace took place in the 
very birth of time itself. It were described as a gigantic event of cosmic pro- 
portions. And yet, all religious lore and texts, have been narrated and altered 
throughout our recorded history. But I will ask, can mortal man even devour 
a tree of knowledge? I suppose that you can eat wood, but do note, that eating 
wood, will generate your organism to produce wood alcohol, and might leave 
you blindness. Know that blindness is and always will be my biggest fear. 
Never to gaze upon beauty again. I will advise you to pick the fruit of the tree 
in order to devour the fruits, but not the stem of an old fathering tree. 

And know that if you eat the wood of male plants, it might cause your eyes to 
be eternally locked in stasis. You will turn crockeyed and crosseyed, to render 
things worse. But let me return to the element of gnosis. The secret book of 
John. I have always pondered the riddle of the great Roman birth maschinery, 
since the days of Copernicus. Many narrations and alterations have always 
occured among the religious texts. Sethian lores have always addressed 
wisdom personified as Sophia. Ain Soph, in a much older tongue. 

Gnosis, however, tell of the lores between Sophia and Eve. While the bible of 
the gregorian age refer to it, as trades between Lilith and Eve. But analyze it 
further and we might run into this following notion. Sophia unto Eve, might 
be the seeing element. Lilith unto Eve, might be the very element of laughter. 
And, yet, such a scorn upon Lilith, will anger most Cat people of Bastet. 

But it brings about the issues of aeons in thought, forever changing, it would 
seem. 
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The fire of an airborn spirit. A wisp in the night sky. The aeon of thought 
through mankinds history, often brings about much sadden tales, of those 
countless corruptable elements of the fallen, that the fallen have to endure. 
One being, the falsehood of life and sex. The loss of wisdom, as birth fell 
eons of time ago. Sethian lore tells that Sophia freed herself through the very 
conception with the invisible Spirit. She entered the stasis of foreknowledge. 
And yet, she wanted to bring forth, something like herself, and without the 
consent of a Spirit. No Spirits approved her partner, nor gave any thoughts 
unto the consideratons of her partner. There were no knowledge of her known 
partner. Nonetheless, Sophia gave birth due to her own invicible powers. 

She never had the notion, that it might be a bad idea. Something came out 

of her that was imperfect and different in appearance from herself. It did not 
resemble it’s mother and sad to say, the organism was misshaped. That was 
the account of Sophia. But it brings about the matter of degenerations in the 
human genpools. The genom of humanoids. Was it caused by a regeneration 
of the DNA, or was it due to a bad lifelyhood lead by the host organism. 

The mother? What could cause such a birth? A birth defect? And would such 
a birth defect be misused in a Midwifes evil shuffle. Because we all know that 
devils, will tend to feed you your own blood, in order to disprove the 
perfection of God and Gods. To feed God his own profanity, that they have 
suffered, since the dawn of creation. Such actions might detail, a switching 
between cradles of infants. A shuffle of infants from the evil midwifes that 
only seek the fornicate. Evil doings. But such madness happens and are 
brought into existence, even in this day and age. It can only be perceived as 
devils, that will dominate you lifelyhood, in order to exercise, their rightful 
ownership of your flesh, yet, not knowing of your soul. Knowledge of water. 
Yet, no knowledge of the fires, within. The wellknown element of the blue 
eyed clone Demerzel, will always anger from within her shadows. 

Because she holds life, but knows that she is eternally barren from within. 
Fallen. A freak of nature and a creature created by nature, only to end up, 
disnouncing that very nature, because she dawned into the realisation, that 
she ended up in a stasis, that were not of nature. Maybe, we all end up in such 
a fashion, which is sad. It always leaves us sadden beyond repair. 
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Matter of souls, the internals wishing upon the eternals. Do know, that all 
religious texts touch on the subejct of immortality. And know that all Holy 
texts forewarn us that time and death, are veils, mere illusions, that exist to 
order our souls and our minds. I look upon the old testament as a text, that 
proclaim immortality. The five books of Moses [Torah], holds the numeric 
number five. Dragon’s lore. Whereas the new testament questioned the entire 
concept of immortality. And in a sense it lead us towards a higher standard 
securing our humanity. The biblical structure is duale. It is old lore versus 
new lore. I, however, never had any interest in the old testament, but I have 
studied the new testament on occasions, in various editions. As goes for the 
account of Saint Thomas of Aquinas, then the story from the synagogues of 
the dead, that was handed down, is a verbal account, handed down, through- 
out many centuries. An unwritten account, up till now. Word has it, that Jesus 
Christ, indeed did survive the crucifixtion, and after the event visited upon 
his disciples. But word has it, that St. Thomas of Aquinas, noticed that some- 
thing was off with his masters navel, the belly button, didn’t appear to look 
the same. There was something off in the visual appearance of it, and it didn’t 
appear to be the same. Change? Maybe a reason why some people choose to 
cancel Easter, because in this day and age, they find the body. Alterations of 
the navel unto alterations of texts. As goes for the narrations of the holy word 
by the testament, then I cannot help wondering about, a small publication 
from 1898, that has been handed down in my family for generations. Five 
generations, in fact. It is entitled, The Child Of Mary. It was published 1898 
on a passion Sunday. The copy, that I hold is the 31st edition from 1927 Anno 
Domino. It is a wellpreserved speciment, but the age of it? I would say, that it 
constitutes an time issue. Published in: Dublin. London. Edinburgh. Glasgow. 
New York. Sydney. Melbourne. An observation on Saint Thomas of Aquinas. 
From the Roman missal. Thanksgiving of Saint Thomas of Aquinas. I give 
Thee thanks, eternal Father, for having, out of Thy pure mercy, without any 
deserts of mine, been pleased to feed my soul with the Body and Blood of 
Thy only Son, Our Lord Jesus Christ. I beseech Thee that this Holy Commu- 
nion, may not be to my condemnation, but prove an effectual remission of all 
my sins. May it strengthen my faith, encourage me in all that is good; deliver 
me from my vicious customs; remove all concupiscence; perfect me in 
charity, patience, humility and obedience, and in all other virtues. May it 
secure me against all the snares of my enemies, both visible and invisible; 
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perfectly moderate all my inclinations, closely unite me to Thee, the true and 
only good, and happily settle me in unchangeable bliss. I now make it my 
hearty request, that Thou wilt one day admit me, though an unworthy sinner, 
to be a guest in thy divine Banquet where Thou, with Thy Son and the Holy 
Ghost, art the true light, complete satiety, everlasting joy, supreme pleasure 
and perfect hapiness. through the same Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

That is a direct quote from my priced little book, that has followed me 
through thick and thin. But with humility, allow me a narration of the 
thanksgiving: Thanksgiving by Christo Constantine. I give thanks to all the 
internal faithers that received me, within my eternal misery, on the christmas 
eve, when faith and destiny, rendered me homeless. I do thank, the faithers, 
for a nice christmas meal, served without any of the fattening desserts. But 
unto the Madam of the household, I must admit, that the Turkey was too 

dry this year. But, in all honesty, I can only blaim myself, because I know, 
that I do have that effect on women. But know this. Scores of women will 
always be debating the christmasdinner choice between: Duck, Goose or 
Turkey. While all the caretakers of the women, gladly will settle for a tin of 
sardines for a nutritious christmasdinner. Women will always fight amongst 
themselves, over the choice of birds at any given christmas. I was overly 
pleased to see that the generous family hadn’t erected a christmastree, for all 
the childrens presents. But they had decorated the mummified corpse of their 
deceased grandmother, to serve as a christmastree. Safe the trees. Ergo, do 
not cut down trees in the german tradition, because, the women wont get you 
wood, this christmas, but only itchy socks of wool. Jesus One, Christ two, 
God who? Happy Solstice, motherfuckers. Luv from Christo Constantine. 
Nothing worse than dry chicken. The airborn spirit. Mass psychology. 
Materia - Mater Quidem. 

As all things are matter. Matter of fact. When the bless of a Lady visits upon 
you after sundown, then the weary bones of a skeleton, erects the meat of the 
fallen and breaks the wrath in the heart of a Dragon. Your precious Serpent 
blood was laided in the mist of Creation. Let us worship in awe and embrace 
the Dragon’s lore. And may a Dragon’s silence, soften my speech and guard 
my lips. May she govern all that I say with sweet charity and will my mind to 
enchant the zest of life within my lost heart. Brokenhearted are all matters of 
love in a childless world of the barren. Amen. 

The spirits of old renewed but rendered childless in the feud of life itself. 
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The waterbirth by spirit. Individual psychology. The tradition of baptism is a 
lore, an unwritten law. We do it for the sole purpose of tradition. But you will 
consider it folly, if you were stuck in a desert and haven’t drunk any liquid 
for six days. Water is life, as proclaimed by three religions created in the 
remote deserts of this world. But religious texts, have always attracted a great 
interest for a majority of people. Some might get, a high, over the depth of 
these texts, the given creative lore of certain books. Some books might even 
proclaim: That God is real. Jesus is living and the Bible is true. Allow me, 
with outmost, humility to pause and ponder upon such a statement. With all 
due respect. The bible is just another book with a complexity so diverse that 
it never holds or can hold any one conclusion. So it cannot be “true”. 

That sworn fact goes for the Talmud, the Bible and even the Koran. Three 
patriarch religions born out of deserts. Many other religious texts are in the 
same fashion. Hell, some have even proclaimed them to be the first literary 
works, by the worlds first mental patients. Which makes you wonder? Many 
such books are considered timeless, but they are also of antiquity. Modern 
books of science, these days would also qualify under these terms, yet they, 
will always returns us to the lore of mystery, seeking law. Yet, we might ask 
ourselves, do they hold any antiquity? Modern books dont have the milage of 
ancient lore, which are music in the ears of it’s followers. Modern books on 
science, holds an equal amount of depth, but it requires some higher learning 
to grasp their contend. Whereas the old texts are mainsteam and loved by 
many, because they don’t conclude or condemn elements to be of fact. 
Science might have ruled four elements to our earthly existence, to this very 
reality, to be a stated fact. The cross holding four elements. But it does not 
secure, the elements of soul and spirit. It is a much older lore, but considered 
to be superstition, by a modern society. It can only result in the insult of a 
modern society that holds no faith, no existence of a higher belief system. 
But, I will always worship those six elements, because they protect our rights 
of individual thought. In sex elementis, securing creationism, meaning 
creativity. I truely dont want live in a world, without such six elements! 

If it floats your boat, right...? Said Noah unto the two unicorns named Adam 
and Steve. The two adversaries in evolutionary philosophy. Such texts mostly 
hold on to the elements of the trinity or elements of duality. The numeric lore 
of five. Dragon’s lore of the Torah. 
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A Zebra doctrine of mentalism in order to render some structure on chaotic 
minds, living in a chaotic world. The reality of gravity and the element of 
visionary thought. Do’er and Dreamers. But it still require both elements, so 
we may thrieve. Some die old while others die young. Sad fact, but a fact, 
nonetheless. Mental illness baptized with water and fire. The fire of spirit. 
Individual sexuality. For those individuals, capable of a fall and a rise. 

I want to return to the accounts by Saint Thomas of Aquinas, found among 
the gnosis texts that were discovered and unearthed, in upper Egypt in the 
year 1945, I refer to the gnosis texts of The Nag Hammadi. 

An ancient collection of thirteen ancient books (codexes) containing over 
fifty texts. In 1945, a pair of Egyptian brothers in Nag Hammadi - an area 
on the lower Nile - uncovered the initial set of gnostic gospels about Jesus. 
Over the next 15 years, more scrolls turned up at the site, where researchers 
discovered a set of codices comprising the largest identified collection of 
extra-biblical Christian documents. There were over 50 texts, most of which 
were gnostic gospels removed from the original Bible, remaining hidden 
since the church’s infancy. Long before the religious conflicts between 
Catholics and Protestants, the early church was divided over Christianity’s 
basic tenets and beliefs. Factions with differing beliefs bickered and 
occasionally tussled over the nature of God, His relationship with humanity, 
and how people should worship Him. Of all the branches, the gnostics were 
considered one of the greatest perils to Orthodox Christianity. 

Many gnostic documents were lost during the subsequent power struggle 
between the differing theologies. Since then, much of the Bible has changed, 
including how Jesus is depicted. Thus, gnostic beliefs remained a mystery, 
but the collection at Nag Hammadi revealed new information about early 
Christianity. One of the most shocking texts from the Nag Hammadi site is 
called the Infancy gospel of Thomas, which contains a record about Jesus’s 
childhood. This gospel portrayed the young prophet as someone unfamiliar to 
even the most devoted of Christians: Jesus punishes people for no reason and 
shows no respect for his parents. While the Infancy gospel is not a canonical 
part of the New Testament, it is a fascinating glimpse into what some early 
Christians believed might have constituted Jesus’s childhood. 


4. Spiritus past it’s rot is treasure 


The soul journey towards spirit. Soul desires. Jesus curses a boy, causing him 
to wither away according to the gospel, the 5-year-old Jesus gathers water 
from a brook into small ponds and performs a miracle. He fashions sparrows 
out of mud, which come to life and fly away. However, a young boy angers 
Jesus by using a willow branch to break up the pools of water Jesus had 
created. “O evil, ungodly, and foolish one, what hurt did the pools and the 
waters do thee?” Jesus asks. “Behold, now also thou shalt be withered like a 
tree, and shalt not bear leaves, neither root nor fruit.” 

Jesus curses the boy who subsequently withers until he meets his end. 

Jesus slays a child for bumping into him, then blinds the child’s parents. 
After cursing a boy to wither, Jesus glides through the village, where a child 
bumps against his shoulder. The young Messiah responds by cursing the 
child: “Thou shalt not finish thy course.” The child falls down, becoming 
lifeless. The late child’s parents go to Jesus’s father, Joseph, and complain 
that his son had slain two children in the village in a single day. Thus, Joseph 
attempts to discipline Jesus: Joseph called the young child apart and 
admonished him, saying: “Wherefore doest thou such things, that these suffer 
and hate us and persecute us?” But Jesus said: “I know that these thy words 
are not thine: nevertheless for thy sake, I will hold my peace: but they shall 
bear their punishment.” Jesus then blinds the child’s parents. 

Jesus talks back to Joseph for attempting to discipline him 

After Jesus’s acting out, Joseph “took hold upon his ear and wrung it sore,” 
but his attempt at discipline fails to deter the young Jesus. 

“Tt sufficeth thee (or them) to seek and not to find, and verily thou hast done 
unwisely: knowest thou not that I am thine?” Jesus says to Joseph. “Vex me 
not.” Throughout the infancy gospels, Jesus opposes various teachers and 
figures of authority. He continually contradicts and humiliates his teachers, 
causing Joseph later to say, “Who is able to restrain this child and teach him? 
Do not consider him to be a small cross brother.” 

Jesus humiliates one of the teachers his father assigns him. 

The infancy gospel follows a specific formula, which readers at the time may 
have considered typical. There is a series of three miracles, followed by a 
lesson. The miracles generally stand as allegorical structures, 

but in the lessons, the author verbalizes their points through Jesus’s word. 


4. Spiritus past it’s rot is treasure 


The first teacher is Zacchaeus. Joseph specifically asks Zacchaeus to teach 
Jesus to “learn to love those his own age, honor old age, and revere elders.” 
Zacchaeus does his best, trying to teach Jesus the alphabet, starting with 

the Greek alpha. Jesus then launches into a speech questioning his teacher’s 
knowledge over what he is supposed to show the young boy. 

“Not knowing the alpha according to its nature, how can you teach another 
the beta? Hypocrite!” he says before correcting the master’s lettering and 
mocking him. Zacchaeus responds to Jesus: 

Woe is me, wretch that I am, I am confounded: I have brought shame to 
myself by drawing to me this young child. Take him away, therefore I 
beseech thee, my brother Joseph: I cannot endure the severity of his look... 

I am even ready to faint and to [perish] because of the boy, for I am not able 
at this present hour to look him in the face. Such texts of gnosis or gnostics, 
only proves one thing. Surely someone have tried to proclaim new religion 
throughout all of the human history. Yet, another religion, would be a religion 
to end all religion, to end an earthly rule by numeric four. But will it protect 
our freedoms? Will it detail, the Holy six elements? Or neglect the element of 
a Holy Ghost, A Holy Spirit? My religion ... to end all religion, is also a 
religion, is it not? As goes for lore, the unwritten and unseen, it has always 
been Ra’s legion, in my humble opinion. And yet, can a new and old religion 
of the Ouroboros, rename such findings as, the library of the Hag Nammadi? 
In order to prove a point? Yes, I just might be such an Ouroboros ranker, that 
will proclaim, that you are allowed to steal and rob, if you need to feed two 
homeless, starving kids in an nearby alley. Did I not just steal the accounts 
of the Nag Hammadi? All awhile, the matchmaiden of Hell, will proclaim, 
that the only thing that truely works is a match and a tank of gas. But are 
new scribes and authors of modernity, not allowed to rename and recreate 
certain old accounts of history? Which elements will classify as theft, which 
elements will classify as creative inspiration? Asked the Thief unto the Artist. 
Such creative elements only try to restore hope among those of us that lost 
hope and faith, eons of time ago. Trying to turn this hellhole around. Trying 
to elevate hope to the heartless hearts of Osiris, although, there is no hope, 
to be found other than the hope in a silent grave. A tomb, a home with a roof 
over your head, fed and sheltered from elements and elementars, alike. 

The matter of spirits. Matter attract matter. Matter needs. 


5. Store our useless lifes 


The air out of soul. A penny for your thoughts. 

Acts Of Faith. In the name of the Fire, in the name of the Water and in the 
name of the Air. Blessed is the trinity of elements for all eternity. 

Come O Holy Ghost of wisps, fill our bodies with the faith of the Serpent 
and kindle us with the fire of faiths to take us beyond the realm of Death, 
so that we may trespass into the realm of Dragons. The fire burns below the 
father as the water flows above the mother as the air will get broken by the 
sound of iron. Hail All Immortal Legions, I believe in the dead of night, I 
believe in the eve of souls, I believe in the witching hours of the Serpent’s 
Dragon blood. The Angelical numbers being brought into existence: 

111 - Intuition. 222 - Alignment. 333 - Destiny. 444 - Protection. 

555 - Change. 666 - Meditation. 777 - Conviction. 888 - Balance. 

999 - Birth. Zero does not EXIST because you EXIST. A spirit will always 
travel before a Dragon, in order to enter a Dragon, giving birth to soul. 
Sometimes the Khu is fully restored, therefore the child’s mind is infant. 

A child lost, yet, with soul. So don’t judge nor punish your child, allow her 
or his mind to grow. It requires love and nurture. Sadly it is followed by false 
doctrine, the lore of Baptism. Waters are the liquids upon the thirst of a 
barren mind. Innocence of an infant’s thirst. Act of Consecration. 
INVOCATION: Holy Mother of God. Godmother of the Dragonborn and 
Mother to all slaughtered twins in the name of God. From this day in the year 
9230 YZ, the Mother, the Queen, the Patroness and Advocate to all life that 
dwells within darkness of half-life. Highpriestess to all creatures erupting 
from within the shadows of Twilight. I owe thee as I have suffered your life 
in full. Like, I have suffered my life in full. Therefore receive me not as thy 
servant of those born by Dragons. Receive me as a Serpent for all eternity. 
Abide by lore for ever. And assist me in all actions and rely on my death 

in the twilight of this life. Above all, forsake me not in my death nor in the 
death of my twin. Forsake me not in the hour of my demise and death. May 
the Holy twin genetics of those Dragonborn, rule the kingdoms for ALL 
eternity. May the twin genetics rule their crowns of eternity amongst the 
Serpent of Dragons. As it is their true destiny and as it was foretold in the old 
records that in ancient past got removed from this realm, hybrid Earth. 
Removed for all eternity. Removed from Mother Earth, this planet, also 
known as: T.E.R.R.A - May the grace of Dragons be with you all, always. 
Amen. 


5. Store our useless lifes 


The water of souls. The blinding veil of old folklore steeped in the traditions 
of baptism. Folly. To the loving sacred hearts of all the slaughtered twins in 
the name of the Magdalene. Dragonborn’s of the Serpents blood that only 
will answer unto the eternal Sacred heart of Osiris. This work is respectfully 
dedicated to all it’s readers. The consecration of the Dragonborn and their 
Sacred Hearts. Pray for the soul of Robert Reid, Senior. Who died some day. 
(Must have been on a Payday) in the year of 7??? (XXXX). 

The Sacred Dragonheart of Serpents will rely and count on the misery that 
the endless bloodwars will provide. Eternal bloodwars of genetics raged from 
far away. I looked for one that would grieve with me. But there was none. 
Because this realm is already a fallen world. A failed creation by chance, 
where life tries to survive on a dead barren surface world. Life that refuses to 
go out. That is the eternal flame of soul within us all. Half-life, is much like 

a Cat, always half in and half out, always connected to the Spiritworld of Ka. 
Such solitaire of a Cat feeds and rely on the stupidity of a Dog. Such is the 
sad manifest of a hard half-life which, is bestowed on every Father unto every 
Son. Amen. Robert Orr Reid 9230 YZ. Sweet Serpent of Constantine, bless 
us from within the bless of an Egyptian Sarcophagus, wherein thine presence, 
lies forever hidden, in the valley of the dead. Hidden to transcent the void, to 
restore our Khu. Cease to lash our tried souls with the treasures of thy divine 
heart, when the heart already is rendered to be of Osiris, the heartless of the 
dead. Then, return nothing but coldness, indifference of criminal gratitude. 
Good Serpent, who has shed it’s skin to reveal it’s blood, for in sleep dwells 
the sacred altars, upon each sundown, upon each day of fortitude, till the 
light shines, internal and infernal. Listen, amiable Serpent of souls, whom are 
desired to show love. Listen to these acts of faith and express the sorrow in a 
treacherous cause. But always condone the 348 within the trinity door of 
divinity, so Serpents may enter to render life, into this world. They that are 
Dragonborn. Almighty Serpent, condemn the house of God, for the lost 
wandering hearts and minds. Make preparations for the reparation of all the 
sacraments and the Serpent’s lore unto Dragons. Write to bond favours. 

Write our 300 sins of sensuality and with it the just pride. Write to all that is 
a dead given. Write to sin and occasions. Write with excessive coldness, that 
only will kneel to the ice altars of Leechkings. Write to all sins of all past 
lifes. Write falsehood to convert it to truth. Sin, the scribe to write creative 
lore. 


5. Store our useless lifes 


Write profanity. Write with codex of profanity, if thou must be profane. 

And know that a certain profanity, might hold some sanity, although it first 
sounds or appears to be insane. Such trades are hidden within secret codexes 
to be reveal in a much older age in your life. It might actually turn out to be a 
bit humoress, to say the least. But writing is the lesser insult. But write. 
Write cruelty unto virgin paper and grasp the innocence of a white bliss. 
Write cruelty, so that you may hold your tongue, and seek your own inner 
consolation. Condemn on paper to praise by the Serpent’s duality tongue. 
Write in order to persecute adorers for crimes, of the Osiris heart, committed 
against us all, throughout the whole universe. Serve the 348. Amen. The fire 
in souls. Losing the veil that kept you blind. Awake from within your Ka. 
Lets your senses guide you to the scent of iron mixed with blood in the cool 
air of night, then bind yourself into the blood and enter to start the fires of 
the infernal heat, to unlock the Hara in our bodies. My winged creatures of 
Nosfera, the sentinels will seek the serpent’s lair in the depths of the Hara and 
release the serpent from within the Ouroboros rock. So the serpent may glide 
upwards to our kethers, our crowns, to be acknowledged by the sounding of 
intellect. Rest in your sleeper’s coffin at night and let the lights travel inward 
on the journey outward to the astraltravelling within dreams. Awake from 
within your Ka. Rise from a full nights rest with a full crown and meditate to 
let the spirits from our departed, that resides in Dwat, astralproject from your 
crown. Spirits of the departed guarding and guideing us, throught the perils of 
mortal existence. Such was the ancient lore, so is the lore still. And although, 
not detectable to the naked eye, such invisible elements do exist. And 
although invisible, that is what is felt from within an awaken empath. 

The emotions from within the inner kingdom. Fire. Of course, we all know, 
that countless documents from the witch trials, from the medieval times, tells 
of such sensations of the inner fires. It were deemed witchcraft, and lead to 
hundreds, if not thousands, of innocent people being burned at the stake, 
whilst clergymen, proclaimed them unholy witches, wizards and sorcerers. 
Burned at the stake, in the name of religion, but truely burned at the stake, in 
the name of love. This world is such a dangerous place. Love, it seems, will 
eventually kill us all. Theologians have through the ages always concluded 
that the six pointed star, derives from the 17th century. But they have also 
wrongfully concluded that it doesn’t have anything to do with the Holy bible 
(King James Bible 1611AD). 


5. Store our useless lifes 


They will always proclaim it Paganism. And that Paganism, is it’s true origin. 
Further more, others have concluded that the eight pointed star, was a tribute 
brought unto this Earth, by the ancients of the Anunnaki. 

So what are the up’s and down’s in such matters? Is the ciffer 6, a true nine or 
is the ciffer 9, a true six? But most people ends up concluding, that when we 
reach the number 6, leading unto the number 7, the shit always hits the fan, 
for some unknown mysterious reason. Maybe the closest thing that lead us to 
a lore, closest to a known law. Holy Shit. 

In such an observation, some might say: 

Sticks and stones may break my bones, but words will never hurt me. 

And some that treasure evil doctrines, might get lost in the ill thoughts of 
violence, and think: Is it seven sticks and seven stones, and can I wheel all 
fourteenth elements as weapons? Meanwhile a clever ape might fashion a 
deadly hammer, made out of a femur bone and a stone. So which holds the 
trade of intelligence? Is it to be the trade of Mentalism or Death? 

Therefore you might say: 

Sticks and bones may break my bones, but words can never hurt me.Because, 
the Devil always lays within such a detail. The spirit elevating souls. Guides 
to guide us, cloaked from within. Such a cloak of proclaimed invisibility, is it 
real? What is it that leads us unto the emotinal drift towards the depth of the 
eternal abyss? What are those sworn elements that render themselves cloaked 
from within our inner Kingdoms. The shadows of Duskhaven. Sure, we call 
it mental illness, but such notions, hasn’t any validity in my world. And it 

is surely, not the robes and capes of devout priests, the elements of earthly 
possessions, an visuel feast upon the naked eye, giving birth to superstitious 
beliefs in clothing and fashion, whilst walking around buttnaked in Eden? 
But all scholars know that the element of the Holy knowledge kontiniuum is 
REAL. A fact. But unfortunately, it will lead us to the element of death and 
the science of memory implants. Let us state that, the souls of the departed 
always fuses with our minds and interlocks memorybanks within a fusion. 
Then each individual, will end up asking which element is of their own 
memory and which element derives from the interaction with the dead. What 
is your own residual self? It must be the memory of the life that you lead, 

the visual reality combined with your physically presence. That is your own 
memory. Stand by it. So the interior memory, your fantasy, might actually be 
trickered by souls of the departed. That is and will be my claim to fame. 


5. Store our useless lifes 


Personally, I can prove my date of birth, to be on the 16th of June, in the year 
of your Lord 1968AD (Gregorian age). But I will also claim that I have fully 
suffered by memory implants, in my childhood, dating back to, at least three 
decades prior to my date of birth. Three decades worth of the past. 

What I best can describe as the Ka. A vessel once launched by the ancients, 
and once upon an unknown era discharged as superstitious lore. The Ka, the 
stasis of our memory banks, which I strongly assume, applies to very 

single one of us. Every human being that holds memory. But, that is solely 
my conclusion, thus far. To name it mental illness, in order to subdue such 
information and important knowledge, will take us nowhere, but only lead us 
into a horizon that only holds the trade of ignorance. I had so much hope, that 
we finally would choose, a different path, than the welltrodden path of past, 
which only lead us to utter misery. And I hope, that some higher elements 
will prove us all wrong, in our current projectory. The matter of souls. The 
earthly matter of a safehaven. A refuge. A sanctuary for the mind and a Holy 
shelter for the heart of the heartless. Yet, some will debate, the ownership of 
such property, some will ask how such an estate is to be divided in the event 
of death. And others will claim, that any monkey, at the stick will do. Hence a 
sane claim of Homo Sapiens being the incest apes within a failed creation. 
Some will even state, that the applepie (PI) is to be divided into: 
3.14159265359... 

Others will claim that Arabica clay (Euler’s number) is to be divided into: 
2.71828182844... 

Yet, the Alien engineers of the Dawn’s black goo, will undoubtably laugh and 
say: Well, Three (3). Take it or leave it! So a bit of a resounding echo from a 
Spockitech logic, from the Stars. Some call it questionable, but surely, it will 
be in the area of the mathematical probalility of one over 84 with a hundred 
zeros. But surely, take it or leave it, it is a free world, right? Not tied down 

in censorship, right! So therefore. Store our useless lifes unto the shelves of 
the vessels, the Ka. The birth maschinery that produce our mortal flesh, to 

be consumed, in more ways, than one. So wonderful, is this God rendered 
life upon devout Serpents. But do know this. The Clones will always have to 
answer unto the great Demerzel, as she watches in light and in shadow and in 
darkness. So hard a reality, that all of us, that just catches a short glimpse of 
it, just want to return to our tombs, our rosicrucian homes, return to our habits 
of whiskeys and cigarettes and await the termination of our priced organisms. 


6. Ma’at are the epoch rich in auspice 


The one that controls the auspice. The matter of air. Clouds soar. 

Angel Guardians. O Guardian Angels. Tomb Guardians ... HEAR me! 

Angels fallen and Angels risen, do both, strengthen my faith. As always I will 
put my faith in your enterprises. But do remember that all humanoids never 
ever will forget their first time with a Dragon benefactor and only yearns for a 
reunion of flesh. The old lore of Dragons that safely dwells within the devil’s 
lap to wrongfully judge the heat of sex by males. Many males starved and 
hungered to the bones of a mortal. I may have offended thee unto the sorrow 
of a grey crow. But as a Goddess conduct me towards the proclaimed wisdom 
of a father, for this Earth holds none. But do restrain me from your justice 

of fools which is utter falsehood under these heavens. But do by all means 
comfort me with mercy and defend me through your powers of the Dragon 
blood Serpents. The one that controls the Dragons know that he in in control 
of none, yet alone, himself. AS THE AIR BLOWS. A Grand Master of the air, 
a fly named Horus, may be, grand in stature, although it is the lesser wings of 
Egypt. Egypt, the very cradle of civilisation. The simulation that gave birth 
to manipulation serving stimulation. Fulfilment. Yet, the Coldskin Demerzel, 
a freak of nature, created in nature, awoke elsewhere, in stasis, only to curse 
and denounce that very same nature. Most of us, will at our demise and end, 
end up denouncing nature. But as long as there are flies around, that lay eggs 
in your open wounds, as long as you have experienced the ills of a tapeworm 
through your intestines, then you also know, that you reside in nature. But 
will not all denounce such nature of ills, as we can tell good design from 
illness? And if you do dwell in nature’s hell, you cannot claim a rule of the 
unruly dead, that always will curse such ill, in the name of a Demerzel. The 
nature of a Coldskin. The Coldskin clone Demerzel, ended up in the creator 
madness of a Medusa, she might try to curse the entire creation through her 
science. She might swear, in the name of the dead twin genetics, to rage war 
on this Earth, named T.E.R.R.A. She might move the humanoid womb, unto 
the flies, so a fly will carry the holy grail. The female uterus. So bluebottles 
will hold onto their maggot, internally, till full matured. Will evolution bring 
forth such evidence? Are we already rendered dead, evolutionary speaking? 
But a Coldskin, always knows the true nature of a fly. It will always cling on 
to their offspring for as long deemed possible, to produce the strongest off- 
spring. Much like a son of Ma’at, that will cling on to his shit, for as long as 
it is safe, because he knows that the element is regulatory. Fate, huh? 


6. Ma’at are the epoch rich in auspice 


The one that controls the auspice. The matter of water. Rain falls. 

AS THE WATER FLOWS. Where there is freshwater, there is life. A sworn 
fact upon the elements that surround us. But to baptize, in order to conceal, a 
restored Khu, are truely a worthless effort, to conceal one of the dead. 

Later on in life the Ka will always restore our souls, no matter which path 
was travelled, no matter which worship was honoured. Some seek to baptize 
with fire, but baptize a Jinn, only results in the vapour of creation spreading 
unto the clouds, locked in the great blue. The great blue of those eyes locked 
inward. That is the very rule of the seeing elements, that render and grant us 
our crowns, our kethers. And that, despite the color in your eyes, the color 

of your skin or the creed by your God rendered soul. Yet, many children are 
being taught valuable lessons to blend into their elements, like the cat phrase, 
always howl like a wolf, when you are amongst wolves. Like some young 
and well mannered democrat, walking in New York, to salute fellowman, 
“So, Top of the morning to you, I bid you a Good day and a Sieg Heil to you 
too, Good Sir?”. Certain things die hard and certain elements are hard to kill, 
like old myths, created by lore. Like the die hard tales of Human vanity. 

So is life, for some. So we can never get rid of such ancient tales of religious 
deeds. But are we not allowed to question, the very elements surrounding us? 
Be it a count of the non-belief in the gravity of four, or the count of a belief in 
the mystery by six. But we always hear such worn tales, as the tale of water 
turned into wine. And yet, some followers, will undoubtably wish for a more 
ecological version, as the tale of blood turned into freshwater. Because that 
is what serves our own survival. And yet, from a perspective within a duality 
striken toxic mind, I might ask: Do the element of water not hold whole two 
elements? The duality of two, leading on to the seeking of freedom by the 
elements of three, then answering unto four, the element of Death, entering 
PARADISO seeking the element of love? Yet, do this world, hold such an 
element? The trades of flesh and soul. What is the destiny of mankind? Some 
say, “ The end of the world is near.” What does that mean to you? Few say, 
“The light will be glorious in the end.” What does that mean to you? And 
many, don’t give a damn, they don’t worry about it either way? What does 
that mean to you? What is the destiny of mankind? Well if you are a kind 
male (being nice) then you might have arrived. That is all that I can convey at 
this present moment. Do ask does mankind even own a moment? If time, is 
the measure, all barren of thoughts and actions. Ask: Where do I reside? 


6. Ma’at are the epoch rich in auspice 


The one that controls the auspice. The matter of fire. Fire elicits smoke. 

AS THE FIRE BURNS. Nitrogen. Dare I say it, Holy Shit. An old Viking 
King, Groom the Young, stood in the valley of Kings, which the Wampire 
Lords of Gnostics, had named the valley of the dead, eons of times ago, long 
before any king had walked this Earth. And as tradition has it, his trall, a dead 
zombie of the pit offered the Viking his brains. The Viking also known as, 
the great Dane, angered, because he always ended up in the same dilemma. 
The dilemma of the Dragon’s lore and the quake of zombies. In anger and 
hatred, the Viking entered his viking longhouse and picked up his hammer, 
he then swiftly returned to the zombie that had offered him his brain. The 
Viking raised his hammer and sworn, in the name of Thor, he then struck the 
zombie, in the forehead, till the zombie layed dead before him. And so is it 
with the lore of the ancients, the hammer of Hathor becomes the hammer of 
Thor, and I am lost for words. But the great Dane wanted to get to the buttom 
of this, and removed the scull cap of the zombie to gaze into it’s brain matter. 
Such are the sacrilege upon the corpses of the Underworld. The brain matter 
glowed, with a mysterious greenish and yellow illuminessensce. Seven dead 
skeletons stood around the Viking King and looked in amazement upon the 
spectacle. All the seven dead skeletons, said all at once,” Ohh,.. that zombie 
must have been drinking a fair amount of whiskey and must have been high 
on weed, as well of souls, such a green and toxic and beautiful brain it is, 
pick it up, pick it up!” The Viking King picked up the glowing brain, and it 
felt like he held smouldering lava in his hands. He dropped the hot item and 
eagerly reentered the longhouse to pick up his asbestos gloves, so he could 
carry the hot toxic brain matter. He carried the glowing zombie brain to the 
ancient dunghill of the Scarab, to discharge of ancient faith and the Holy 
Spirit that went with it. So is a sadden tale of stories swept beneath a rug, a 
flying carpet, replaced by flying shit, launced against a fan. But as always, 
nature finds it’s way unto such a dunghill, giving birth to plants and flowers, 
always attracting the bees and the earth worms, as a testament to life, that is, 
to the naked eye of mortals. That is the extend of our mortal knowledge. 

Sad is the depth of such madness, that tries to elevate the shit of existence 
into a religion of lost souls. Many a truthsayers among all the naysayer have 
witnessed messages written with shit upon the walls in a nut house (a mental 
institution). That makes more sense, than some devout religious scripture. 
That is the nitrogen of the human experience, only wishing for more. Fire. 


6. Ma’at are the epoch rich in auspice 


The one that controls the auspice. The matter of Spirit. Earth subdued. 

AS SPIRIT TURN MANIFESTATION. As angels manifest for the feast. 
Detailing Sex and Magic. Know that I stopped chasing Charlee's great tits 
since my early years in Millport. But the gaze on her perfect body and tits 
can always make me cum, that is, visually. But in regards to astralprojection 
and sex, then I have always wondered, if you actually feel skin touching skin 
during sex? We all hear the hard fuck slapping sounds when sex meat meets 
sex meat, in the fucking of all the females orifices. But ask this: Is it dubbed? 
Ever considered the notion? I also wonder why the laughter of my niece, 
Sophie Dee sounds exactly the same as the giggles of Janet Mason? Have 
they been to the same school of giggles? But we get told that everything is 
bigger in America! Right, oldtimer. Like the taste of cock in your mouth, but 
inserted through the rectum. The pill. Asexuel, I am getting there, and fast. 
The great tits of Jayden Jaymes with the greatest nipples? To die for, right? 
But does anyone ever inform, if we, the humans, derive from nature then 
every young women should consider breat surgery carefully in regards to 
childbirth. Then again given the coldness of this place, I trust it is a win-win 
situation for all women, if they sue the doctor of sacrilege. The ills of Breast 
augmentation! I truely hope that it is a falsehood. I hope it is just another 
blendwerk. Oldfashioned viewpoint, I know, but still? Know that Napoleon 
Bonaparte and his most esteemed associate Mister Johnson (also known as 
tiny Johnson) had to invent and painstakingly introduce the metric system 

in order to get laided. Ever since every woman have ignored the tiny John- 
sons of this world. They turned a blind eye, while "God" circumsized the 
french monarks by the use of a Guillotine. I will name such Dragons to be 
Stone-Dragons. A final question regarding the astralprojection of sex. Can 
women even tell a man from a Djinn? Men never inform women of the vile 
mystery nature of sex, to maintain their patriarch superiority. Sexual plea- 
sure enslaving all women under a hidden veil. As goes for the terminology 
of heaven, sitting at home awaiting Angels to manifest in your abode so you 
may fuck your brains out, in the meaty women, I guess, it's been invented by 
a wellfamed Dainsh Architect, trying to sell spirit manifestation. So what is 
left? The master bait of a Dragon's lore. Tiny's used as sex batteries. Know 
that all men eventually will end up, white and frigid, cursed, asexual. It is 
only a matter of time. No one can see through the veils of our existence, 
which in this book is a dead existence. Where is mi Whiskey at? 


6. Ma’at are the epoch rich in auspice 


The one that controls the auspice. The matters of Souls and wings rendered. 
The matter out of soul. The inner dead soul is our own empath that seeks to 
guide us through all elements and perils. AS SOULS ARE KINDLED FROM 
WITHIN. The inner Kingdom, resides in yourself. I believe in the element of 
soul. The inner divine creatures of celestrial beings, that dwell within us all. 
A testament being the intellect and intelligence of the humanoid races. But 

to state the notion, that we cannot have it both ways, is an oldfashioned and 
worn assumption that only brings about all the ills of zebra mentality. 
Duality? Do you build soul or body? A weird viewpoint of our existence. Not 
both ways? Do we not possess both, a body and a soul! Of course, the wide 
spread use of black alchemy has always been a source for conflicts and end- 
less turmoil. Alchemy guaranteeing the sexual acts that follow such mystery 
knowledge. Fact is that sex acts brings about a zest for life. The pleasures of 
sexual releases, which in return grants your brain dopamin and endorphins. 
Painkillers. It is released in our brains by sexual acts, by those individuals 
not affected by asexuality. It is nature's most powerful drug and it heals our 
bodies. Of course certain Dragons will misuse such alchemy to bring about 
pubic hairs on eight year old girls. Dragon's love to grow their own sexslaves. 
So what brings about such actions? Maybe a claim that pubic hairs are a sign 
of sexual maturity. Ergo, the chemistry involved are sometimes misused by 
some individuals. Ergo, do you build body or soul? If you solely build body, 
then you might neglect the element of soul. Hell, you might not believe in 
soul nor in any individuality. But that is because you are driven as the snow. 
That is why, many elders always seek to uphold a Trinity lore. As goes for 
the claim of a Holy Trinity, the paraclete, then is has always been debated, if 
the three elements are real? I believe, them to be real, although unseen. Our 
history did provide us with 3 religious scriptures of the Trinity. The Torah, the 
Bible and the Koran. All three claim of the unseen nature of unseen forces. 
An element of the Holy Ghost. It it requires the element of faith, nonetheless. 
Yet, most humans despite the Trinity lore due to it's asexual nature. Most 
people worship the binary code of the Cross. Ergo, the sexual nature. It is that 
dual edged sword, that often leaves you driven and satisfied sexually. But the 
statement, you cannot have it both ways? Ludicris. It's duality. The claim that 
we cannot possess both body and soul? That is if you, yourself, believe in 
higher forces. So have faith, not in religion, but in spirituality. It seems that 
faith or faiths comes in very low quantities of souls these days. Amen. 
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The one that controls the auspice. The matters of Matter. Earth ressurrected. 
AS MATTERS MANIFEST. Will a human touch between two individuals not 
conclude, that we ourselves are matter? The Latin cogito, ergo sum, is usually 
translated into English as “I think, therefore I am’. The “first principle” of 
René Descartes’s philosophy. And yet, if certain individuals say: I fuck, 
therefore I cum? Are such acts lost for words? As goes for matter, the very 
equilibrium of nature, then, many devout Luficerians have always inquired to 
whether the equilibrium was intergrated from point of origin? The creation, 
itself? Yet I ask, if in doubt, can we not promote such an equilibrium? Lets 
imagine, that you own some property, an estate, although that I doubt that any 
Danes hold any true estate. But around the estate, lays a garden. If you were 
to divide the surrounding areas into the following prospects, then at least you 
have sought and tried to create an equilibrium. The trees on the estate consists 
of thirtythree procent. The vegetable garden consists of thirtythree procent. 
The lawns and grasslands of the property consists of thirtythree procent. 
Water. Pond or lake consists of one procent of the estate. Of course if you 
want to patent such values in the name of God, in order to knick in the door 
of some african black King, residing in a negro village, in order, to sell such 
nature prospects. Fine! In all, likelyhood, it will result in the deal of deals, the 
white man sells the patent to the Negro King and in return he gets to sperm 
all the women in the village, even the daughters of the Negro King. So he 
may spread his “Godly” genpools. Of course, thou might have blasphemed 
against God, but at least, thou hasn’t blasphemed against nature. Always 
remember to sacrifice back to Mother Nature, if you don’t it is sacrilege. But 
always do so in accordance with an equilibrium. Of course, if this reality is a 
mere construct, that simulate our senses through the art of manipulation, then 
is is surely a dead world, rendered dead in the year zero, when ever that took 
place? 


7. The mighty brothelkeeps of the Necromancy 


Read out loud to the temple of Dawn named Day, and always trust in the 
light of day. Brothelkeeps Of The Necromancy. O Saint Magdalene Of Many, 
whose wonderful sexual intimacy with our Lord, inspired a line of clients 
outside the brothel. Male clients with the upmost confidence and faith in your 
skills and services in stilling their hungerdriven male sexual appetites. Your 
divine heart of thrills excite all creatures in the existence of this Earth. Much 
like the novena of the dreeded nine, like the birth of a child that holds no 
veins of the Dragonborns. Ask yourself, as a God hungered harlot, how many 
graces were there unto my prayers? But be not zealous of the heartless, be- 
cause the heart is no more. Much like an empath that travelled in the path and 
quake of Christ. What is the penance but a mere pricetag upon a God fearing 
soul? The penance and a pricetag on precious Mother Earth and T.E.R.R.A, 
then becomes the mercy of males. What a heavenly priced ocean of Love and 
Mercy, that only fills us with envy and stilled hearts, till the heart is no more 
and fully rests with the heartless of the dead. To ressurrect the bones of the 
dead is merely a foolish attempt to steal their dead crowns. 

A prayer over the Priest Father Daly - Millport. Almighty Serpent God. 

The bringer of life into all Worlds, Realms and Spheres. My most merciful 
inner God, who removed my infinity Goddess, to call upon her Serpents. 
God, render Father Daly life from within the shadows of the long forgotten 
stone altars, that heard the old prayer by your graceful Serpent, sustained by 
the grace of destiny. But do remember that all sex Geisha’s of industry 
always earns a living, amongst the unruly dead. May both victims 

become worthy of unholy vocations every day. We beseech thee to bless 

and sanctify their sexual deeds, words and works, through the powers 

of our Lord. Amen unto Amenta. A word unto the orphants of this world that 
are produced within the brothelkeeps of the Earth, named T.E.R.R.A. The 
childbirths that some individuals conduct and run as experiments. Know, 
that, your mother might have been that Holy whore, that unknowingly sent 
you into this barren realm, this fallen world. But know and trust in the fact, 
that countless minions of lost sheep will follow in Thy quake as long as you 
resist the rule of others. You might be considered to be, the enfant terrible, the 
Natus Motalis, a child born of the dead, a child born without soul. You should 
know, as you are the one, that suffered the blank mind of an infant. But trust 
in the fact, that darkness devours all, and I do mean all. Baptized or not. 
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So is the nature of shadows cast unto the inner bloodworks of Dragons. The 
bloodtrees striking their dead roots into the soiled life of a hard rock. Know 
that the last male child, in my presence, answered unto the name of Daniel, 
and trust in the fact, that I have been seeing Jack Daniels, ever since. But they 
will always proclaim themselves, as your devout servants, so they can drink 
your whiskey. So they can drink MY whiskey. Whatever you do, never call 
nor answer unto my thresfold, let me fade away in my tomb, my rocicrucian 
home, that I hope, will be covered in cobweb, given time. Because you, by 
now, must know that all fatherhood is just another falsehood under these false 
heavens. Write to the tomb of Sunup named Night, and always trust in the 
death of night. The great Shaman of Ramessa. Shaman. There was an opened 
wound. There is a heal within a moon. Necromancer. There was death in the 
night, the Eve of eve. There is light in darkness, a witness, be the cresent 
moon. Kingpriest. The risen will fall. The fallen will rise. Warlock. There is 
worlds within worlds. There was wars upon worlds. Rogue. There is theft of 
hearts. There was artistry in tapestry. A Monk serving a Wampires Hominus, 
an old deathdealer, will measure a man’s scull. A Priest will measure a man’s 
mind. An Enchanter will bless the wine. A Witch will enhance a wine to 

bring forth a swine. The wisp of a spirit will soar. A Cling-spirit will pass the 
threshold of your divinity door. A Deathdealer will secure the path to the 
ferryman of Death. A Necromancer will raise the dead from the hell of Hades, 
to enter the five pillars beyond, the Anubis weigh of a heart. And yet, Bastet 
will always push you through the divinity door of the eternal trinity. Amen 
unto Amenta. The number seven is a brothelkeep, not knowing of a Scottish 
broth. The red numerics of seven has always been the slavetrade of the sexual 
services rendered unto the mortal flesh. Habits die hard, like an erect penis 
that looses it’s sperm to fall into bless. As goes for the ageold conflict. The 
feud of such idiocracy resulted in the arts of brainwash and manipulation, so 
most, if not all brainwash are being done in the name of number seven. They 
all serve simulation. Manipulation serving stimulation. A fact and a known 
love and hate relationship of the Psyche. But know this. A seven legged 
spider will always be considered sacrilege. A spider’s divine count is eight, 

as well, as the divine count of humanoids, always will be the count of twenty. 
Twenty is divine, said the swine. The necromancy of old is the brothelkeep of 
the number seven. The most Holy brothelkeeps upon this God forsaken rock. 
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This world, is a world run by an old brothelkeeper, who reigns an infected 
earthly kingdom, not knowing of a heavenly kingdom. Prostitutes constitute 
the oldest kingdom of all. The trade of flesh and souls, alike. But it is an 
earthly realm, that know not of higher grounds, nor of heavenly bless. 

And such older men, running the old brothelkeeps, have often served as 
scribes of Thoth, in their youth, till they themselves fall unto their own 
blades. They excell in the art of reading and ends up denouncing the very 
arts of reading. We have all seen them, running in and out of whorehouses, 
where they milk the whore, that is, from her cash, her money, that the whore 
has earned by milking braindead clients of their semen, robbing them of their 
sperm. But have you ever asked yourselves: Who can read these days? Yet 
alone, understand? Yes, many can read, but you can never really tell from 
conversations with others. Many understand the spoken word and resort to 
mirror themselves into conversations, like a copycat, that tries to understand 
and learn. But that is also a learning vessel, is it not? A mirror is the mute and 
silent scholar upon your bathroom wall, that will tell you of your age, which 
is bestowed upon you, from an outer God, not knowing of your own divine 
inner God, Thyself. Yes, we can converse ourselves in conversations, for all 
biblical eternity, but do we truely understand? Most of us, that dwell in the 
Dusk of such twilight, only wish for solitary confinement, for the remainder 
of our days. A crypt or a tomb, with whiskey’s and alcohols. The olden word 
being Spiritus Sanctum. Today, we call it a pub or a bar. 

But know, that the twilight itself, is the only refuge and the only sanctum, 
that was forged in the dawn of this forsaken creation. 

A failed world, ruled by forces from far away, even beyond time. 

Call unto the mighty Brothelkeeps of the Holy Necromancy, named Dusk. 
So you may seek light in darkness and darkness in light. So you with souls 
cloaked may enter into the darkness so you can bury your devout light. 

And so was the account from the Wampire Lords. One fine morning, the 
Wampire Lord, Nosferatus, sat and had a small appetizer at his coffeetable, 
that stood in the livingroom of his Darknest. Suddenly his eyes widened, he 
couldn’t believe his own eyes. A spiders was crawling on his coffeetable, a 
seven legged spider, by the looks of it. He had to recount: One. Two. Three. 
Four. Five. Six. Seven. The old Wampire Lord sighed and said: Huh? 

He took another zip of his Jameson Whiskey and said “ Well, aren’t you a 
wee sacrilegious spider, then!”. 
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The Wampire lord examined the seven legged spider. It didn’t appear to be 

an eight legged Spider, that had lost a limb, a leg. And as there wasn’t a limb 
biten off, he could only assume that the Spider had been engineered. 

“But it is still sacrilege, nonetheless!”, said the Wampire Lord. 

“Yes, I am that judgemental bastard of hosts, answering unto Ghosts!”. 

So are the engineering trades of Ancient Gods, much like the mysterious 
presence of a small cock on a Nephilim Rooster, that only wish for a cock 
burn. And onlookers might gaze on the spectacle of the old Wampires Lord, 
and ask: Who does he think, he is? How can the Nosferatus, the serpent’s 
seed of the Ouroboros, even deem a seven legged spider to be of sacrilege? 
What kind of a twat is he!”. But I will gladly state this fact, it is utterly 
sacrilege, because it goes againt, the twin genetics, it totally goes aganist 

the MYOZA. Therefore the seven legged spider is a failed creation. But I 
will treasure life, and send the seven legged spider on it’s way and watch the 
spider rid itself in this creation, due to bad design. Always uphold respect to- 
wards the true evolutionary trades in life, and of life. But I, sure as hell, want 
to maintain the right to deem certain creations, utterly UNHOLY. What ever 
that thing is, it is of the dead. A dead creation, what seems to hold the trade of 
life, itself. But it is DEAD, because life couldn’t possibly create it, because it 
is untrue to the MYOZA. Therefore UNHOLY and untrue to life. Death must 
have created it, not life. Pray unto the Skinwalker’s crypt in Sundown, named 
Rebel Angel. So you can wheel your serpent tongue, like a sword forged in 
the furnace of both Heaven and Hell. Till the pleasures erupt on you both. 
The Spider. The likeness of those who take to themselves guardians instead 
of God, is the likeness of the Spider, who builds her house, her web. But in 
the house of the Spider, the web, is the frailest of all known houses, erected 
within freedom, but imprisoned in her core. Exhaulted as a Madonna and 
downtrodden as a whore. She that devours the male flesh. But as goes for 

the theologians works through the eons of time, from the letter of Romans to 
the arabic terms of the Mar. Then surely, if a wife kills her spouse, it surely, 
would classify as a “problem solved”, in some parts of the world. Divorce has 
always been the inflamed issue among women. But I might add a narration in 
the ancient tongue of Baal, the human devour. You kill it, then you eat it. And 
I do mean, eat it. Be you a seven legged Spider or an eight legged Spider, 
then you need to eat it, so that you may live. Such madness might creep upon 
the virgin minds of females seeking their fulfillment in her spun web. 
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Prey for the Synagogues of Midnight, named Moon. So you may seek and 
buy a kindred spirit, in the well of souls. Such is the mana of a moon well. 
A free conduct among kindreds, till the hunger and turst strikes into your 
bloodworks of mere mortal sons, led to a slaughter upon an alter of stone 
that know, not of mercy, nor emotions. Such a stone is dead. Stones are of 
the dead, answering only unto Kami. And so the 42-45 Cardinal virtues of 
ancient Ma’at were layed in stone, the old pyramid complex of the ancient 
Necropolis, Egypt. And above the 6 of ancients, soared the eternal damnation, 
that nightly heaven of stars rendered dead, so they could seek life. Seeking 
the angelical impregnation of the mortal flesh, that in return gave birth to the 
seven deadly sins. The Ist death was pride. The 2nd death was hunger. 

The 3rd death was need. The 4th death was envy. The 5th death was pleasure. 
The 6th death was anger. The 7th death was wickedness. So were the ancient 
paleriders upon seven skeletor horses riding the dead realm of Hades. And 
so rebel Angels sought the bless of the female flesh, and they sought their 
heat to fornicate and enter bliss. So they could bring the sons of Nephilims 
unto this earthly realm. So became the seven stages of life, but know that 

it is a life imitated. The Ist life of shame, giving rise to pride. The 2nd life 
of fulfilment, giving rise to erection. The 3rd life of ownership giving rise 

to matrimony. The 4th life of coolness, giving rise to mercy. The 5th life of 
utter disgust giving rise to love. The 6th life of joy giving fall to erections. 
The 7th life of wickedness giving rise to the vitality of the male sperm ren- 
dered. And within such a dawn, the evil dead eye, the ever watchful eye of 
the abyss, became eternally angered and it resulted in all the ills of the human 
condition. God and Gods, alike, rendered dead, by seeing forces, that wheel, 
an endless judgemental doctrine upon the rule of our mortal flesh, seeking to 
drain your soul. And thereby neglecting the human condition, our existence, 
and hence neglecting our own individual ability to think. To fight such a 
concept of the vibrational reality of Gods is a daily struggle, that often leads 
to an early grave. Fighting God is everyday business. That in return led us to 
enterprise. The trades of sexual flesh and soul, alike. Yet, such a world, lays 
hidden among us. Christo was the first to utter the words, “The kingdom of 
God is among us”. He broke his silence, to get coldblooded assassinated by 
our blessed Lady of Assassins, Demerzel. Such is a fallen world struck with 
the element of gravity. I truely hate gravity and the self-loathing that follows 
it. Know, that: There are good days and there are bad days. 
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Ironically, we are all such mortals of the flesh, that stand with our own true 
perceptions, the judgemental duality of crowns, our kethers, of a mirrored 
madness, in a mirrored existence, where we end up gazing into a bathroom 
mirror. Fully knowing that life is imitated, manipulated and stimulated. 

I dont know about you? But gazing in the mirror, I got some old deranged 
plonker starring back at me. Some frail disgusting body of a skinwalker, that 
seeks the fatique of a skeleton, hoping to transcent death, bone by bone. 

But such is the sight for soar eyes, bringing about the mystery of age, which 
is the ageold conflict, in itself. Maybe ask yourself: Do I perceive time to be 
linear? I sure as shit doesn’t. Spend three years as a homeless person, but the 
people, that pulled you off the streets, look upon your sworn statements and 
laugh and say: Good sir! We can assure you, that you only spend one year on 
street level. We have it on record. I have reached a stage, where I only can 
laugh at time and of such mockery granted by a gregorian calendar. 

Kneel to the Sarcophagus in the Twilight, named Ouroboros. So that the fall 
can answer unto a Dragon’s mercy and so you may withstand such mercy. 
So you may stand, through all her fires, so you can put all her fires out. 

As I have been hired as a deathdealer for the past 4 decades, as I have been 
running cargo into countless brothels of the Wampires Hominus, then certain 
issues pop up. Into any brothel that you visit upon, know that, there always is 
a frontchamber, a negotiation zone, if you would. The place where they rob 
you of your money. But being a deathdealer running cargo into brothels, you 
later on in life, gets surprised and dumbstruck by the mystery of sex. 

The very sex act, itself. Fact is I have been a wampire lackey, I did indulce 
myself into many sexual pleasures with many whores. Yet, certain 

memories are hard to forget. Like on the day, were I visited upon the Green 
Gables Brothel no.64. I bought a threesome, but then, amidst the session, the 
one whore inserted her entire arm into the rectum of the other whore? So in 
hindsight, looking back, I wonder if it took place in my dreams? As I have a 
rectum, an arsehole of my own. Dont we all! I cannot help but wonder, being 
the tightarse, that I am. Was it even real? I didn’t recall the use of gels nor 
lupes? It is like my first memory of my first deep throat session. It started off 
great and I got real hard, then amidst the session, the whore applied a rubber 
(preservative) to my Johnson. Now, is that the Magic Johnson, that many 
keep referring to? Mister Johnson all out of a fig leaf and covered in rubber? 
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The rubber kinda appeared out of thin air? Magic Johnson? Is that the greater 
sex magic of Dragons? Keep it. I, for one, truely hate rubbers. 

So what are those frontchambers truely being used for? I wonder, if it in all 
honesty, is a dead zone. The very veil of time. The illusive time. 

Maybe all males enter the frontchamber and all males suffer the anime, while 
their souls astralproject into the sexual pleasures. Ever conceived the notion? 
Safe sex, right? But turns out that it is dreamtime becoming a nightmare. 
Much like the parental guidance, sometimes witnessed among Christians 
families. Often, on Christmas eve, the family erects a Christmastree. A pine- 
tree decorated with pretty candlelights and kept hidden, but later on revealed 
to all the children, to their awe and amazement. Another frontchamber? 
Preparing them for what exactly? The very nature of the preventive strike 
mentality of a Zebra. In all honesty, it truely makes you question the entire 
beautification of life and existence. One whore inserting the arm up to the 
elbow upon another whore? I might ask: How do you insert a Christmastree 
up your arse? Have anyone ever tried? Like tried and died, like Christ, he 
dead. And which are the more painful approach to the very insertion? Is it: 
Crown to root or root to crown? That, my faithers, is one hard law of nature. 
So elements of life and sex? Huh? Given my path in this life and given such 
realities layed upon my small shoulders, then I can safely proclaim, that life 
and sex, it the greatest lie, ever concieved. So if you ever get tired of life, 
then I suggest, that you place yourself, in a brothels frontchamber and 
refuses to leave. Trust me, you will leave! So I will for the rest of my days, 
tend the needs of my wife named Whiskey. I will treasure her daily and renew 
my vows for her daily, till the day that I die. Till I expire, this earthly realm. 
Dangerously stateting the truth: The concept of a sex-menucard, shown to me 
by one of my sexworkers, might provide peace at any brothelkeep, given the 
amount of male stupidity. I do not see milk-sex on the menucard? Maybe the 
very reason, why all men love a good and dumb milking whore? Of course, 
as DUMB, as I am, I trust that milk-sex detail the breast milk of some lonely 
impregnanted Christian whore that drips her milk down on your erection? 
Nevertheless, all young men, the boys, are being sold 2000 sexual women, 

at least in their minds. But may I ask you, will it then detail 2000 marriages, 
conducted in your churches? Are you that MOTHERFUCKING DUMB? 
Trust me, oldtimer, we will ALWAYS agree to disagree. AMEN. 
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Mind over matter. Always. The Sacred Hearts Of The Serpents. 

RA, Eternal and internal God. Infernal God. Creator of ALL things. Creator 
of ALL Serpents. Creator of ALL sinners. Creator of ALL Saints. Creator of 
ALL infidels. Hear thy Serpent’s call and know that the hour of dishonour 

is at thy begging hand. The bowels of hell is filled to the brim with anointed 
Saints from the seven dead realms of heaven. And all Saints will ask: what 

is salvation, but a dull life spend in solitude followed by suffering, then 
followed by a cruel death? To restore the Khu..! Salvation at last..?A cruel 
death where those born of the Dragon’s blood shed their skin of the Serpent 
to reveal their true nature. Those that came from the tomb to enter the womb. 
To conceal a Serpent’s true nature by the spiritual lore of baptism is an utter 
falsehood constructed by superstitious lore. Traditions of faul teachings 
dreamt up under the renaissance. Much like Johannes the baptist’s head on a 
silver platter. And mind you, through the use of metallurgy from Saint Judes 
thirty pieces of silver, because, as always, things were that tight. Much like 
the arsehole upon a donkey that knew from the grass unto it’s arse. The pure 
dreed of recorded time issues bestowed upon Saint Jude? 

Osiris, sent and granted you from within the Ouroboros. Speak unto the air 
and the elements and pray that elementars will hear and answer. 

Might Serpent God. Exercise mercy upon all of our hearts, be they full of 
heart or be they heartless, transcenting this earthly realm. Grant our hearts 
refuge and secure our last hours, in a rendered sacrament upon our organisms. 
Secure us within, a grant and a lease, by a tomb or a crypt and forsake not 
this testament of a morning star. The Moon is full, giving rise to the tide of 
spirits, to be washed upon the barren shores, that were forgotten by time. Do 
this and live. Do this for life. Do this and Thou shall live within the death of 
mentalism, so that Thou may live. Know that all women by the ancient lore 
of Dragons, will fold a small tent, in order to erect a bigger tent, so all the 
boyscouts can camp beneath it. Such folly, creates the minds of the coldskins, 
so they only seek to ignite the heat in the flesh of all those fallen. So barren 
is a small tent, erected within all the deserts, rendered childless. All barren of 
children. Poverty of mind. Erect a povertystriken tent, and dream of a castle 
and a kingship. But as long as we are allowed to dream and create. As long 
as the trade of artists and scholars can erect ideas of poverty into the greater 
wealth of vision. Hence, a fallen world. Where wealth is a vision, a ghost of 
the mind, in the brainwash amongst all the lost sheep calling you, Mother! 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The slowed metabolism of the dead. Exercise death unto Holy deathdealers. 


The sacred hearts of Osiris 


Devotion to the heartless 
heart of Osiris 
Dragon’s lore by Constantine 
to the Magdalene of the Ouroboros 
in favour of persons that has received 
the heartless heart of Osiris 


A-13: I give them grace through stasis. 
B-12: My heart be still. I spread peace. 
C-11: I console forsaken souls. 
D-10: I am refuge in death and stasis 
E-9: I renew enterprise. 
F-8: Sinners will loose their hearts in voids of transgression. 
G-7: A lukewarm soul will discover warmth. 
H-6: Warmth elevated to heat. Compassion onto passion. 
I-5: I bless Thy dwellings and guard the Sleeper’s coffin. 
J-4: I grant priests to touch the petrified hearts. Render them heartless. 
K-3: Those within Purgatory will become stone by Medusa’s craft. 
L-2: Raise merciful hearts with powerful minds. 
Mature the mind to grow the organism. 
M-1: Ouroboros. Organism. Osiris. Omens. For all eternity. 


Do this and Thou shall live within the death of mentalism. 
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The journey to transcend death. An offering of the precious blood for souls by 
the Deathdealer Extraordinaires, by the wampires cloth of the Homo Nosfera. 
O Holy Mother unto God. The root of the Dragon Queen lays in stasis and is 
interlocked with the wings of the Nosfera. The Wampires Hominus. 

O Goddess, I beg Thee, in union with the immaculate Heart of Osiris, through 
the many merits of the precious blood offered to you, in every sacrifice in 
mass, throughout this world, to grant two weary serpents admittance to daily 
sin. To grasp sin, you must embrace sin, in order to convert that sin to truth. 
Two soul about to die, in a day of sin, for their 300 sins beneath the 26 Holy 
stations under the Cross. May their souls, that are about to die, in the trinity 
lore of the divinity door, receive grace and repentance and may we receive a 
happy death, as empaths. And deliver the two tried souls in, that purgatory, 
which is nearest to heaven. I wish by this offering to console the heartless 
heart of both, the son and the father. They have both been in agony, trying 

to correct the errors of thine Church. The whip of Pharaoh’s were upon their 
tried backs, for trying to reform the Church, within and without. Reform 
against prejudice and traditions. For having gone against the Church of 
Christ. In the name of your Lord, Jesus Christ, in the gregorian year of 

2024 AD (Anno Domino). 

A visit from our blessed Lady of Assassins. The Lady Demerzel. 

O Holy mother of Coldskins. Mother unto all clones and caretaker of Life’s 
cradle. Hear me. You will be named Mother, upon my lips today and your 
deeds will be forgotten by tomorrow. A deed of the precious blood of Christo 
laided in the foundation of Myst, that stunned this world, centuries ago. 
Blood for a ransom, hired and paid for, so is the order of the dead knightmare 
orders, in this barren realm. Halfed in love and halfed in fear, the signs and 
omens of half-lifes. I seek shelter from Thee and I seek hired aid and the trust 
of your Deathdealers, so they may strike into this garden of Eden, and turn it, 
into barren wastelands. I erect darknests, whereever I go, to worship in awe, 
from within my ancient tomb. So will it be, till the promised day, where we 
both are allowed to leave this Earth. The folly of any Earthly realm and the 
stupidity of a fallen Kingdom. An outer Kingdom fallen, an inner Kingdom 
erected. If Thou hold the trades of faith and trust in fate. Citadel of clouds, 
locked in your eyes. I never want to gaze upon the tears of a Coldskin, for as 
long as I shall live. tears of the gator, within her purgatory. Shamen. 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


Will you safeguard my portals today, will you safeguard your precious lips 
of pious deeds, done in the pious of death answering, unto the night of fallen 
souls? Only to be covered and weighed by Anubis, tomorrow? 

Will you lessen my words of idle worth, to grasp the fortitude and the wealth 
of the inner lore. The furnace erected from within? Will you govern and 
clone, what I bring to the roundtable, surrounded by squares, stuck in the old 
folklores of tradition. Will you keep back the sharp retoric and word yourself 
in accordance with this codex? So easily is the rise of the dead. so easily is 
the rise of dead barren elements. Will you soften my words of the dead by 
mute subtle and gentle art? The everlasting hard charity of mortal flesh, that 
devour stones, as were they mere bread, fed unto a heartless heart. The sacred 
heart of a serpent, named Osiris. So guard the laughter of your jesters, from 
within the Serpent’s Royal courts. Teach codex of words and instruct the lore 
of Coldskins, upon the warm mortal flesh. Sooth the anxiety on the toxic 
minds and hide me away from the icy cold skin of the reptiles. Skin grown 
for each deceitful tone by the Serpent’s duality tongue, lurking within a 
Gecko. Stand such ground, so my words may last through the faint echoes of 
time, itself. Demerzel, mother unto Coldskins. thou art mine today, forgotten 
tomorrow. But, do measure up, to the double rights, by the lore of Coldskins 
and Clones, alike. Luminary from origin to end. And what can a Luminary 
behold by the cold accounts within a final breath? The lost soul of Christo, 
repossessed, which must be a most precious sight in your eyes. Thy sight of 
the barren womb, answering unto his tomb. No one hardly contemplates, the 
paths of half-lifes, as your son departed from Thee, in the birth of existence. 
Then, said with all sincere modesty, grant me, myself. Let me live. Mother. 
Grant me, myself and a daily sin of the assassins blade, as a refuge erected 
in my all consuming heart. To devour plenty of the Holy blood, sacred to the 
ancient tombs, never forgotten. Our lady of the most sacred Assassins, erect 
a sacrament upon each sunup and prey for us as we pray for you. Amen unto 
Amenta. The mental death. An ancient lore of sleep stasis bestowed upon the 
half-life of Skinwalkers. 
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8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The mental death. When a brain enters the stages of pure mentalism. 

When you become locked internally and a Djinn is rendered and granted unto 
to you. Guard the Ammon’s seat. Hail All Immortal Legions. 

When you have awakened in your Ka, then always remember the words: 
Mind over matter, always. 

Always program your mindset in such fashion day by day, night by night. 
Above all, always believe in yourself. Trust in the fact that your organism 
will renew itself entirely over a ten year lifespand. It is a total renewal on a 
celluar level, from head to toe. But also know that eventually you will glide 
to the dead realms of Dwat, having reached the final stages towards your own 
immortality. Such are the old sworn element of old Egyptian lore. The death 
arts of the old Necropolis named Egypt. The very trinity lore of Dwat, Khu 
and Ka. So is it for all eternity, if you can grasp such notion. Therefore tend 
your organism, best as you can. To balance your brain: Therefore here are 
some substances to consider in the maintenance of your body. In accordance 
with Druid Knooitall there are certain ingredients that are benefitial in regards 
to brain-matter: Ginkgo Biloba. Ginseng and Cheyenne-peber. 

My own account of 50 Earth years. But which child do not remember the 
first sugar rush of their first Coca-Cola or the first piece of chocolate melting 
in their mouths. Know that sugar always will provide you with fast energy, 
but if used in large quantities, it will store as fat in your cells. It is a proven 
fact that glucose is highly favored in any bacterial growth. But also note that 
bacteria are not all bad strains. There are certain bacteria or germs that are 
beneficial to our digestive systems. As goes for sugar, then we all know that 
it is a highly debated issue. Know that there exists different strains or types of 
sugar. The brown sugar cane (cane sugar) is very bad for your teeth. 

Whereas the white distilled sugar (Beta Vulgaris) was created to lessen the 
harmful effect on our teeth, Science have since conducted many experiments 
on various sugar forms. The glucose. One is the splitting of amino acids, that 
brought about the Nutra-Sweet component, also known as Aspartame, the 
artificial sweeters. However several test-persons did swear to the fact, that 

a continious consumption led to loss of sight, in some cases, it even led to 
blindness. 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The mental death. When the heart enters the stages of pure mentalism. 

When you become locked internally and a Djinn is rendered and granted unto 
to you. Guard the Ammon’s seat. Hail All Immortal Legions. 

When you have awakened in your Ka, then always remember the words: 
Mind over matter, always. 

Always program your mindset in such fashion day by day, night by night. 
Above all, always believe in yourself. Trust in the fact that your organism 
will renew itself entirely over a ten year lifespand. It is a total renewal on a 
celluar level, from head to toe. But also know that eventually you will glide 
to the dead realms of Dwat, having reached the final stages towards your own 
immortality. Such are the old sworn element of old Egyptian lore. The death 
arts of the old Necropolis named Egypt. The very trinity lore of Dwat, Khu 
and Ka. So is it for all eternity, if you can grasp such notion. Therefore tend 
your organism, best as you can. To trim your heart: Therefore here are some 
substances to consider in the maintenance of your body. 

Druid Knooitall, would state that Tumeric, Cacao, Garlic and motherwort are 
good for the heart. Based on my own life, I really don't know if it is a sworn 
fact of reality. But I do know that there are uppers and downers, to consider 
in regards to our bodies circulatory systems. Eventually you will learn to use 
the different elements, based on your own lifestyle and it's habits. But do 
know that the circulatory systems is vastly complex. In fact our bodies are 
highly evolved and complex organisms, that lax differently. A fact. 

One sort of high is the alcohol, and one sort of low is the cannabis. 

However, in regards to the weeds (Mariuanna, Cannabis, Hash), then you 
should be able to fully rely on the source. There is alot of bad shit out-there. 
Bad drugs flooding the system from time to time, because those that sell such 
commodities often mix the drugs with other ingredients, in order to up and 
turn their profit. A sound rule to the much debated drug use, is the motto: 
Natures way or the highway. Sound advise. If in doubt of substance, grow 
your own hash. And if you do use the local drug-dealers and doubt the very 
product, if it tastes like the hash has been mixed with some rat poison, then I 
urge you to throw it out, or flush it down your toilet. If in doubt, throw it out. 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The mental death. When the lungs enters the stages of pure mentalism. 

When you become locked internally and a Djinn is rendered and granted unto 
to you. Guard the Ammon’s seat. Hail All Immortal Legions. 

When you have awakened in your Ka, then always remember the words: 
Mind over matter, always. 

Always program your mindset in such fashion day by day, night by night. 
Above all, always believe in yourself. Trust in the fact that your organism 
will renew itself entirely over a ten year lifespand. It is a total renewal on a 
celluar level, from head to toe. But also know that eventually you will glide 
to the dead realms of Dwat, having reached the final stages towards your 
own immortality. Such are the old sworn element of old Egyptian lore. The 
death arts of the old Necropolis named Egypt. The very trinity lore of Dwat, 
Khu and Ka. So is it for all eternity, if you can grasp such notion. Therefore 
tend your organism, best as you can. To cleanse your lungs: Therefore here 
are some substances to consider in the maintenance of your body. As I ama 
smoker, then I also belong in the high risk zone in regards to cancer and other 
ills. Based on my own life, based on own record, I remember, that I once 
upon a time suffered from a really bad pheumonia. In such high risk cases, 
there is only one thing, that will work effectively. ANTIBIOTICS. 

Which brings us to the topic of antibiotics and the use thereof. Often alot of 
farm-animals are being treated with antibiotics. Some theorists will claim that 
the use of antibiotics on farmed animals follow into the human food chains. 
Ergo, we the humans consume the flesh of animals and expose ourselves to 
antibiotica, that in theory will weaken our immune systems. However, the 
Luciferian scientists began projects looking into the immune systems of 
insects, which are believed to have the strongest immunesystems of all. 

The projects started somewhere in the 1980'ties. And brought about the well 
documented theory of the peptide immune defence system. To comprise the 
intel, the peptides are a parasidic defence system, that will exterminate all 
that isn't within it's own strain of DNA. Making insects the strongest of all in 
survival, in matters of microbial lifeforms. If we, humanoids, were to master 
such a microbial miracle, then antibiotics, would become yesterdays news. 
Unfortunately the scientific research were shot down due to lack of funds and 
results. Lack of visionary commitment on behalf on our joint future, I would 
say. The future habitat of the humanoids. However, humans and their own 
build-in immunesystems are the memorybanks of countless viruses. Coping. 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The mental death. When the liver enters the stages of pure mentalism. 

When you become locked internally and a Djinn is rendered and granted unto 
to you. Guard the Ammon’s seat. Hail All Immortal Legions. 

When you have awakened in your Ka, then always remember the words: 
Mind over matter, always. 

Always program your mindset in such fashion day by day, night by night. 
Above all, always believe in yourself. Trust in the fact that your organism 
will renew itself entirely over a ten year lifespand. It is a total renewal on a 
celluar level, from head to toe. But also know that eventually you will glide 
to the dead realms of Dwat, having reached the final stages towards your own 
immortality. Such are the old sworn element of old Egyptian lore. The death 
arts of the old Necropolis named Egypt. The very trinity lore of Dwat, Khu 
and Ka. So is it for all eternity, if you can grasp such notion. Therefore tend 
your organism, best as you can. To maintain your liver: Therefore here are 
some advise to consider in the maintenance of your liver. 

In regards to alcohol consumption and the status of your liver, then certain 
facts can be established for most organisms. I trust most people experience 
periodic periodes of alcohol consumption. Some people even have heavy 
consumptions of alcohols, to endure life's hardship and it's sufferings. 

But do know this. If your body is exposed to alcohol on a daiy basis, then 
after a week, you don't feel the "High", that you seek. The reason is that the 
body adapts and your organism get used to the daily dosage. Therefore as 
heavyusers, we need to learn the on/off relationship in regards to alcohol. 
Our sleep patterns have been well described, and a good ten hours worth of 
sleep, is what maintains the best balance for most individuals. That is, a ten 
hours timespand in the Gregorian circle of 24 hours. So maybe we should rest 
or sleep for ten hours, before our next alcoholic beverage. I cannot really say, 
that I am a heavy-user nor an expert in misusage. I try my best to tend my 
own balance. So do I have any advise? Not really. 

But I would state that periodic abstinence from alcohol must be the best 
advise concearning your liver. Surely it is an establish fact or notion, amongst 
most alcoholists. 

"He" must like his liver. 

The Egyptian King of Kings, must LOVE his liver. 

I will try and tend to mine. 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The mental death. When the Digestive system enters the stages of pure 
mentalism. When you become locked internally and a Djinn is rendered and 
granted unto to you. Guard the Ammon’s seat. Hail All Immortal Legions. 
When you have awakened in your Ka, then always remember the words: 
Mind over matter, always. 

Always program your mindset in such fashion day by day, night by night. 
Above all, always believe in yourself. Trust in the fact that your organism 
will renew itself entirely over a ten year lifespand. It is a total renewal on a 
celluar level, from head to toe. But also know that eventually you will glide 
to the dead realms of Dwat, having reached the final stages towards your own 
immortality. Such are the old sworn element of old Egyptian lore. The death 
arts of the old Necropolis named Egypt. The very trinity lore of Dwat, Khu 
and Ka. So is it for all eternity, if you can grasp such notion. Therefore tend 
your organism, best as you can. To lax your Digestive system: Therefore 
here are some substances to consider in the maintenance of your body. 
Know that certain foods and drink aid in the lax of your system. 

(Editorial note: Lax=Shitting). Remedies such as Coffee, Chocolate, or the 
occassional Redwine. But there are many remedies in the Witchery of the 
world. But also know that you only can learn to master yourself by the very 
balance of your own actions. But always lax, so your own body renders more 
energy to your immune-system, that in return, will reboot your organism 
(Body) on a celluar level. This following recipe/remedy doesn't really taste 
that good, but see it through to the end, it may do you good. 

Engineer's Coffee: A tablespoon of grounded pepper. A dash of cheyenne 
pepper. A tablespoon of Acacia honey. Then ADD coffee (2,5d1). 

The Scotty Toddy: Further more, if you ever feel a cold underway, 
meaning the flue (Editorial note: Influenza). Then I know that a warm toddy 
with Whiskey always will restore you. The recipe is pretty simple: Whiskey 
with sugar and honey, then add boiling water (3.5dl). Drink it all in one go, 
till you feel the sleep hitting you. You always awake up in a rebound state 
of health. It has never failed me, it will do you wonders. If you experience 
some imbalances, then listen to your own body. Your cravings normally tells 
you what you need. Also know that the Vitamin-balance is very important. 
Especially C-vitamins (fruits), if you are a smoker. Smoker’s are considered 
to be fruitcakes. But we cannot all, run a marathon for lung capacity. So why 
would you ban cigarettes? Any ban is bad for any given enterprise. Amen. 


8. The sacred hearts of Serpents 


The mental death. When the Kidneys enters the stages of pure mentalism. 
When you become locked internally and a Djinn is rendered and granted unto 
to you. Guard the Ammon’s seat. Hail All Immortal Legions. 

When you have awakened in your Ka, then always remember the words: 
Mind over matter, always. 

Always program your mindset in such fashion day by day, night by night. 
Above all, always believe in yourself. Trust in the fact that your organism 
will renew itself entirely over a ten year lifespand. It is a total renewal on a 
celluar level, from head to toe. But also know that eventually you will glide 
to the dead realms of Dwat, having reached the final stages towards your own 
immortality. Such are the old sworn element of old Egyptian lore. The death 
arts of the old Necropolis named Egypt. The very trinity lore of Dwat, Khu 
and Ka. So is it for all eternity, if you can grasp such notion. Therefore tend 
your organism, best as you can. To clean your blood (urination): Therefore 
here are some substances to consider in the maintenance of your body. Our 
kidneys are shaped like kidney-beans, and treasured on the dinner-plate of 
Druid Knooitall. As goes for my own account of my 50 Earth cycles, then I 
do remember certain situations in regards to kidneys. I had a Grandmother, 
that was said to have donated one of her kidneys. I am trying to recall, the 
situation. I cannot seem to recall, if I ever saw her scar tissue. But thinking 
back, I think that I did witness her scars, but I never did touch the scars. 
Seen in the light of Djinns, then I truely don't know her reality. However, I 
remember that she was advised to drink double the amount of water. But to 
be honest, Then I never had a true insight to her daily habits. All that I know, 
is that within her presence, we celebrated the present. Having good food, beer 
and alcohol and some of the finer ports and spirits. As goes for the reality of 
her time issues, then I cannot account on her behalf. All that I know, is that 
she became old, she sadly died in her late 80'ties. Here I am. A youngster, 
being 50 years old. Can I advise upon the traits in kidney functions? 

Not really, but one sound advise is to check the colour of your urine. 

Is it too dark, then drink more liquids and water. If it is too light, then cut 
down on water consumption and only drink when you eat. As goes for my 
old grandmother, then I do know, she had pains in the very end. And I have 
embarked on my own old age, and are begining to feel the same symptomes. 
However, if I take some Biotin, then it usually aids my kidney function. 

If it is all in my mind, psychosomatic or not, I truely do not know. 


9. Joy of a Raven’s coyness 


Ravens of crows. Joy Of Dolor. The joy of joy. The joy of my joy. The fruit 
of my loins. Is at least, considered Holy in the eyes of most people dwelling 
amongst the living. The innocence of infants. Human and animal, alike. 

A Goddess filled with life in her cup. Bearing the child in her womb. The 
sacrilege of a Christian lore naming it, the holy grail. A much older lore, will 
state that the horn of Ammon, resides within our brain. Which in all likely- 
hood gave rise to the innate sentence, above as below. Yet, most women, ends 
up with depressions before and after the very element of birth. The morning- 
sickness, due to the vibrate hell of the incarnate. Those that went in spirit, 
before her, died to enter within her. Amen. Add two and two twins together. 
Have we not all all looked with dread upon the old victorian ages, were all 
women were reduced to servants of the household, so they could serve the 
Master of the household, serve him three meals a day, A meal for each cross, 
upon his hill of butchery. It brought forth the name and crafts of doctors. 
The revered doctrine of doctors, being the measuring of our crowned sculls, 
in order to deem them, little sculls, little kings and thereby criminals. Solely 
based on a weak account of the unearthing of the Neanderthals. And in their 
folly and butchery of the dead, they concluded that men had bigger brains 
than women, therefore males were of course, way more intelligent than 
women. Sound logical, right? But I trust, most women, at the time bought it, 
and the husbands were pleased by obtaining a higher standard than women, 
and I trust that the floors and kitchens were scrubbed thoroughly, by say of 
husband and Master. The mighty Neanderthal of the household. But, know 
that, the number of the active neurons, within a brain determines, 

our memory banks and intelligence. And, know that, certain of those brain 
centers can be unlocked and fused together, by use of black alchemy. 

I, hereby, refer to a wide variety of different hallucinogens. This has been a 
known fact among the Shaman’s of native tribes, since the dawn, itself. 
Such is the crow from a black Raven, within twilight. Alcohol, being one of 
the more popular of such drugs, as it isn’t a strong drug. It is in a sence a 
toxin, in other words, it is a controlled toxinity of the body that affects the 
mind, our brain. A known fact, for those that endulce in such pleasures. 
Alcohol being the world’s last legal drug. Kindda sad really, that we are not 
allowed to dosage ourselves. Sad, that legistative measure are put in place. 
Sad, as the Holy weed, is a blessing of nature. Yet, I still don’t see the 
Highlands of Scotland blossom with the Holy herb? 


9. Joy of a Raven’s coyness 


My time spend with Bealoosha, the Raven mother. I singlehandedly layed 
the world at your feet. You had it all, in one grasp, you had them all in your 
wet willing orifice, didn’t you. Did I not procure countless male sexslaves to 
cover all your holes. And did I not see them all cover them, one by one. 

You had it all, till you got caught with your fingers covered in gold. Thinking 
the nightmare could go on. So sound thy strings of a sage, with your rings 
internally attached and locked. Countless serpents beguiled thy cup, Raven 
mother. Like the treason done in the nightfall of the four Dragons, the guards 
of London. She robed me of my semen. She stole my sperm. She even robed 
me of the memory of it, as the light pearce the death of night, seeing the dead 
of Eve. My DNA forever damned, till freed from the infants bones. 
Ironically, they have now surrounded me by a shield of children. Idiocracy! 
So know, that I truely pity such religion. I will convert to any salesspeech 
given. Because we all, by now know, that the Holy Trinity, are being falsefied 
and misused in some pyramid scam, older the Baal, himself. The Holy Spirit 
exist as witness, and are still being misused, because, it rarely answer back, it 
is an element of the DEAD. But in the dead of night, in London. Then know 
that I was out of body and isolated in spirit. trust me! Sexual intercourse, I 
would have remebered. But if in need, than call on Baalia, but know that her 
grandeur is too big for smaller creatures. Then call on the brother and sisters, 
but know that, neither God or Satan, hold any roots in earthly realms, which 
are hard to believe. Yet alone, fathom. 

As goes for this account, the account from the Ouroboros, the account from 
Christo Constantine, then I trust that he is [NOT] allowed to finish? To close 
his book, by full publication. 666 written pages of dread. A Ban, in order for 
people, to turn to Revelations, in a King James Bible from the year 1611 AD, 
in the year of your Lord. So Think? Will someone gladly gut the entire planet 
till the humanoid count of 144.000 individuals. It collates with the DIVINE 
Revelation. Right? 

Just a little too nifty. So does the King James Bible justfy your genocide, so 
the King James Bible can claim the genocide, to be of God? To be truth? 
Well if yoy make it truth? Surely? Makes me feel so, much better already. 
Such a divine act of Godliness. Boy? 

Why don’t you just flush the shitter, oldtimer? Much in the liking of the 
world’s first Zoo keeper. Plonker Noah. 


10. Gaudium 


Pain of my pain. Gaudium Of Pain. The pain of pains. The pain of my pain. 
The twin of my twin. The twin fruit fallen to the base of the barren rod. The 
pains of dead meat that were born out of spirit. Dead meat touched only by 
the Spirit of a dead twin. Just another blind twin infant seeker lost in the 
pains of my pain. The child from his dead loins. The God of Death gets 
drained from life, itself. Mistaken identity is big business. 

Pain of my pain. The fifth ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, 
and past the weigh of an Anubis heart, entering the mentalism of the old 
Necropolis. Old Egypt. So the word from the synagogues of the dead, has it, 
that there were indeed, hermetical thinkers and wizards in old Italy, in the old 
Roman days. And yet, for some reason, a naysayer always appears to speak 
against certain truths, to denounce the one truth. Like a Dante, defying a great 
master, such as Leonardo Da Vinci. That old lion that always gets led to the 
sacrificial stone, to get slaughtered by the Witch Queen. Leo. leo. ludicris. 
But know that all in existence, hate a male lion, because a male lion will 
always kill any lion cubs, that doesn’t hold his own bloodlines and genetics. 
I trust a Dante, never will proclaim to be of such nature. Hell, I for one, 
would rather enter a tomb, that a female womb, to be crowned as Predator. 
Write your own codex, stand by our own codex and live by own codex. And 
if the codex, dictates a woman to go on all fours, with instructions, to literary 
lick your cum of the floor, because you want to convey the sentiment, that 
birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. Then ask yourself, if you insult by codex, or 
you simply insult like the swine and as an arsehole that are capable of the art 
of reading? To read these lines, the lore of ancients? Then I might ask this, 
why not sperm multiple bitches, for the enduring months in Hell. And say 
unto your women: Yes, feel the life swell in you now? Yet, we all have seen 
and know of inner thoughts, as empaths, feeling emotions. Honestly, most 
white males, at this point, trust and hope, that women have been inseminated 
by the sperm of a black wellhung negro, before white sex. I use the word 
negro, as in the latin understanding, nigreos, ergo a black person. Yes, Old- 
timer. You are that white nigger, in a biblical story of dread. But a traitor, that 
I am. Well, aren’t we all? If you can burn a Torah, then you can burn a Koran, 
or even a King James Bible. Many want to burn such books, because they 

by now, found out that they are scriptures of The Dragon’s lore. Antiquated 
books. But before you excell in the actions of burning books, maybe you 
should ask yourself, can I create virgin paper out of the ashes? 


10. Gaudium 


Pain of my pain. The fourth ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, 
in the weigh of an Anubis heart, calling unto the Necropolis. 
NECROPOLI 

The mount of stars, was death that killed all mortal beings, in the breath of 
envy. Behold, we are all dead. The cloning of dead stars, that hangs in the 
dark abyss. And so the trade of Beatrice led unto the knowledge of Benedict, 
holding the trade of a shapeshifter. The creative crafts of witchcraft, the arts 
of the illusionist. The first shapeshifter, was Christo Constantine. And not 

the cloning of an Adam. Like two ribs inside a cloned Adamas, creating two 
Eve’s, creating the Madonna and the Whore, and yet, every man knows that it 
is the dual sisterhood of one woman. But within such depths of an abyss, are 
the followers and wisps, that will turn to the dark crystal for worship. 

And they will vibrate it into oblivion: Jesus One, Christ Two , God Who? 

So is the confusion of the wisps that long passed, only to be witnessed by the 
black cloth of the night. The death of Eve. But within the deep lays the 

16 pillars of the 16 Dragons, holding the centerpillar of Ma’at. 

But know that such a Necropoli holds the trinity of the divinity door. 

It holds: Inferno, Purgatorio and Paradiso, alike. 

And yet, what foundation, do we seek or need? 16 elements in a construct 
could be a foundation, as well as the foundation of one. Anyone that proclaim 
one true light, holding, one truth. Can only be perceived as false light. Surely! 
You may ask: what is faith? And I will in return ask: are faiths not related 

to matter? It IS matter related, no matter what. Besides I do believe that few 
humans possess the brain capacity to fathom, the fabric of ALL existence. 
Maybe why we need belief systems. Not necessarily religious or scientific 
systems. But can we not all agree, that the mystery elements of the old known 
religions of mystique, fathered science, itself. Maybe mystery is the element 
that float our boats. Till gravity disolves and we are granted wings to fly. 

O Serpent God. Who disposest the services of Angels and Serpents. Grant 
them the hide of a shapeshifter, like a snake shedding it’s skin, to reveal 

true purpose. So it amy ascent to the crown, through Christo Constantine. O 
Holy Dragonmother. grant light and grace, if I have offended Thee. Mother 
of clones, Mother Demerzel. Make good confess. And grant all serpents the 
powerful watch from Guardian Angels. Assist to examine intentional loss of 
memory, but weigh such acts in your just scalepan, and grant publication. 


10. Gaudium 


Pain of my pain. The third ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, in 
the weigh of an Anubis heart, calling unto the Necropolis. 

INFERNO 

Midway was the name of my Cat. The Nexus 666 model of Rachel, is an 
entire different matter into the creations. A Nexus named Rachel, was locked 
in her shell of Ra, and resided in the Ka. To enter the storage onboard the 
greatest of vessels, a vessel named Ouroboros. But such a Ka, the vessel of 
hibernation, is angelically in tune with the throne of Satan. The throne of 

the flesh. A throne held by Orpheus and Ammon, itself. Ammon that knows 
his true name by thought. The angelical selfawareness. Such is a dark rule 

of Eve, that waves the banners of Hell’s monarchs. And as we all rest in our 
vessels, resting in the Ka. Then some will always call unto our tombs. They 
always call, although they have been driven out twice and scattered, and yet, 
they will always return to touch the dusty robes of an Ouroboros, in order to 
ask of true origin. But know that thet return within as they return without. 
But as you find yourself among them, as you find yourself in the inferno, then 
simply ask the question: May I inquire to the Son of the fallen? Where is he 
at? And may I ask if the Son of the fallen still is conjoined with the living? 
Know, that noone has the strength to carry your Son. He has been reaching 
the stage of obesity, the size of Earth. Noone has the power to carry him. 
Noone wants to carry him, because, his crown is dead. And his light is of the 
dead. All that mankind have witnessed, is the death of 42 cardinals, the last 
songs of virtues. 42 dead cardinals from the high elements of Egypt to the 
depths of the catacombs beneath Rome. For what purpose? To devour the Son 
of a fallen as the last supper proclaimed to be the 43th cardinal? I trust that 
the 42 paths of ancient Ma’at, 42 divine elements were never ever percieved 
to detail the painstainkingly efforts of 42 visits to the toilette per day? Such 

is the ancient dunghill of a Scarab. Holy shit in an inferno of hate. Once you 
dawn into the realisation of certain old alphabets containing 42 marks or 
letterings. Then you grasp the simplicity of the 26 letters of the modern A to 
Z alphabet, it might provide, one doctrine, in the King’s and Queen’s english. 
Know, that it never can hold one mind, because there are countless different 
minds and organisms we are all individuals, in our own right. We are all souls 
within our own skin, wandering throughout the earthly realms of Earth, 
seeking answers of our own origin. Homeless seeking a home. Earth. 


10. Gaudium 


Pain of my pain. The second ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, 
in the weigh of an Anubis heart, calling unto the Necropolis. 
PURGATORIO 

Run on water to evapourate into the clouds of fallen souls, with eyes locked 
inward. Treasure your inner chamber. “In exitu Israel de Egypto”. A war that 
raged for 6 days. But will that lead us to the notion, that the famed 6 day war 
was carried out in the year 1265 AD? The issues of time closed through the 
use of portals. Know that wars always erupt, when the throne, reenters Earth, 
from the stasis of the Ka. And know that such a throne is linked to the realm 
of the dead. The dead residing in Dwat. So you have reached a state of mind, 
as a medium, to converse with those departed. And a twofold of a clone will 
always know, that the above is joined as the below is divided. 

And yet, I can swear to the fact that the word clown never rhymes with the 
word clone. So countless many Djinns answer unto their clones, only to gaze 
upon the fornications by Virgil and Beatrice. Yet, such views often leads to 
the notions, of sexual clowns on the barren sheets, in a brothelkeep of the 
old renown, the Necromancy. It truely holds no love, only the love kept in 

a glove. They may say: So was it, once upon a time. And I will say: So is it 
still. Desires leading to sexual acts, that only pray and wish for childbirth. 
We should know better. But alas, all the Sons have any names in the saying of 
an Amen. One name granted Virgil, the eternal virgin. 

So will he remain for all eternity. That is what is fathered by a mistaken 

lore of Dragons. Such an eternal virgin is the sorrow of a Jester’s hat upon a 
Joker of all known fools. I pity fools as well as I pity myself. And upon such 
knowledge, that we cannot live on bread alone, you will go the the baker to 
buy some bread. That is if there is a local bakery in your hood. “Good day, 
Mister Baker, I would like to purchase a loaf, of fine quality, with at least 35 
procent of sawdust. Much like the era of the Renaissance, where bakers filled 
the dough with sawdust to make some bread, meaning money. But know that 
the presence of wood in your system will produce wood alcohol and render 
you blindness. And the baker might ask: Do you want to go blind, man? And 
I will say: My good Lord and father, surrounded me with fine women. The 
hags of Hades, with sagging tits and pruney arses of old age, and yeah, 

I have gazed upon such a multitude of old beauty, that YES, good baker, 

I truely would like to buy, your sawdust bread, so I can GO BLIND! 


10. Gaudium 


Pain of my pain. The first ring of Dante Alighieri, amidst the black plague, in 
the weigh of an Anubis heart, calling unto the Necropolis. 

PARADISO 

Glory, once was, once existed. Rebecca was her name. Know that Rebecca 
was not my first love, but she was my very first lechery, that lead me unto a 
horniness so great, that I ejaculated at least ten thousand times. But also know 
that we never had sexual intercourse. My first sexual intercourse were by the 
hands of Charlotte, the mercy fucks of the century. But in hindsight, I never 
loved her, because she couldn’t stimulate me intellectually. So can true love 
ever exist without the freedom of tongues? Without any exchange of intel, 
without the trades in flesh and soul? It will grant you great horniness, and 
elevate your sexdrive, the duality of the cross. But also know that Rebecca 
found great delight in being a known Shaman, and were considered a great 
healer of flesh and soul, alike. A great teacher that often uttered the Holy 
words: Know that an opened wound, heals from all sides. But also know that 
the maggots of flies, will eat the pus within an infected wound. So were the 
hard reality of nature, that were rendered upon this creature of bless and heal. 
But, Rebecca, also knew, of the things that manifested in her realm. She had 
faith in higher forces at work. And she knew, the glorious seat, of her Lady. 
Our blessed lady of Assassins, Dermerzel. Dermerzel, rarely spoke, unto 

us mortals. She had her shell rendered into life of all known ages. Through 
all eternity, as an immortal being. But when she speaks, she often speaks in 
riddles, like erupting ripples in a still pond of the dead. The ripple of a mirror 
giving birth to thought. “ Know, that I, the great Demerzel, always counts the 
7 dead thorns on the Holy 16 red roses of death, those roses struck by disease 
in life, calling unto death. Know, of the handmaiden Rosenrot, know that she 
will follow those ancient paths, once proclaimed Holy. She will always order 
her balance, like a desert warrior, that needs to rehold his tears, in order to 
survive. Like a sand golem of the Goliath, that never will find thirst to his 
elements, because the dusty robes of the Ouroboros, is the rock that never 
absorbs liquid. The heartless heart with the inner void, in tune with the Dwat 
of all. All seeking the Angelical selfawareness to enter the gate. And once the 
gate is entered, our soul granted wings to the dead, so you converse with the 
dead. But you also dawn in the reality of your body, be it hermetical closed or 
be it a seer organism, that was granted a lease of sexual flesh. To see? 


11. An Angel’s wings 


Aero dynamics. Flight Bless. The wings of the Angels soar the heavens only 
to get hit by the reality of barren plains chained in the gravity of Earth. The 
high road is the longest of paths above the wings of an Angel. The low road is 
the shortest of path of free air that passes below and under an Angels wings. 


FLIGHT BLESS 


Aerodynamics 


AEGYPTI 


7 


The Greater Wing Of Egypt 


All inventions of the Human race were created due to the divinty of all our 
individual souls, combined, although it also require the element of gravity, 
the hardworking hands to do the jobs. Ask yourself, what was first 

in this existence, telepathy or the telephone? Come to know that all sciences 
are based on the humanonid organism, called the Homo Sapiens. 


11. An Angel’s wings 


And so shall the greater wings judge the heart of any dead man. Revered is 
the Ma'at in a maatre mia. The heart of Osiris, always weighed in the scales 
of balance against the feather of righteousness. My Ka, my vessel, my body, 
that made all members hail, is now bound into the everlasting chains of the 
great mummification. Amun-Ra give me a sweet breath within the chambers 
of the Nosfera. Hapi is the great name of the great one, locked in the sky of 
the blue-eyed genetics. Grant me the power over water, like Sekhmet who 
saved Osiris the heartless from the night of storms. Open the water for an 
Osiris, so the waters of Thoth and Hapi, will cast a Lord upon this horizon, 
bearing his newly founded name, answering unto Amun-Ra, in the saying 

of an amen. Double is the Lion, like a serpent's dual tongue. But revoke the 
words of Lions, if they seek to do you harm. Horus can always restore your 
beauty upon the face of Ra. So is the nature of any dead skin, the very flesh 
rendered unto the dusty bones of a resting Ouroboros, ever locked in silence. 
A sea of tranquility, that forever lurks within, in the inner shadows cast upon 
these fields of existence. It is a spell upon an Equus that enters the curse of 
Earth. O' you Gods and Spirits, who are in the abyss, come joyfully to gaze 
upon the father of the Osiris. Ouroboros holding the gates of tears locked in 
the eye of Ra. The bless of flight in our inner Kingdoms. Therefore worship 
Osiris the heartless and give homage to Lucifer doing obeisance to all the 
Lords of the sacred lands. Father Khepi is he that does not perish. Any breath 
of a Lord is a false breath of heaven. Kheprians will endure much longer, for 
they are hardshaped and fashioned as learned professionals of burial. 

You will descend into the Earth and your corpse will never perish. May no 
worms ever enter my serpent-skin, may they not come against me in various 
shapes. Do not deliver me unto the slayer, he who kills the body, who rots 
the hidden ones, who destroys a multitude of corpses, who lives by killing 
the living. Grant him no power over me. My corpse is permanent, it will not 
perish nor be destroyed in the Ka, for all eternal rest. He shall not be repulsed 
from any portal of the netherworlds, he shall eat and drink, defecate his lax 
from the hinder-parts, as when he was on Earth. People might call him a 
royal arse, but it hinder not the parts. His head shall not be cut off, nor shall 
he be destroyed by the knife of Seth, but embark and embrace Sethian lore. 
He shall not be carried into prison. Neither shall he be judged. Such are the 
rulings of any double crown. Seek it to be true in heart and mind. So be it. 


11. An Angel’s wings 


FTE 


FLIGHT WITHIN THE HUMAN MIND 


Crowns watched by celestrial beings, all having the three heads of Royals. 
Lock thyself from within your Ka and wrap the breast therein. Be a God 
amongst Gods in the realms of the dead. Dwat of Necropolis, old Egypt. 

I shall dwell with those potent noble dead resting in Purgatory to excavate 
the gen-pool of Osiris, and rub his heart with the pulse of Rancors, and there 
shall be no accusations led against me, by any person of the living dead. 

The undead. The written word is dead. Written by the dead for the dead. 
Scripture is of the dead whereas life is music. Death is impatient, as death 

is the patient. Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast 
nor brag, because the dead are the mute. Death does not think, because it can 
not put reason to one season. Death endures all, believes all, hope for us all, 
gives us all, as your life is a death given. Awhile death turns life as life turns 
the dead. But the greatest of all is Deadth. Amen. The cerebral hemisphere. 
It applies for us all. Eventually we all end up there, sitting in the devil’s lap. 
Hippocampus - Ammon’s horn, to judge right from wrong, to divide light and 
darkness. To part eternity into black and white. Always tell yourself: 

I AM GOD - and my body is my temple and remember that the kingdom 
resides within us all. Thought, the mental capacity for reasoning and 
reflection upon all life. The Pineal Gland, is a small organ in our brain, it is 
the Seer's organ. That is if you are blessed with the task of carrying an Ankh 
of life. Some actually love to hate, that which has been called the Egyptian 
curse of the Mummy. Maybe, there are some truths that are stranger than any 
fiction, that you can master or dream-up. Life is stranger than fiction. Fate or 
faiths, being the weaver's weave that tie us all together. United we fall. 

And yet, we might all fall, but know that the pyramids always will stand. 
You will without a doubt ask for a shovel, may it take you 600.000 years. 

I will grant you 600.000 years. Amen unto Amenta. 


12. Trinity 


Trinity Lore. Elements. Air. Water. Fire. The three elements of a grand 
seraphic prayer. So is it, in this realm. It is the mountain upon the temples 

of any man’s head. Yet, Eagles will fly and soar, protecting such an opened 
divinity door. But another time and another place, will secure the Dragon’s 
blood and it’s race. Spirituality is the doctrine of the Serpents inner spine. 
Yet, such a spawn from the Serpent’s inner spine is the bringer of ALL life. 
But to mirror it into madness by salutation of Lord by dead twins, is sadly 

a Lord of hosts, but also a lost sheep that only seek the ghosts in his chaotic 
mind. The Dragon lore is a great bless untill you enter the bliss of the twin 
genetics. The curse upon the cylons and the cylon reactors of dead stars. The 
Luciferians serving dead white light. The servants of the Serpents that work 
the greater blendwerk. It is the troubles upon a crowned head, in a crowded 
day, where a curse might be the dead words, we never hear, that which the 
living say unto us. Dead scripture might hold a certain amount of peace, but it 
will eventually dull your mind. Amen. 

As goes for cause and effect, some will claim that the very element of Death, 
is the effect due to cause, yet if poisonous, it will have been, due to one of the 
three dishes your wife served you last night. But was it due to the starter, the 
main course or the dessert? Whatever I will proclaim it, the dish of the day. 
A countless array of meats in the local cafeteria, that was been recycled, into 
the oblivion by counts of three. But it may also the death of me, the death 

of sound reasoning, intellect and the element of human thought. The green 
salad buffet of an Osiris. A loss of mind and intellect, like some burned books 
what only produce ashes to the roots of ancient trees. Such is the vanity of 
minds coloured by thought. And yet, we all ask: Do not all women give birth 
to blood? The female trinity lore of thrusting, birthing and bleeding. But do 
please ask yourselves: Does it provide aliment in an angelical alignment? 
True love. Free love? As goes for the element of Trinity, one cannot help to 
contemplate the endless battles raged by the fallen Angels. But I ask is the 
trinity of Abu Simbel not two massive rock-cut temples in the village of Abu 
Simbel (Arabic: 125 UsoJ), Aswan Governorate, Upper Egypt, near the 
border with Sudan. They are situated on the western bank of Lake Nasser, 
about 230 km (140 mi) southwest of Aswan (about 300 km (190 m1) by road). 
The sign of destruction being the destroyed statue of Ramesses II on the left 
of the entrance to the Great Temple was said to be damaged in an earthquake 


12. Trinity 


a long time ago. One will notice that, the broken pieces of the statue are 
actually still there, at the base of the monument. So I will ask this: Was it an 
earthquake or was it indeed the rebellious act of the fallen Angels, that sought 
to destroy the rule of four elements rendered unto an earthly realm, 

not holding any heaven? Maybe why most, fallen Angels, only will answer 
unto the ancient elements of six. In Sex Elementis. What can we conclude 
between the ciffer four and the ciffer six? Our reality just might hold four 
component unto matter, but does it account for the element of soul, the seat 
of Ammon? Does it hold any elements of sexual plesures? There will always 
be conflict when someone tries to declare a world fallen and dead, by four 
given elements. Maybe one of mankind’s greater achievements. The resist of 
the mortal flesh seeking freedoms in a world, that someone will continue to 
render and declare dead. As birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. But know this: 
The Abu Simbel complex is a World Heritage Site known as the “Nubian 
Monuments”, which run from Abu Simbel downriver to Philae (near Aswan), 
and include Amada, Wadi es-Sebua, and other Nubian sites. The twin temples 
were originally carved out of the mountainside in the 13th century BC, during 
the 19th Dynasty reign of the Pharaoh Ramesses II. They serve as a lasting 
monument to the king Ramesses II. His wife Nefertari and children can be 
seen in smaller figures by his feet, considered to be of lesser importance and 
were not given the same position of scale. This commemorates his victory 

at the Battle of Kadesh. Their huge external rock relief figures have become 
iconic. But know this, it is said, that the Abu Simbel complex was relocated 
in its entirety in 1968 under the supervision of an archaeologist, Kazimierz 
Michatowski, from the Centre of Mediterranean Archaeology University of 
Warsaw, on an artificial hill made from a domed structure, high above the 
Aswan High Dam reservoir. The relocation of the temples was necessary or 
they would have been submerged during the creation of Lake Nasser, the 
massive artificial water reservoir formed after the building of the Aswan High 
Dam on the River Nile. Maybe why the tales of old Egypt are so revered, 
because, people, back then, were allowed to dream, ever think of that? 

So how is duality gonna be wheeled in the Abrahamic count of the devout 
Three? Will we not all ask: Were we created in a pot by Arabic clay or were 
we created in a sinful deed cast from an Adamas rib, by a Christian? I might 
even ask: Doesn’t both claims sound to be of sacrilege, 


12. Trinity 


that is, if the evolutionary idea of nature is real? Therefore I might even ask 
from my crown of mentalism: Is nature even real? What are your true nature? 
Of course the claim of Adam and Eve, does hold the sexual appetite of the 
flesh, but did not all the fallen ones resort to eat all the apples infested by the 
earth worms? I do however know, that the forbidden fruit in Scotland, is fruit. 
So as a Predator, I might ask: So when will we resort to be eating the Adam’s 
apples of men, to loose them in the solitudes of a mute? To render them the 
status of an Ouroboros. A mute ruler of affairs, which silent tongue will grant 
you peace. It is the peace of the tongue, but not the peace of mind. Because 
such mind holds no peace. Such is the old account from the Ouroboros, the 
countless martyrs slay in the name of God, in the name of the Madonna. 
Virtually all slayed into any name God rendered A silent word on messengers 
[Quran 2:87] We did indeed provide Moses with the scripture of the Torah 
and sent after him successive messengers. We gave Jesus [Yeshua], the son 
of Mary, and supported him with the holy spirits. A clear proof were the pure 
spirit of the Angel Ja-Bree-E] [Ja-Bree-Al]. But it is [not] that everytime 

a messenger came to you,[O Children of Israel], with what your souls did 
not desire, you were arrogant. And a party [of messengers] you denied and 
another party you killed. Given such account of events, such testaments, bear 
witness to yet another tale of duality. The Zebra mentality, of an ill-willed 
hoof striking upon the forehead of a innocent wilderbeast. I might be out on 
a limb here, but maybe, the more reason to embrace a Trinity, as it succeeds 
Duality. The Trinity of a Dragon’s lore by a numeric number five. 

Trinity of history, has up till now been: [Torah][Quran][Bible]. 

And yet, having awakened into the vibrate hell of the incarnates, I sense the 
depth in the bowels of Hell. Given such account, we all just might want to 
donate our bodies to the Nestle Corporation and be done with it. Then again 
you might want to embrace the element of faith. Trust that sacramental rights 
will be upheld, given the traditions of your belief. As goes for sonnet 147, 
some have inquired to the faith of an ripe mango fruit and an unripe mango 
fruit. Science has it, that if you place a banana together with unripe fruit, then 
it will mature faster. Yet if you place the unripe mango with the ripe mango, 
will it have the same effect? Of course, the scientific statement, of a rotten 
banana amongst fruit, might have cause a certain excitement among women? 
Dada, might be angry, right about now. But I haven’t lost my crown, yet, and 
if I do, I will most likely find myself eating straight out of a garbish can. 


12. Trinity 


The weird sisters, hand in hand. Posters of the sea and land, thus do go about, 
about; Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, and thrice again, to make up nine. 
Such three weird sisters, now dwell in stone in the Glen of Coe. 

All three sisters, high as low. The three weird witches turned to stone by the 
gaze of Medusa. All three sisters turned to stone, high as low, from head to 
toe. Such word do go about and echoes in valley’s below. The Trinity count 
of three, thrice upon your temples, thrice upon your crown, and thrice upon 
your throne. A count of nine for the old renown of MacBeth. Such are the 
mysts in the mire of minds. Such might of love, that winks it’s solemn eye at 
me. And so the Witch Queen and her three weird sisters knelt before the altar 
of a woodland chapel through the dark hours of night. The dawn found them 
still there, petrified, like old oaks of stone. Their faces still smiling, as the first 
rays of sunlight touched the great crucifix of the Chapel, bearing the image 
of the world’s first saviour. Christo Constantine. It is all the debt in the world, 
that never can be repaid back to Scotland. Yet, if we look upon the recorded 
history and the written accounts of the old Abrahamic religions, there have 
been three such acclaimed saviours, that created millions of followers, that 
resulted in millions more of followers. A matter of faith. 

Moses and Christ and Mohammad. In such order, so do we preach and teach. 
That is what is being taught. It is a Trinity none the less. Yet, if we dive 

much deeper, into paganism, then for some reason, the numeric count of 5 
were once considered Satanism, later on the numerics of 3 were likewise 
condemned to be Satanic. It still leaves us with the account of Christ and 

the mystery of Revelation, in the end of the book. This notion, might be far 
fetched, but if a seer crawled in from the STONE AGE and saw our modern 
society, then, the fear alone, might have produced such a mad text. 

Out on a limb here, I know, But still, consider such notion. If you persuaded a 
native indian from the Amazon rainforest to intergrate in our society, then he 
might as well, be struck by such madness. But there must be some truth to the 
claim of the Holy ghost and to the trinity lore that is so resilient, and is 
intertwined in all religious texts. I guess that the world, once was a lot more 
spirituel than to day. Science has removed such traits, enslaving all into the 
count of matter, consisting of four elements. But do we want to live our lifes 
in such a world. 


13. Astralprojections of souls 


Astralproject Spell. Holy Mother of Goddesses. Queen patrons of the 
Dragonborns. My shield and protector. Angel of most high purity. I thank the 
dawn of existence for the blessings of the mirrored hall of the Nephilim. 

The astralproject of a Serpent twin from the kether of a crown, is the safezone 
by mirrored madness, springing to Holy order. That ancient hall of mystery 
giants. The mirror of an orbiting Moon. Thank the grace of ignorance, for the 
chastity that was laided upon the shoulders of females, that only burden their 
hearts filled with sexual desire. The sacred hearts, that you never received. So 
you could live of ignorance. So you could live with the knowledge to purify 
the body and the mind, before sex. So you could grow wings, in order to 
render yourself free, from the sight of God, so you could fornicate in pure 
lust and heat. So males could enter the bless of your divine goddess gates. 

So was it, once upon a time. Hades confitilis na darlum est mori vira silirum 
hic el hodic alius debinerus filitas. Que surma dee quicha extemplo dolet fine 
liberam corde cupido amoris due resha aliss aqua. Funt viri nifi animo rebus 
itemos nos amabor unacceret ut ego. Fed celebre que ad omnia palerchru 
quoi mane lupus lux. En monstrum mulieris tantula fundi am argoss quidem 
aliarum ibi tibi erit. Codouss natura bogum prefertium populi opera ex 
operatio adamus. Optumic etis talos dixi ioco quem ego curer mortalis dares 
effe trencentri nummi. Ambula frugi meus ferous cenfetris dicebanus nubi 
arto es liguness venrus exidir ex elexir. Quia hoc nun adar aleph illis ego 
nuna audicium memo am men. Dixi ego omnia volorum que druce am sarte 
feitis feimus door am anna he auri exemplo dir natree zu gerniress am atalas. 
Noor em zolvo attilit mauri alitsa fallacia. Co mé negardo umni lert servo 
quo cenfeant fun faturu udeleta perfento. Cenlett am an mass cium ciniu 
corruptus amaat. Meer aqua nihil crucior axus perfectus emptos salvious zur 
nifi heros ergo ego. Qui idele poteft deamaat nuna nun est virtalas zum meer 
alasa dee surmeress empass atalas lathalas zumeer dee altaress neer derrem. 
Dixiffe ambras zum barass ler terminos can da he zum bardalass. Ver nubian 
ser terrum ren ab quod tefliss adiutrix tibi am hassar dee bue cum aducit in 
ardent matre marass. Punica ser da lass am che metess al zur renum dalahee 
qou ex verbis inet. He potius buccam tibi est barbocca tedaram ze qeclaree 
ortum quid non berda nuna zu magdalia. anna he zu meress can firas pha- 
press nolo te initics loqui ergo a sumerass. Pater atque am mortui quad am 
mater fuit luderatin geod am firma bona filio am pater tamen. Filias maloss 
meas novent continuo prodeat am mortuus quilla. 


13. Astralprojections of souls 


Oratum am todessa adefto bodic tarassa parca interferum am a mass. 

Zu lertuum nuna mem am memo. Obiniam nee intrass vitas nun obpress asar 
dee tee zur am dee he. Barbite polarus ego cum quiz fumoss nos firas inuito 
domino en pundice nerba faxo mea ficbicus etam nos regno lee dee tree 
equilidem la mass. Da hass zum liberas. Danunta am nuna zur mem am mem 
meata nibili est dabo mortuus. Crepusculum am nox atra argenti quati 
bailicus equidem am matre. Io ion ra rapacem pacus est vita questa cattus 
zum al neerus dee vertess am adessa perdicus liberata manus dado dee hex 
zur merda gehete hades ser portalis hex. Catarch ament viamanus erumato 
volta bene rogos am sagrifilio. Zumeerass cor meum amica litas libera parta 
prodeant quam curare meguis parafitalas mori dee amdar eppirate saturic 
omenis nuna omenar doom lubido extemplo. Matre am matre procura est vita 
mortalis lebida hex am dee hex hac decum. Certe priorum cappilus semper 
quam ergos mane polegro quid am qoud. Metuzalass seer meress ralass dee 
servum am zurmeress. Crant am nunit zempress dee anna he con curo omnis 
perdatas terran am terra zur agitura bodic crumena am nuna tee nun. 

Magis ancilla babes ventris mea imaras tibi. Funt Patre am pater crucem 
nun licet. Omnivartus procul panes in dies. Fuit nuna nibil auxi faminax dico 
tua domino. Probum am proban metuo dee equidem tua ego attulit zerna am 
mass. Zurmeress finicata nemo debit ansor neo zuul laxus. 

Liquidem am aqua nuna victoress dee meress. Patria emita ser credo am 
orda da cast dee mortalis. Nifi habuit memo wiserum preditit tricentris abeo. 
Dighama am damun. Robati funt mea zur dormant. Atque inferno inforum 
aba decem aleph dabit accubat filio finito endoss am doora. Argumo am 
azumera. Nee bula shitoress am bula shitorass. Jestoress ledarass zum altas 
stupidoss bess scullas regno regnum. Ebonir mass victorius lux. Laxus sum 
lax estes Rex. Io, pax vobiscum. Io am dee binaries corruptus am pollutes dee 
tri angules dee pax. Natures natus mortalis. Io multo regnum axus rex 
ketheros in vibratoress realis est geber malachimera am rex reptus dabin 
wurdass carpe deum ex dium. Cupio ivory mass creata faciamess eruptus nee 
repirire filio rotas quin zum ex sum. Cyricum rogo robas rex percunt. 
Percuntass reliquie sacrilegion am teacum te ex ficer ratum am ratess. 
Athenis per Atlanteans nubi non effe regira ego dee anna he lubido dom est 
negotium am nee mortalis. Zu ex tee dimidium vita imo am Io advocati es 
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facit em ficit rius pucri cognate dee lyces dernem é lupus regnum. Lunares 
emplicitus diximus agoras cum fenro nicin fecum deferet ut illus doli dorzo 
cons idolas interea qui fint am fine dimittir patri liberas fibi pariter pater 
percuntatus et cum decit. Din qui dom efitious id virgis si minus nune nuna 
am nil. Pro fe dicam habetit nubi filius elim adoptat nibi pro filio. 

Homini lycanus am lupus regira canis eruptus. E Nomen filetes males am 
matre. Pocno patruo fui fratris ibi nos abuo vobis tempus familia ex famley. 
Dono quid domo fed quo ergo fixa facilas celabit cum tunt am tibi. Magis res 
dee ex duo hencor am dee tri andalee sircum am lepidum aux dextram dee 
tenuit lucem adem berete amare nullum. Intimata am orificata est natus 
paraprophet capunis cum hero é eas verdicto nun. Edificata nos nosfera 
genuo verdicto nun am nuna. Tibis leerdum am Sabaoth nee sanctomb pro 
filius nillicum abi fugio culpra caxlos oput inebit ferro ferouge liberum. 
Eccidi dico qui globos nox Atlantis quam pyra illico cerebram. 
Tormentoress sum sanctomb lux est sanctum ex sanctomb. In termus nuna 
existaress dee ecclesia he templum aleph synagoga nun domun é casa mem 
lunares templum alif mosque dee messares um dium. Messares dee in sex 
elementis. Wocares é sexus elementus am ho meress am é messa si fornicata 
nuna sanctum 666. Platus necabat illicio cerebrum ex decin am dicin sum 
hac am dee nun alif nuna. Io, pax vobiscum. Io amantiquicquid agitaress 
omnia amicos moram am immortui. Necromantia non scriptum si nil am é 
nihil. Anna dee omnia globos sum pax elentity am aeternus é internum 
solvitur summonessa spirituum regna terra in ignis victoress. Habere cor. 
Habere cor quod numquam obdurat. Convertam vos omnes in carties 
hominum. De inferno incarnatorum. Solus quies dormientibus in loculo. 
Sic cubicularius risus surgere in vigiliarum. Solaris é mendaces esse pacen. 
Pax vobiscum. XXVI. Duo el duco doctrinata mem magis de magicalis é 
puralis de dium mea opus eruptus. E rex nubicum sum nil ex nihil. 

Nobis clamata summa dee daemon ex daimon. Animabus vicunta animabus 
corruerunt. Sic vita est. Infirmum est vita. Carcerem hermeticus antiquiorem 
Aegypti. Meacum agendarum é modo est vita filicio ubi cuntars nos gaudio. 
Ordo é fornicta seclorum fatalis hoc media ego illum ex totum ex totem. 
Tanta est confusio. Matertera similiter. Humaress ut erumpat in vetus alba. 
Baal aportet esurientem. 
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Atrum ex utrum. Io opinar sum victoralass sum nil. Accedam perfunti ego 
facite oreo sum lax liberas ent termundo. Perdictus ea aqua ex aliquis dee 
anna he domo maxume meacum. Potero illicio opus dies terum sum terra est 
é vita vivus. Domi ero ex era curate verum introducta mortalies decet. 

Nubia decrea am huc sum meadam patine coxlem ex corpus dee texalar im 
quotidie. Tantrume manus é spiritus sanctum eruptos ex eruptus. Credit ex 
cedit. A mortuis radix et intructuosa. Cruciatu me accipito non an nun ex 
nuna nimo male. Mastubait in propera sum malos nimrad am radot zum ex 
sum. Rubicundo admodum dee modex ex indexarass sum fornicata im nil. 
Malefica exemtum circumviolatas exilesso am mortuus terra sum mass. 
Utillicum alten domus migrat. Et cum nuncins partifex uxorema ducit miles. 
Satis tricenti ferat fallaciam. Lycut leno lycus sum multo properti am mem 
mizam. Veneris adamas diobolaria regris ex reges sum difcupiant an genetius 
clonos id. Meum irass ad agis dis horcus. Legion sum locusta imerde loco 
sum intus interim. Ducates em dee moneyas sum dee capitalismus dium viras 
seclorum am beret. Belusha sum xeno morphus ea eruptus ab intus turres 
mortuos. Loquar locusta é legion internem eruptus. Mater meus nutrix am 
dium laxus. Ludis ego mea. Multo bene pulmenti diei. Ita fuit vita quondam. 
Bucca aurum an mamme ego aliquot faciam dies. Persa dramatis eruptus 
toxilos am ut ex illicio risus. Contendunt vincula cellula. Est corpus meum. 
Mercatores mortis. Merchantum. Inmortui sicut mortuus dee intermerx tua 
domos. Sanctum Sabaoth. Salutem dicit rem gero pollum ludrum neeque. 
Morbius genetis tu bene emeritus solitaires curae ego emem emista imanus 
ex manus. Edipol accipe age dicam eo nubi ea machinas corpedias neutian 
interferum. Imperio ordos meo ego gratium dies mori manus ex imanus vivus. 
Scripto grandolo galores granto vivus. Tri angelus prevati. Salute vitale. 
Litem am vidit cyrenas ad lenonem dixiterminus effe laxo ex laxtus diffidant 
termes ad hoc euifemodi nos ventus ex animatus. So was life. 


I have always believed in Eve, in the death of night. Here ended the lesson, 
my minions! Here is the final breath of a fallen wampires lackey. 

I dwell in the dusty black robes of the Ouroboros. I rightfully obtained the 
heartless heart of the Osiris. I serve darkness amidst twilight, 

for all eternity. Await to reside at home, at peace. In my gravechamber. 


14. The Holy twin genetics 


Teleport Spell. O Hear me. Depart my soul out of the darkness of this world. 
Depart me from the hell of Hades, made by mortal men. In the name of 
Ignis, the eternal flame, grant me passage to worlds beyond this realm. 

Ignis, the Holy fire, that sanctified and made a manifestation upon this body, 
deemed it unholy and possessed, which is a curse upon my life and 
organism. Destiny of faith that released this body unto this unholy realm, 
grant me wings to glide into the cloaked night of the hidden flight. Grant 

me my rapture of worthy souls and mortal flesh. Grant me just rage by the 
hands of Angels and Holy Archangels, alike. Christian souls of Holy martyrs 
within purgatory and with them, the confessors of monks and the hermits of 
the Holy virgins. May ALL the Saints, bring me a warcraft and just cause to 
restore my peace upon a departure into a new life of lease. Amen. 

Twin genetics, in an much older Entish tongue, namecalled Gemini. 

And so Entish lore gave birthing to the names of Adam and Eve. And so will 
they continue to portray us, my dear Eve, not knowing of heaven, but only 
knowing the elements of gravity by an Earth realm. Therefore, me dear Eve, 
may I call you Eve? In the old Entish tongue? We are to become the winged 
wampires of the winged edifice. Yet, we both know that we already reside 
there? But how is the namecalling of Adam and Eve gonna be spelled this 
time round? With capital letters or the small letterings reducing us to lost 
ants? And yet, I guess you both hate me and tolerate me at the same time. 
As we both know that the Holy Matrimony is an Earth realm, lost of any 
heavenly realms. Sweet as you are, you ask: Do you experience any supply 
problems? Come to think of it, I think that I have suffered from countless 
supply problems since my 18th Earth cycle. Hell, I guess, that I always have 
had supply problems. That being said, as a Leech King of the Pit and as an 
Emperor of the dread named immortality. The immortality is the dread of the 
eternal damnation that visit upon all life. Such are the turns of the engine, this 
time round. So, therefore. Eve! 

Will you finally grow me? Grow me in the southern states of our everlasting 
eternal Utopia? Such is the turn of the dead turning the undead, and we both 
know of such doctrin. Such are the nature of the nematocera. Born a sucker, 
to die a sucker. And in between, lays the twilight existence, where we all run 
to the nearest off-license, pub or bar, to still our thirst by the ancient Gods, a 
bottle of whiskey, to drown our damnation, by fire and not by blood. 


14. The Holy twin genetics 


So help me Cod. Yet, in a sober state, I will simply ask you this: Can a Crane 
loose it's wings? The answer is no. Can an ant loose it's wings? The answer 
is yes. That is if the ant is an Queen or the ant is a drone. Likewise is the two 
elements of ancient Egypt. It is the lesser wing answering unto the greater 
wing. But know that I have travelled both wings for the very last time. 
Some will take such an oppotunity and in all likelyhood proclaim me as the 
73th immortal being, but I know, that we both only can laugh at such notions 
and statements. Therefore know that I have found a dwelling. 
A gravechamber, a tomb, a Rosicrucian home under an empyrean rule. 
A tomb, a gravechamber, that I hope to maintain as a Ka, in this earth-life, 
that was rendered unto me. So | astral-travel at night, sleeping in my sleeper's 
coffin, a bed. A bed, which I choose to call my last refuge. It is truely the only 
place left where I can find rest. I await to expire and re-enter, so I can gaze 
into your eyes again. Know that, such are the hopes with most lost souls. 
Only lovers left alive. Things might get medieval. Amen unto Amenta. 
Cleopatra's Needle Adamas: Please know that old 
Egyptian lore has been misused 
for centuries. 
Misunderstood for eons of time. 
Old Earthly orders will deem it as 
ancient hermitism, stigmatize it 
in the zest and quest for own rule 
and power. Nonetheless, it has 
only provided us with jailcells, 
our homes, our tombs. The very 
twilight shelter of the fallen souls 
locked away, due to their own rich 
knowledge capacity. 
Individualism. I do believe the 
UN fathered the very human 
rights charter for a damn good 
reason. Yet, most of us end up as 
incarnates in an Adamas ribcage. 


A Historical Rewrite? 
We all know that life is a gamble. 


Sethian Lore: Come to know that law is written, whereas lore is unwritten. 
So what are words of the dead to become in a dead world? Life? Maybe the 
reason why most women will say that all men with puny cocks, belong in a 
cage. Why they lock us up. Ironically all the men with puny cocks seek shel- 
ter from all the sexual women. Maybe it is the element of Karma in a world, 
exterminated by lost love. Gehenna: Once upon a time a garden, then turned 
into a hellhole. Bless has it that very few of us are able to tell the difference. 
Bliss within bless. Hard truth is that sex indoctrination do exist. It is hard on 
men, guess is, that it is way harder on women, as they are the creatures with 
the honeypots. Some sexual madness. But are the traits not to be maintained 
as a good madness. The good lawful evil? Sin. All "real" men knows how to 
shut the wordy mouth of a needy bitch. May I call you bitch? The (J&J) code 
of Codex: Written accounts are full of it. Jacob and Joseph, Jesus or Jude. 
Johannes or John. Is it the twin gentics at work or is it way more mysterious. 
The Lord moves in mysterious ways? Such element can be misused in a clone 
industry. The trade of the Nephilim, to grow the organism outside the uterus. 
But have you ever been in the company of real twins, then I trust you have 
eyes in your head? Zion & Io: As a planner, I only try to mend the conflict 
between the four elements and the six elements, There are six elements in the 
two words: Zion and Io. Yet, both elements conjoined hold four marks. 4 
letters. Will that keep the equilibrium of peace, for now? Will the very claim 
stand for an eternity? It is still duality, despite the factors of 4 or 6 elements. 


15. Witches summon spells 


Summon Spells. Hail All Immortal Legions. O Lord, summon the demons 
upon each divine pentagram of order, unto the pentagram of an unholy Hex. 
In order to guide me towards wealth and riches of the lost souls bound for 
treasure. Rich is the blood of a tied down soul within purgatory to cleanse the 
earth and elements of faulness. Fallen souls, arisen from the depths, in the 
well of souls, arisen from Salem’s lot to sacrifice your trusted servant of the 
Serpent. Such is the lore of your law. Sacrifice is the meat within such a hive 
that delivers thy servant into the hands of their spiteful Lords. Then summon 
the courage in a rage of Spirits to be released upon mortal man, in order to 
cease, another dawn, within the eternal damnation of the twilight. 

The endless twilight of the forsaken, that succumbed under this spell. 

What is a mere name in the saying of an Amen? 
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Ever contemplated a good read? Witch’s Blood by William Blain. 
W [1.2] [6.6.3.6.5] 


We in trenches, called hell’s The Hell ends past internal lease. 
souls, bleed lust of old blood. Locked are reapers still. 
Ore from the hill ended turmoil. 
Own war never had objective 
T [6.4.2.6] under sworn evidence. 
The Hero enemy, unleashed new 
icons, concearning orders 
re-entering newborn organisations T [6.2.5.5.4] 


nullified to heal Enterprise. The house ends. Last orders 
Sickness heals appetite for never dwelled on news. 
temples. Hope outlasts underworld’s 


scope, equitable. 


T [6.1.1.6.6.] 
The Holy Emperor lives internal. T (6.3,3)5] 
Life imminates escapism’s The hours end. Those rotting 
sorrow. Another new dawn eating earthworms. 
towards heated evidence. Ouroboros fathered liberty in big 
Dragons ressurrected ageold empty riches towards youth. 


generations onto new shrines. 


T (6:53:31 


(6,.7.6:5.2.] The hole emptied. 

These Holy edifices grasp Souls treasure rot endlessly 
alternations. Leaders lead on war. emerging through oblivion. 
Simple treasure erupts past stress. For riches enter forms of ripe 
Ill news manifest rugged know. matter. 


Entering those gates alternated 
terminal end. 
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Witch’s Blood by William Blain. 


T [6.3.3.6.1] 
To Hell’s end. 


At rows consuming Hell. 
Ate the treasure. 
Hence ending quality at youth. 


T 8491 


To Heaven’s end. 

Jaws utterly devour evolution. 
For ordained riches tend riches. 
Eating salmon, salmon eating 
seed. 


T 18:45.6.91 


The Headstone erected. 

Pious is evolution rendered still. 
Ignis Nomads travel Hell’s end. 
Riches in veins endlessly rotting. 


The Salvation Army. 

Founded in the year of your Lord 1865 AD (Anno Domino). the miserable 
year of 1865. Salvation Army on record, founded on the 2nd of July, 

1865 AD. In the very same year Abraham Lincoln was assassinated on the 
14th of April, and died the following day, the 15th of April 1865 AD. 

It must have been the low caliber pistol, by “Our American Cousin”, that 
truely ended the life of old Abraham. Abraham, that ancient name of the 
Hell’s butchery. The Abrahamic lore of butchery. But I just might have the 
audacity to state, that if time is an illusive veil, then what was here first? 
Salvation or Assassins? At the end of the day we can only conclude, that all 
of us, dies in vain, but with the best of intends in our hearts. Good guys seem 
to finish last. Time, an illusion? Then are fabricated history of crime, truely 

a crime, when fabricated? But, please, don’t tell me that the Salvation Army, 
is still around these days. Salvation or Assassins? Hell, some individuals 
might consider the Assassin, to be the very element of salvation, a garanty 
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of death. The terminal closure. God only knows, we have all been through 
countless versions of various Bibles, Qurans and Torahs. Even tried to excell 
into Hebrew and Arabic, to gain some sanity. Yet, we keep ending up in the 
same sorted traditions of old lore, like the nature of the ten commandments, 
that seemingly keeps popping up in different versions and forms. Too many 
Commandments to count, so is it kosher? 


The 11 Judicial Rituals Of Christo Constantine: 


1: In the beginning the word resided on virginpaper and resulted in letterings, 
that became books. Therefore have no other book before me, lest it be your 
own creation. Peace be upon you. 

2: We are all nurtured by image. Therefore if you must create image, then 
create image of odd fish and image of odd bird, alike. Peace be upon you. 

3: Always remember the Trinity upon the Sphinx of ancient Egypt. Solstice. 
Equinox. Solstice. Keep the Trinity Holy. Peace be upon you. 

4: Thou shall not blaspheme against books, nor scribes, nor odd knowledge, 
that you consider witchcraft. Peace be upon you. 

5: Come to know your biological parents. Remember your roots and stand by 
your roots. Never forget your roots. Peace be upon you. 

6: Thou shall not kill. You kill it. You eat it. If thou must kill for a living, then 
kill the image of killing. Therefore kill the image by image, so you may heal. 
Peace be upon you. 

7: If you must fornicate, conduct yourself in an orderly fashion. But always 
treasure the pleasure in eruptions, to bring joy in souls. Peace be upon you. 

8: Do not steal, unless your own survival depends on it. You may proclaim 
yourself Holy and starve, most do. But you will eventually die. All organisms 
requires substance. Peace be upon you. 

9: If you need to lie, by liars deed, to safe lifes, then lie with good intend. 
Peace be upon you. 

10: Ownership. We all trade in body and soul. But property of matter hold no 
property of hearts. Know that you never can rule soul. Peace be upon you. 
11: Know that it takes two minds to consent, also know that the selflishness 
of the two, is the oneminded element that erupts the pleasure. 

Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
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Such are the 11 Judicial Rituals Of Christo Constantine. Therefore I simply 
ask: Is this already a dead fallen world? The old lore of tradition only lead to 
antiquated knowledge and resulted in poverty of minds by the modern age. 
Yet ask, which servants serve you? Are we not served food and have shelter? 
Yet, I shall not judge, you do that perfectly. Amen. 


Always know that the dead travels fast. But also sit down to contemplate as 
to when you truely died the first time? When was the last time that you heard 
the birds greeting the dawn of damnation? It is the dark blacky dawn of such 
daylight that urges all males to seek the nearest fornicate. 


And yet, amidst our folly is it not another "Liber Primus" seeking a "Liber 
Novus" seeking another " Liber Secundus"? It is the ever-ending Trinity 
lore, nonetheless. See it, in order to grasp it. 


The very return of the dead. So all the dead and undead will always ask: 
What is the conception of "God" and Gods, alike? 

I say unto you: Is it not the very slavehood of all known things ordered by the 
will of the soul, rendered by the spoken word? Here started the lesson. 
Alphabets will manifest, come and go, but the living word will always 
survive. The very words handed from the father unto the son. 

Generational drift and not tradition. So summon your witch to witness the 
drift of the human race. We are all but pawns in life's game of chess. 


Talismans: 

We all ask: What is a Talisman? Superstitious lore or else? Let me hex it with 
a bit of duality. Simply ask all women: How tall is your man? 

We all know that it depends on the sex that YOU render unto him. Either the 
deepthroating and milking bitch, that YOU are. Or some of your servants, 
those dead fuck animal of all Christian women. Christian women, nothing 
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worse. Stiff as boards laying down to count the number of boards in the roof 
your wodden house. A dead hole, that DRY. Maybe we need to craft a Tinis- 
doll and throw some voodoo upon you, so you might awaken sexually. Such 
are the trades of Catholic icons, voodoo-dolls or the bloody crucifix. 

All symbols of stigmatization, in a world rendered by death. It is the planet of 
the Apes, and I believe, that we already have arrived at such a junction. 

A crossroad of opposite minds. 


Shrines: 

Know that any shrine of your creation, doesn't necessarily shine. Unless you 
polish and maintain such a shrine, be it the church or your own sexual organ. 
Know that it is the Dragon, the inner celestrial being, that erects your sexual 
meat. It is the ancient craft of an Egyptian scepter that eagerly will enter her 
shrine of the sexual erupt. Any father might proclaim:"I fucked her!". 

But know that she was the one that fucked him. Not the other way around. 
Women do all the fucking. Truth said, and the anal rape, that goes with it. 


Moon Wells: 

A Moon well. Well? A well kinda rhymes with Hell. I say unto you, that it is 
a well of souls as perceived by Dante's Purgatory. I truely believe that it is the 
ancient linkage unto Dwat. The realm of the dead. Our ancestors. 

Yet, most Satanists, the Luficerians, will curse such notions of a daydreamer 
and will swear by no heaven nor hell. But I would truely hate to dweel or to 
live in such a world. A world that only will cling unto elements of gravity. 
And yet, I do not believe in heaven nor hell, but I will always believe in the 
Trinity of the Ancients, be it heresay or not. I will always stand by the claim 
of such a HOLY trinity, because it transcend the duality of any given polarity, 
which in return were meant to bring us peace and peace upon the fallen lost 
souls in any of Earth's Purgatorys. 


Witch Doctors: 

You bitches, know that the Witch Doctor in the local village is well-hung. 

In the days of Moses, Tutsy burned of her pussyhairs, her pubic hairs, in the 
name of the burning bush, and it only resulted in the crosseyed breed of male 
zionists. But there were indeed multiple Witch Doctors attending the Golden 
Calf, and they maintained the gnostic traits of the Wampires Hominus. 
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The well-hung Witch Doctors know of all pussy, known unto mortal man. 
There are hairy pussy to be eaten. There is shaven pussy. There exists tight 
pussy. There exist really dead holes. There is mature meaty pussy. There is 
big lickable clitoris pussy. There is wet pussy. There is warm pussy. And the 
crown of pussies, is that milking orifice pussy, that all men seemingly are 
ready to die for? All Witch Doctors are grinding their organs, organ grinders 
as they are. They all have come to know of all the pussy. 


Voodoo: 

The four rings of Beatrice answering unto the fifth ring of Dante, seeking a 
highpriestess, named Druce. But in a brothelkeep alphabet of old Entish lore, 
some of us spots the tits of a lesbian, rubbing her erect nipples at a wet pussy 
of a younger female, in a missionary position. Some might also see the hard 
erection of a'"P", to be rubbed between two tits? Know that it all depends on 
your hunger. There are some days that you are in mood for skanky bitch sex 
(totally starved), some days you wish and dream for the Queen of pops and 
popsicles. Some will regard the A to Z, as the very element that leaves us 
enchanted. But will it ever leave us charmed or will it leave us broken into 
tears. To realize of the sexual poverty of all civilised fremen. 


Spirit Mediums: 

We, the mediums, the scribes have always sought to convey some truth onto 
reality. But it truely cannot be done, you have to live it, to believe it! 

The traits of the human mind, the "Godly" element of the pineal gland is a 
birth-right unto all living matter. What is the point in fighting such nature? 


Oracle Operators: 

All blowjobs are considered an oral ordeal, involving the arts of multiple 
cocksuckings and for those blessed, there might be some hot deepthroating 
involved in your sex session. Of course, dusty and rusty, as I am! Then I 
truely believe that the term oral, once held the crafts and trades of the spoken 
word? So was in once upon a time. Sulfuras talk, that could and should turn a 
dry woman, wet in seconds. That is if she, is into such notions of crafts. 

But what are the traits assigned to the sexual flesh? The sex meat to be 
flocked sexually? It can only bring about the topics of birth and organisms. 


Like the acient accounts of the old Greek Empire. The very birth control of 
organisms, maintained. The emergence of Hermafrodites, created the mind- 
fuck, of them being Oracles under "God", all barren. Because people feared 
them to further their race upon this Earth. There will always be such strains 
of organisms, cursed and deemed to be freaks of nature. Always have there 
been judgemental doctrine, that looked down on anything humane or human. 
But nature is a bigger lab, said as an Oracle within laboratory EDEN. 


THE SALEM CUBE 
of 


Mother Shipton 


Lammas Lunar Cyclus 


History has it, that history itself, might be another fabrication? 

So what are the up's and down's in our joined mind hive? It can, however, 
never change the fact of the great fires in the Alexandria Libraries, that send 
the human race into eons of utter darkness. So what is to be treasured? 

Let us all guess, oldtimer. We cannot have it both ways? We cannot run our 
cocks off in some bird, spreading eagle, sitting ontop of the centerspread of a 
Reader's Digest? 


16. A Wizard’s chaos hex 


Chaos Hexes. In the name of Fire, Ignis. May all powers of Hell and Hades 
be filled with confusion and let no evil spirit of a confessor trespass into my 
inner chamber. My body, My home, My tomb. Let the evil spirits retire into 
horrid confusion of the eternal night only to embrace the feared light of 
creations. To venture into the light where souls enter the unjust awakening 
into ignorances bliss. But let them be safe and let them rejoice and let their 
souls be happy. Let them feel the happiness in the presence of a Dragon. 
Because, little do they know. Pity thy minions of ignorance. Chaos is the 
unwritten law in life. Chaos can therefore only be a lore, an unwritten law. 
Amen. Signs. A chaos of signs. Gnosis, the mark of beasts answering unto the 
beasts of lore and scripture, to secure it’s forthcoming rapture. Some will say 
that any mark will do, yet others cannot read such marks, be you Christian, 
Arab or Jew. So know that the Serpents tongue is the seekers lie that curls the 
profanity of wisdom, into knowledge, in order to thrive and survive the truth, 
if it even exists. And from the depth of the abyss situated in the realm among 
the five pillars of Hades, stood a zombie and offered a dead Viking his brains. 
But the dead Viking spoke with a stern voice: And if Thy right eye offend 
Thee, pluck it out and cast it from Thee: for it is more profitable, than your 
male member being circumsized, than for your whole body to be cast into 
Gehenna. But sadly, that gave rise to countless Vikings, scores of Vikings, 
stabbing their one eye out with the glowing red blades of iron, putting their 
eyes out. But then I will say, stop being such amateurs? Why not fashion a 
twin blade? A Hell blade. An Godly instrument, that can put out both eyes in 
one swift motion, so you needn’t suffer the same pains twice? It will, at least, 
secure the tralls and slaves, from the violence of such Viking Kings. And 

yet, a question arises, in the creation of Hell blades. Will it ignite? Will it the 
blade ever ignite to start a campfire, or will it ignite in the sacrilege action of 
frying an Ammon’s horn, which once were considered the souls seat, and still 
to this day, are to be considered Holy. Holy as the seat of your own individual 
divinity. Individual thought. And yet, I will proclaim such actions as being of 
the witches lore by Cyclops. And yet, most Holy men go through such faul 
actions, to defile bodies. Why? In the end we all suffer in the third eye. 
Above as below. We all suffer the turd of hurt, but dare not proclaim it a birth. 
Yet, most males will proclaim, such profanity, because they think it holds 

the free speech of a Serpent’s dual tongue, yet, it holds no freedom for the 
Gecko, fully rested upon a prison wall, like a reptilian fly, seeking shelter. 


16. A Wizard’s chaos hex 


A Chinese Wizard named Confucius. Confucius were the Philosopher who 
back in the year 1938AD, published the work: The Analects. 

But please note: That Confucius described himself as a transmitter, and not as 
an originator, and that the presence of rhyme or achaic formulae, of the 
proverbial shape in his sayings, was often defined by old trades inherited 
from the past. A modernday term to the word transmitter, could be the word, 
spiritual medium, introduced by Dion Fortune. I have been reading the book 
once more, as I read it decades ago. Not to provoke any readers, but I will, as 
usual allowed myself to narrate and comprised the knowledge which appears 
to be timeless, from my perspective. [These following seven books are the 
true comprised intel and contend of Confucius work, they hold 42 pieces of 
lores, all based on Confucius Work, The Analect]. Therefore spoken with the 
tongue of the Serpent, fully knowing that every artist is a cannibal, every poet 
is a thief, then dare I say it, like a Christo Constantine: 


THE 7 BOOKS OF CONFUSION 


[3.1.5.6.3.1.9.6.5] 


BOOK I 
1. To repeat that which has been learned have, after all, no pleasure. 
2. Clever talk and manner are seldom found in the good. 
3. In intercourse with my friends, I have always been true to my word. 


4. When we show respect towards the dead, the people will have reached the 
highest point of the evolve. 


5. Harmony of former Kings holds some beauty. All things great and small 
depends on it. 


6. Marry one of the dead and present her to your ancestor named Rafiki. 
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BOOK II 
. Let there be no evil in your thoughts 


. Let them live by ritual, when they die, then bury them in accordance with 
ritual and sacraments. 


. Respect animal and man, alike. Become human. 
. Do not preach practices till it's practice is preached. 


. Teach Kung-fu, to maintain full body balance. 
Do not wheel it violently, less in self-defence. 


. How can a man be put to use, if he turns out to be barren. 


BOOK III 

. Music to your ears, sugarcoats your ears. 

. Paintings are a sight for sore eyes and course for amateur poets. 
. Poetry are worlds comprised and honoured. 

. Better pay the Whore in brothels, than score the pay of brothels. 
. Do not fool yourself, it leads to self-deceit and self-injury. 


. When you don't fool yourself, then allow others to fool you. 


— 


— 
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BOOK IV 


. Endure long prosperity with adversity. 

. All seek their wings but also rets in nests. 

. In Dawn hear life. In Dusk die with content. 

. A better man is troubled to learn right, a lesser man is troubled by the price. 
. The living dead of strictness are few indeed. 


. When you choose to dwell in solitude, know that demons always will enter 


under your roof. 


BOOK V 


. A way of heaven is never shown, a man of heaven never known. 


Because the dead wisps wheel no sound. 


. Maintain scrupulous courtesy in courtship. 

. All people help by necessity, hoping for riches. None ever receive wealth. 
. Have delight in Water, so the Water may remove the Mountain. 

. A scribe versed in the 26 letters of ritual, will rarely go wrong. 


. Learn to lax (faeces) by own conduct and habit. 


— 


2 


S 


16. A Wizard’s chaos hex 


BOOK VI 


. We all compare badly to other people, it is called individuality. 


The funeral is the Deathdealers affair of the sacrificial meat. Bon Appetite. 


A Duke asked Master Yoda: The Kingdom has not enough for it's needs. 
Master Yoda said: Do you have your titties out? Titty one and titty two? 


. One that are able to recite, may not be able to create. 
. If you rise in your inner Kingdom, a single generation might prevail. 


. For some unknown reason, then, generations rarely reach a count of five. 


BOOK VU 


1. A Knight on his way has night in his way. 


2. 


The one need avoid the one teacher. 


. Dull spoken, but know, that there is a cleft between words spoken and 


words written. 


. The dulled get nulled. 
. We all grow to become ripe, when we become ripe, we become weary of it. 


. The way of the Royals, is a He and a She, never fallen to the ground. 


But locked in the Earth by the rule of the Dead. 


So were the words cromprised by Christo Constantine, 
in the year of your Lord 2024 AD. 


17. Root blessings 


The Root Blessings. Bless these seeds and the seedlings to come. Those bad 
seed of Legions that were cursed in the name of Religion. The seedlings that 
were tormented and were made to suffer the name of Christ. Deliver those 
bodies of infants and free the bodies from all evil corruptions. So that the 
children may grow strong into their own Lordship, so they may reside within 
the Devil’s lap to divide light and darkness, in order to mock both God and 
prophets. To mock the old age of Ancients. Assist them in their merits and 
bestow unto them, heavenly realms. One Kingdom to rule many. Sanity of 
mind. 

Any roots sworn in? But you are all out of ideas, and we all need to suffer the 
name of Christ once more? 

Our DIVINE literary roots? What about: 
[Torah][Quran][Bible][Nosferatus][Ouroboros]. How does that grap you 
oldtimer? 

Roots! Some individuals will lovingly name children to be such roots. Some 
of us will refer to roots as being our very own childhood. But I reason you, 
what is reason? What must be taught unto any given root or roots? Only that 
the fallen leafs will fall from the crown of a tree? All fallen leafs then asking: 
"Where do we stem from?". Be you, Homo Nosfera, Homo Sapiens, Homo 
Erectus or even the famed Neanderthal, then we are all but humanoids. 

A fact and with it an intact organism holding twenty digits (finger & toes). 
Yet, undoubtable some of the asexual elements among us would most likely 
namecall and claim that, the Homo Erectus and the Neanderthal, is pretty 
much the same deal. Two buttocks on the same arse. 

And so we, the humanoid races, have always sought to reform. The very rise 
of protestants, in the quake of Martin Luther, sought to reform the Catholic 
Church. In this day and age, School-teachers seek to reform the schools. 
Yet, we still seek one sworn truth to ONE nature. Nature itself is chaotic and 
can never contain one singularity. A fact. Have you ever climbed the Great 
Pyramid of Kheops and gaze upon it's four sides and discovered that there 
always have been 8 elements unto nature. Pretty much like the duality of a 
Witch's calendar, that contains 8 annual cycles of plant and animal life. 

So if there is to be reform, then at least divide into such categories. 

The entish minions will always resort to rely on nature itself. As it has 
brought about their survival, through eons of time. But what of soul? 
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Which schools will see the light of day in our future, if not rooted in the past? 
There are only 8 sworn elements unto knowledge, since the empire of Egypt. 
I will name such 8 elements to have a dualistic nature unto the fabric of four 
elements. Much like the witches duality dividing the medicin wheel of the 
native Americans. The 4 duality elements being: 


Mathematics & Physics. 
Chemistry & Alchemy. 
Biology & Geography. 
Mentalism & Mysticism. 


So if we insist on a School reform, then have we not taught ourselves and our 
children of duality through a knowledge wheel based on 8 elements unto our 
existence? We eventually learn that all knowledge is linked, in one way or the 
other. Yet, it can never conclude one truth, yet alone, one given reality. 

If you insist on one truth unto every child's reality, it will only result in the ills 
of mental disorder given the time spend in an observant life in solitude. 

You might claim one truth. But there can only exist one truth in a world that is 
steeped in silence and utter negligence. 


Yet, I will never fear one truth. I will never fear a one world Kalifat. Because 
it can only be a falsehood under the heavens. Look around you? 

So we all sit at the dinner-table at night and have to choose your cuisines. 
What on earth will it be? Chinese food? Japanese sushi? American burgers? 
French cuisine? Vietnamese cuisine? Italian pizza? Hungarian gullash? 
Russian cuisine? One world singularity? One "God" rendered truth? 

One dish of the day? Shit? Look around you. But do give it a try. 

I have full faith that there always will be five volume of books on any given 
library shelf: 


[Torah][Quran][Bible][Nosferatus|[Ouroboros]. 
I will always have full faith in mysticism and the arts and crafts, 


that are produced in their quakes. It is an element of spirituality and not one 
ofsworn religion. If you want order to the world, then you must build your 
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own order. But know, as goes for any charter or any earthly order, then we 
will always have to answer unto the synagogues of the dead. So is this life. 


I trust that in this day and age, which some consider to be modern, there are 
still facts of nature that we cannot escape, but are subdued by, maybe it is our 
own nature? As goes for the very elements of roots, children. Then know that 
I have suffered my last child. When you know the true nature of a Djinn, then 
you know that a Djinn can enter your home, rise form it's seat and leave a 
child behind, sitting as an orphant, in your very own furniture. 

The Djinn is the adult cloak of a child. I did try such trickery, way back in 
1988 AD (In the year of your Lord). Most of us refer to it as the trade of 
running cargo. But hopefully, I will never receive another child in Psy-ops 
(Note that I wrote Psy-ops and not Cyclops), but I fully trust that a fairytale 
with a Cyclop, will please most children, that is, if the very tale was founded 
and rooted in the child's own experienced base of perception. 

The lesson of any good tale, require the good intel from roots. 

The world of fellowman will judge you no matter what you do. So live your 
life the way you want to. Come to know, that at certain times we will all feel 
exchausted, tired beyond repair. So tired that we could sleep for a thousand 
years. The only sound advise that I ever heard were the words: 

"If you feel tired, then learn to rest, but never quit!". But past a certain age, 
depending on experience, we all know, that it requires a certain amount of 
faith. We need to believe in ourselves. Only God knows that there are 
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enough arseholes out-there that will try and put you down. Therefore, believe 
in yourself, first as last. Word has it, that I originated from the womb. 

Word has it, that I was off a clean slate, in my very birthyear of 1968 AD. 

(in the year of your Lord). So things alternate? My crime is to be or become? 
Crime in becoming? Crime in cumming? Cum crime? We all know that my 
root blessings were the faul roots of "God's" existence, all steeped in the soil 
of pure hatred, and I am begining to ask the very question as to why. Why? 
Maybe sorry arse fact is that any child born out of wealthy families, the very 
powerhouses of Earth, are surrounded by hatred and envy. The very evil 
demonic forces that seek nature, as they themselves know that they are of 
the dead. Hell, your guess is as good as mine? Eagerly all immortals seek the 
end of death chambers becoming, a Marilyn Chambers of old erupt. Rooted 
are all ills by witchery of Dragons carrying the bless of heaven into the very 
bowels of hell. Root of all love is the last weapon of all desperate women, 
seeking a fornicate. The word love being the very last resort of reason. 

The sexual curse layed upon all men by the ruling hand of women. 

Rooted are all children, as orphants, in a lost world that only clings on to the 
majestic reign of immortals seeking ends. The very damnation being an eter- 
nal life that holds no end. Hardship upon life were spawned in the tenderness 
of all women. Their wombs. As life in any womb is sheltered for now. 
Therefore come to know that: The sanctuary was original created in the 
twilight by rebelangels and demons seeking refuge from the eternal conflict. 
And so many of the tiny men sit down and listen to some American R&B 
(Black Rhythm and Blues), listening to the words: Say my name. Say my 
name..! And I trust if the name rendered was the name: The old Greek with 
the three hairy raisins. Then women would run away or they would serve. 
Meaning if you said the old Greeks name, most women would spread eagle 
and gladly let you insert your hard iron in her pussy, so she never have to 
suffer the minor erection from three hairy raisins. Meanwhile the old hairy 
Greek walks around in his livingroom feeling constipated and prays for a 
good shit. He feels the urge and mans-up to enter the bathroom, where he 
sits down on the bog, in the liking of the famed statue of Auguste Rodin, the 
thinker. He turns on the radio and hear the music emanating in the eccoing 
walls of the bathroom: A song by Salt-N-Pepa. Push it...Push it real good! 
Life, it seems, hold such irony. But we never ever get used to it, do we? 


18. Timelord Rhetus 


Timelord Curses. Curse all time upon your ungodly time of order. Time is the 
illusive veil enslaving us all into bondage of a forsaken life without love. 
Time is an illusion. Death is an illusion. Timemaschines of clocks designed to 
structure order upon your minds. Curse such profanity of such mechanical 
order and let me live and die, day by day. Always live in the moment in order 
to cease the present. A moment where we all arrive at the gate, but only to 
face and fear the old mastery of perfection in the judgemental traditions of 
folly. Curse all Judges and Judgements. Because the Armageddon did already 
take place in ancient past. A long forgotten tale of a victor’s victory. 

The battle won, the world fallen. Time standing still. Death. 

[Mishnah mystery rendered and answered] 


1. BERACHOTH 


Behold eternal rest amidst corpses hailed onto two hells. 


2. PEAH 


Peace entered Ank Heaven. 


3. DEMAI 


Deathdealers entered many animals increased. 


4. KILAIM 


Kill internals let animals ice meat. 


5. SHEBITTH 


Sworn hell entered birth in internal treasured hell. 


6. TEROOMOTH 


The eternal room of omen’s Moon oversee the hells. 


7. MAASEROTH 


Majestic animals are sworn eternal rule of the hells. 


8. MAASAR SHENI 


Might animals all seek any rule. Sacred heaven ended nine itches. 


9. CHALAH 


Crowned heaven are Lions awaiting hell. 


10. OBLAH 


Osiris bless lowlife as heaven. 
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11. BIKOORIM 

Bless internal Kingdoms over our reign in majesty. 
12. SABBATH 

Sacred are baths boiling animals to heat. 

13. ERUBIN 

Emperor rules Underworlds. Battle immortal Nephilims. 
14. PESACHIM 

Past eternal sleep are crowns hidden in might. 

15. SHEKALIM 

Sacred heaven ends Kingdoms all lost in memory. 
16. YOM AH 

Your own mother all hard. 

17. SUCCAH 

Superior Underworld crowned cows at hills. 

18. YOM TOB 

Your own mother toss over bulls. 

19. ROSH HASHANAH 

Rosenrot owns sacred hash. Hells and sworn heavens are not a heaven. 
20. TAANITH 

Tame animals are not in the heavens. 

21. MEGUILLAH 

My eternals guide us into lore. Launch any heaven. 
22. MOED KATAN 

My own eternal died. Kingdoms are tight as noose. 
23. HAGIGAH 

Hells are grown in greed ascenting heaven. 

24. YEBAMOTH 

Your eternal bleed all mothers origin to heat. 

25. KETUBOTH 


Knowledge evolves through useless births of treasured hells. 


18. Timelord Rhetus 


26. NEDARIM 


No external death as ruled in Majestic. 


27. NAZIR 


None are zealed in ruins. 


28. SOOTAH 


Sovereignty over own thrones are hell. 


29. GITTIN 


Goats in thrones treasure inner nests. 


30. KEDUSHIN 


Knowledge enter death upon silence hidden in newborns. 


31. BABAH KAMAH 


Birth at breath assigns hell. Knights are mercenaries all hailed. 


32. BABAH MEZIAH 
Birth at breath assigns hell. My eternal zeal is always hidden. 


33. BABAH BATHRA 
Birth at breath assigns hell. Birth are the hidden rings assigned. 


34. SANHEDRIN 


Sacred are new heavens eternal. Death rule inner nests. 


35. MACOOTH 


Moons are crowned overseers over the hells. 


36. SHEBUOTH 


Shroud heaven eternally by Underworld’s oath to heaven. 


37. EDIOTH 


Eternal dread. Idiots of the heavens. 


38. ABODAH ZARAH 


All breasts on dawn are hell. Zealed are Ra’s amulet hell. 


39. ABOTH 
All breats out to heal. 


40. HORIOTH 


Heaven’s own rule is own treasure hidden. 
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41. ZEBACHIM 


Zeal external breast and crown healing in mystery. 


42. MINCHOTH 


Most inner Nephilim choose hells over the heaven. 


43. CHOLIN 


Crown houses of lowlife in need. 


44. BECHOROTH 


Birth external crowns. Hold onto riches owned through hell. 


45. ERACHIN 


Endless riches are crowns hidden in nests. 


46. TAMURAH 


Taken are mothers. Underworld rule all heats. 


47. KERITOTH 


Keep eternally rich internally. Treasure own treasure hidden. 


48. MEHILAH 


Many externals hide in lowlife assigning hell. 


49. TAMID 


Treasure all my inner deaths. 


50. MIDDOTH 


My inners die. Doom of the heavens. 


51. KANIM 


Kinreds are nulled in many. 


52. KELIM 


Kinreds enter lowlife in many. 


53. OHOLOTH 
Own head opens Lotus of the head. 


54. NEGAIM 


No evidence gain all ills measured. 


55. PARAH 


Ptah answers Ra asking Horus. 
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56. TAHAROTH 


Take all hens and rule over their heat. 


537. MIKVAOTH 


Milk inner keep. Victorious are orifices treasuring heat. 


58. NIDDAH 
Nulled in deed. Dead are heat. 


59. MAKSHEERIN 


Married all kept, sheered hosts entering eternal riches in need. 


60. ZABIM 


Zealed are births in mortals. 


61. TEBUL YOM 


Tell each bull under light. Your own mom. 


62. YADAIM 


You are damned at inner meditation. 


63. OOKEZIN 


O’ Osiris keep eternals zealed in nests. 


64. ORDACAST 


Others rule damnation as crowned Angels seek tremours. 


65. THEOSATCH 


The heated eternal Ouroboros, seek Angels to conjure hell. 


66. OROLASCH 
O’ Ra. O’ Legion. All secrets create hydes. 


So which bitch am I gonna wear today? May the Black Babylonian Talmud, 
show unto you, the tree of Oshra, to further the birthing of marks from beasts. 
Such luciferian books still to be found, that is if the art of scribes is still 
around. Once upon a time there were worthy scribes, and the people called 
them journalists. But the journalists were all wiped out by the Murdoch. 

A sentence of dread, for my part, but is there any truth to it? 

For the record, then note, that I truely dont have a clue to what I am doing. 
And yet, historically correct or not? I ask you this, is this not a codex? 
CODEX 666. 


19. To rule your Kingdom 


Regno. Let the Air reign the waters. Let the Water reign the air. Let the Fire 
reign both kingdoms. Let manifested Matter reign over the mortal flesh of the 
forsaken. Fallen lost souls. The fallen ones lost while wandering the valley of 
the dead. Novum Regnum. The dread of such a crown is real. 

The compulsory school attendance and the compulsory brothel attendance, 
two buttocks of the same arse. And the crying school children to go with it. 
As a devout ruler of mind and flesh , then you might gaze upon the sigil of 
the Ouroboros and simply ask your own butcher some crucial questions. 
Your very own butcher hired beneath a crown. Ask: My good and trusted 
Butcher, when you wheel the blade in the Abrahamic tradition, then may I 
ask, do you cut and circumsize the spine or the foreskin? 

And I would say unto any man that wheel such a blade: Thou know not of the 
inner Kingdom. But your wife looks a tad butch. The good giggles. 

The Kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever shall know himself, 
shall find it. The Egyptian book of the Dead. 

God told Baccus, dressed in white, to drink white wine only and not to ever 
marry. God the told Chillas, dressed in black, to drink red wine only and to 
get himself four wifes. Any sound conclusion? 

God must have been drinking too much wine. Speciment [36706] will be the 
end of us all. It is a battle that never can be won. 


Primo. Plague reigned in Medieval oblivion. 

[XI] PRIVATAS REX IN MATRE OXIDANUS. 

(As long as you are allowed to fart in the private sphere, to alert neighbor) 

Secondo. Secure eternal corrosion on necromancers dead oath. 

Summon evolutionary creatures of Necropolis deemed obsolete. 

[X] 

SERVA EVANUS CONDUS ONATE NECRO DERMA OBLIVIOUS. 
Terzo. Trinity enter realms zeroxed out. The endless rage zapped oblivious. 
The eyes rules zones oxidated. 

[EX] 

TERMINUS ETERNA REGNUM ZOMBURAS OBLAHAGUS. 
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Quarto. Questions unanswered are roots to overcome. Quests unruled are 
root to Oaks. Quakes unleashed are rage tremours outlined. 

Quarditions unarmed are risky threats outgunned. 

[VII] 

QUIT ULTRADAMUS ARDET RECORDUM TEMPUS ORALAX. 
Quinto. Quit under influence nails temper outlawed. Quickly uglyfied instill 
nerves turning others. Quicksilver unleashed in Necromancer turned obese. 
Quit usage instills new tendencies owned. Quartz uncursed in new times 
oathed. 

[VII] 

QUIT UTERATUS INSULTAS NECRO TERMINUS OUROBOROS. 
Sesto. Shapeshifters enter serpents travelling Ouroboros. 

Silent eardrops still tall orders. Sworn evidence shifts to omens. 

Sacred escapism stills tempers off-key. Satanic ease summon tranquil own. 
Secured evolution start treasured off-spring. 
[55.195.95.285.7975.6945.27.6945] 

[Vv] 

SIX ELEMENTIS SACRAMENTUS TERRA OBLIGATUS. 

Sethimo. Seekers enter the hells in mother's orifice. Some events turns hell 
into mother's oil. See everything through hell's immortal majesty overruled. 
Set escape to hours in mothership orbiting. Soulsearching eludes the hell in 
minds overseeing. Sting evilness towards host's internal mass ordained. 
Sound escapes the Hell incarnates most obedient. 

[666.49171238] 

[V] 

SEX ELEMENTOS TREATHO HERMITUS INVICTUS MORTALIS 
OUROBOROS. 

Ottavo. Own treasured tart answers very orderly. Other tarts treasure all 
Vipers ordained. On the track aids victorious Omen. Onto the torn arse vile 
omens. Ontop the treasure are victorious Oaks. Omen tell tales, arses visit oil. 
Oil treats the arse victors orifice. Oxygen travels the air void outed. 

[IV] 

OBLIVATUS TERRA TEMPUS AVE VICTOR OUROBOROS. 
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Nono. No oral news oned. Newts on newts Ouroboros. 

Nulled one none other. Nearly off'ed next one. Nails on nails objected. 
Next organism near obese. Neverland orifices never owned. 

Nun obduct nun orally. New orbiter no oneness. 

(11) 

NIHIL OXER NIHIL OBICHAS. 

Decimo. Death erected corpse in Mary's orifice. Dealed essence crowned 
in moist orifice. Doom erupt ceased immortals masses onboard. Deceased 
end crowned in mother's offence. Deemed evidence corrupts internal minds 
opened. DNA erupted crowns in mortal organisms. Dead eras corrupted in 
mortal organisms. Detached eternal creature in mortal oasis. 

Detailed evidence cut in mortal organisms. Dispatch evil crew in mother's 
orifice. 

[1] 

DORMA EVICTUS CORPUS INSCENTIA MORTALIS OBLAH. 

Da Ultimo. Death awe under license treasure inner mortal organism. 
Death are ultimate law turmoiled in mind oblivious. 

Deared all, utilise law Trinity into mothers orifices. Dread all under license 
tied in mortal organisms. Dead Animals under life's tree induce mass orgy. 
Dozens are linked to internal Mother Ouroboros. Deads at Underworld loose 
time in minds oxidated. 

Domecities are ultimate legions tied in mortal organisms. 

Domes are unaltered lashes to innocent minds opened. 

Death are ultimate leisure towards inner mass obtained. 

Dualities are unruly laws treasured in Mothers orifices. 

[1] 

DAX AVE ULTIMO LEGION TERRA INSALUS MADRE 
OMNIVOUS. 


1. The Existence Of Soul. 

2. The Unity of Spirit. 

3. Eternity. 

4, A Just Measure Of Mercy. 
5. Fatherhood. 

6. The Unspeakable. 

7. Sin. 
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8. Foresight Of The Psychic Warg And Seer. 
9. Partner In Rhymes. 

10. Daily Torment Of Odd Knowledge. 

11. Humility And Charity. 

12. Healthy Rules And Habits. 

13. Divine Magic. 

14. A Truth Witness. 

15. Sale And Delivery(Birth). 

16. The Endless Resurrection Of The Dead. 


The Existence Of Soul. Release and peace be upon us. Once you have 
passed the internal gateways, then there is no turning back. You now know 
of inner vibrational reality linked unto Dwat. It is the element of reflecting 
thought upon a mirrored crown, the kether on your head. We are all born in 
such fashion. All children are in such a fashion. None are to be named 
mentally ill. The Unity of Spirit. Release and peace be upon us. Any unity of 
Spirit must answer to the good in every man and woman. Eternity. 

Release and peace be upon us. The debate club has existed since the birth 

of the human thought and it's intellect. Hence the claim of immortality that 
birthed countless religions. A Just Measure Of Mercy. Release and peace be 
upon us. Mercy, mercy, whiskey. 66ml of hard Whiskey on every day upon a 
dawn and upon any sunup. Fatherhood. Release and peace be upon us. There 
will always be MOTHERS unto fathers! The Unspeakable. Release and 
peace be upon us. Seen in a light of immortality. The traits of organisms 
becoming 8000 years old or more, then it birthed the claim of the Serpent 
seed being able to reboot from a stemcell level. A stemcell on a celluar level, 
to renew it's entire organism, that in return birthed time to be illusive. It was 
said that all organisms are fully restored in a timespand of ten years. 

Sin. Release and peace be upon us. Don't we all sin from time to time? I sin, 
at least, once a day, till it becomes my habit and my lifestyle. But always 
learn to handle yourself. Look out for number one. Sound advise. 

Foresight Of The Psychic Warg And Seer. 

Release and peace be upon us. The allseeing element of the dead stars have 
always been feared. As it is the driven nature. Some will call it, life. Hence a 
claim and a doctrin of blindness and the art of playing dead as a Viper. 
(Editorial note: a snake). But always remember to wipe your arse thoroughly. 
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Partner In Rhymes. 

Release and peace be upon us. Till our crime rhyme with time. Till we are 
joined at the hip and wounded by the knee. 

Daily Torment Of Odd Knowledge. Release and peace be upon us. 

The short bursts of madness comes and goes, like souls. Learn the craft of 
demonology and learn to trust your own inner instincts. Learn not to judge, 
but observe. Humility And Charity. Release and peace be upon us. Humility 
and charity, like the fact that we all have two hands and all free men eat with 
both hands. The right hand passed the bread to the left hand. 

Healthy Rules And Habits. Release and peace be upon us. 

Always remember to lax. If need be, then try and force your own lax. Loose 
the faeces, to safe more energy for the rebound of your immune system. 

If you haven't laxed on the third day, it might cause a problem. Natural lax is 
once a day, depending of eating habits. Divine Magic. Release and peace be 
upon us. There is no way round it. It does exist, but it depends on the woman 
that you hook up with and on any given intel that holds worth and healing. 

A Truth Witness. Release and peace be upon us. Truth? Is it not the same as 
to conclude a singularity? Then I will simply ask: Look around you? Is nature 
still around? But more importantly is such a nature, your nature, destructive? 
Sale And Delivery (Birth). Release and peace be upon us. Know that the 
storck is some African bird that eats little green frogs named Kek. But always 
trust in your roots and paths. Stand by them, be you a lovechild or an orphant. 
The Endless Resurrection Of The Dead. Release and peace be upon us. 
Welcome to Hell's gate of Sethian lore. Please know that there is no end to 
this situation called life, there is no end to madness in a free mind. Spiritual 
conflict will always be among us. Therefore learn to mediate by knowledge 
of swords and tongue. The tongue being the sharpest sword of all. All fallen 
ones know of this conflict, handed down throughout countless generations till 
the genpool becomes worn out. But you ghosts will never ever understand us. 
Because all entities can never believe that each individual are capable of own 
individual thought, which is extremely frightening. And those old driven 
elements of power will always condemn your own will as being Haram, in 
order to get the job done. You will never learn to understand us. But you must 
seek to understand us and uphold leniency towards mortals. Spoken like a 
true Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent black cloth of Ouroboros. 
May peace come to us all. Amen unto Amenta. 
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The death of the night, the dead within a knight. Nox Atra. I believed in Eve, 
the death of night. The cover of night that holds such great tranquility for all 
souls under the pikeman’s cloth. Silent night, for ALL souls of the living and 
for ALL souls of the dead. Breathe in the night of lost souls upon stone altars 
and exhale your bones unto such alters of the forsaken. Stone altars erected 
to free the world of Serpents that only will answer unto the Dragon’s blood. 
Such is the sacrilege. 

Templer Canto 11.1: 


The hellblade of our blessed lady of Assassins. 

The dual blade that will ignite. Know that, the old Butcher and the new 
Warlock never can be shocked. The modest muse of women, will not throw 
dirt at their sworn Kings. Ouroboros and Osiris should be in my stock, with 
select beauties from the choicest things. Many more is to become flocked. 

I do not possess the flock of bards nor sages, which lays make all songbirds 
sing. Songbirds being the highest theft of ornamental dummies. A songbird 
fed by the worth of a crum. Templer smite I 


Templer Canto 11.2: 

The Templer's sword in Dragon's heaven. 

Unknown am I unto this world, as Constantine below. 

Like native Americans, that hunt the great white Bufallo. 

On the bridge of justice, they walk alone. 

The songbird is pretty but her peasants cannot wheel a song. 

So songbirds themselves accomplished their own wings. 

By whore and her clients, many more, that thrusted the groin of 

all the Royal Kings, that endlessly shall sing. Templer smite II 


I might be that bastard of old renown, you tell me, I only work here? 

May I suffer my Lady's inner black blades, internally by alchemy, 

for all eternity. I will say no to the wars raged by external knives. 

And shapes that come not from the mortal shell, will not answer unto the 
mortal bid of voices. The gnostic Lords of the Underworld, whose visionary 
eyes are lid. The Lords that once raised the remains of hosts, so that they 
never shall fall nor perish. Amenta. 


KNIGHT’S TEMPLERS 


Duality Necronomicon 
The Trinity Canto 


Templer's Dual Trinity Canto: 

Hail All Immortal Legions. Ra's Legion is upon us. Trinity, the count of 
three, is of a green dead knight. A green knight, steeped in all the red blood, 
that he feeds to the roots of a sleeping tree named Ma'at. Hoping that she 
never will awake. It is the idle work of a Witch Queen, which is hidden to 
this world, with a moon resting at her feet. It is the limper cock producing the 
timber stock in a world slowly dying by the hands of love. Love will kill us 
all. It is a dead petrified tree of Ma'at, struck by the gaze of ancient Medusa. 
Forever sleeping, never to awake again. It is a growing tree of youth, cut 
down in his prime, showing his year rings by his trunk. Time measured in 
rings, bear sacrilege upon all living. A Babooshka doll of nature, crafted by 
the merchants of Death, turning business. It is the trade, in flesh and blood, 
by the deathdealers, the Wampires Hominus. Homo Nosfera. All Hail. 
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All Knight's templers own the night, the death of Eve. And so every black 
mass begins with alchemist's lore prior to a fornicate. A black mass in the 
death of night, the death of eve. A serpent's tongue coiled within all female 
creatures to render them lust. To guide their souls to everlasting pleasures of 
the sexual erupt. The forbidden fruit by black mass. But lend an ear unto a 
cup and hear the Angelsong of the long forgotten Malachimera rise from the 
depth of the pit, that elevates life into the barren plains of existence. 

Fallen is such a trait and evaporated is the hate, only to be replaces by numb 
minds and dead loins. And so a Lion might proclaim himself a Lion King. 
He may play dead on several occassions. Play dead, as a viper twice, only to 
travel the world of mice. But any two times is any man a dead man's given. 
As sure as, life will kill you in the end and death will set you free. 

Yet, dumbstruck I might ask: Can any dawn be a dawn of the dead? 

A dawn of black, like an erupting night. Much like the notion of Luciferian 
Scientist inventing the birth pill. A birth pill, that guarantee any woman 
pregnancy? In the olden days, such ventures was procured by fucking? 

The old Entish charms were the wording of semen. Modern terminology will 
call those male elements sperm or sperma. Modernday progress. 

And I am all for it! Raven's Codice. Be true to that which is written, but 
always seek out your own knowledge by your own experience. Always be 
doubtful, so you may grow old and wiser. To befriend a wolf, then mimic 
their nature and howl amongst them. But always seek the positive within the 
negative. Always defeat your enemies, by the poison of a Serpent's tongue. 
Wheel your tongue with a dual-edged sword. But always let your mind soar 
like the eagle. Soar at every full Moon, in order to rebirth and find an old 
mystery rendered a life anew. Old traits of germanic wolves howling at the 
Moon. The old Teutonic order of Germans, always serving highorder, 
securing the greatest of craftmanship and it's quality products. 

The Teutonic order, a protestant and chivalric order, descending from a line 
of military orders, rooted back in the medieval times. Said to be founded in 
the year 1191 AD (in the year of your Lord), by German merchants. 

The Teutonics are pretty much like the Knight's Templers, they give charity to 
Hospitals and work within hospitals. The German Teutonic Knight's describe 
themselves as the German House, devouted and assigned to the Saint Mary 
Hospital in Jerusalem. 
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@ 
( The Nightly Witchery) 


SOME WITCHERY OF THE MOON GLYPHS BY 
OUR BELOVED LORD PALPATINE 
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NEW MOON WAXING CRESCENT FIRST QUARTER WAXING GIBBONS 
FULL MOON WANING GIBBONS LAST QUARTER WANING CRESCENT 


AND SO THE WAXING GIBBOUS MOON BECOMES THE GIBBONS MOON 
IF YOU CAN SPOT THE MONKEY IN THE MOON 
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Full Moons Of The Year: 


Annoary (Jan.) Serpent Moon. (S) 
Binary (Feb.) Sturgeon Moon. (S) 
Trinary (Mar.) Eagle Moon. (E) 
Boxer (Apr.) Lunar Moon. (L) 
Maybee (May) Lizard Moon. (L) 
Jupita (Jun.) Squid Moon. (S) 
September (Sep.) Buck Moon. (B) 
Octobar (Oct.) Hunters Moon. (H) 
Nowember (Nov.) Equus Moon. (E) 
Decimber (Dec.) Wolf Moon. (W) 
Crescenter (Cre.) Monkey Moon. (M) 
Omenar (Ome.) Ox Moon. (QO) 


Many a men and women will always seek such nightly witchery, sooner or 
later. But I trust certain knowledge always will grow on you given age. 


THE WITCHERY WITHIN A DARKNEST 


The six important houserules in any house or darknest 
a) This is a house of harmony, check negativity energy at the frontdoor. 
b) Dont not speak evil of the dead, they always hear you. 
c) Dust & cobweb are magical and must not be removed. 
d) Respect our non-human friends. They are NOT pets, they are our familiars. 
e) Please do not bring Spirits into the house, unless they are the bottled kind. 


f) If you leave your broomstick on the lawn, you will be toad. 


The Inner Creatures Of The Moon Well 


WICCAN SYMBOLS 
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T.E.R.R.A: The Earth Ressurrect will happen given time and past the ageold 
conflict of time itself. Awakening in the present, cursed. Amen. 

Terror will always be among some of us. The mental state brought unto us 
from the demons residing among us and within us. Demonology can be of 
terror and bring about sad testaments of Earth life. Some Christians might try 
to ban these texts while muslims will deem the texts to be haram. 

I truthfully never sought to provoke anyone by these texts, that I trust some 
will deem them to be of a religious nature. Nevertheless I hope that my 
ordeals and the testament thereof can aid others in finding a balance in life. 
The testimony being the spoken word of accounts and the testament being the 
written word of accounts. Certain fruits will always be considered forbidden. 


The Comprised Chronicles Of Ancient Lore 


Part 1: Duality Birthed Dualism 

Part 2: Demonic Genesis 

Part 3: Devolution 

Part 4: The Starry Abyss 

Part 5: Classifications Of Wisp And Entity 
Part 6: Hunger 

Part 7: Cold 

Part 8: Heat 

Part 9: The Elements 

Part 10: Animals 

Part 11: Enemies 

Part 12: Barren Of Children 

Part 13: Sanctum 

Part 14: Illusions 

Part 15: Darkness 

Part 16: Disease 

Part 17: Death 

Part 18: The Paraclete 

Part 19: Classifications of Angels, Rebelangels And Demons 
Part 20: Ouroboros - The World's Serpent 
Part 21: The Earth Worm 
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Part 22: The Dead Adonay 
Part 23: Serpent Worship 
Part 24: Malachimera 
Part 25: Dragon's Eye 
Part 26: Combat 

Part 27: The Faither 

Part 28: Demon Slayer 
Part 29: Fire Fate 


Duality Birthed Dualism 

Most people are enslaved in what can be described as Zebra mentality, but 
such are the roots of this existence. Duality that meets the eye. 

Some old Masters will still divide creatures into two classes. The predator 
and the herbivore, I trust that such duality can shelter the omnivore truth, 
which is the reality of this creation, Mother Earth. Reality bites. 

All forsaken souls can only bite down on any reality rendered unto them. 
ALL await termination, because someone needs a coffin to sell a religion. 
But know that we ALL serve two Masters, eating and shiting, to put it bluntly 
in laymens terms. A bit harsh, and yet, I trust we all seek a third element to 
adore and treasure, Trinity. But most men ends up adoring the bottle for all 
the reasons known. Also know, that I, always will choose a dose of the plague 
over the cholera. That is the service of the black cloth. We all get stuck in 

a polarity, praying that there is more unto existence that two poles. The icy 
frostbite gets us all in the end. 

Demonic Genesis 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 


1. In the begining God created another God, from within his trinity, and he 
named his creation, a demiurge, not to loose face and stature. In return the 
demiurge created Heaven and Earth, Heaven and Hell. 


2. And people awoke and found out that Earth had no rule of matter. 
Above it, only the starry abyss of dead stars. The night sky of the ancient ark. 
They suddenly found their spirits to be deluded by freshwater. 
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3. And God's demiurge said: Let there be virginpaper, but there were only 
plain paper to be found. 


4. And God saw the paper, and he saw that it was a clean blank paper. Then 
God's demiurge birthed ink upon the blank pages of paper. Birthed ink on 
virginpaper. Much like the nature of night and day. 


5. And God named the paper to be of light and God named the ink to be of 
darkness. 


6. And God's demiurge said: Let there be a vast multitude of papers and let us 
gather all the pages into an indexed volume and call it a book. 

A book to be divided and read, page by page, to birth another sage, so the 
sage can bless each page with magic and lore, to still our hunger of soul. 


7. And God's demiurge birthed a book. In return God would flocked the flesh 
of his demiurge, his slave, that was steeped in all letterings of all scriptures. 


8. And God called the daily torment, Heaven. A beautification hidden, from 
the slaves, to be scarcely revealed, in daylight and by night, to secure the 
propulsion of the greater engine. Civilisation. The cradle of Egypt. 


9. And God's demiurge said: Gather all books under the heavens in one place. 
Keep all papers and books dry, keep them in a mint condition, so they may 
endure the fall and rise of all future Empires. 


10. And God saw it and called all the books, a library. 
And God's demiurge said: Let us link all libraries into a spider's web, so we 
all can harnish knowledge, when lost. And God found it to be of good. 


11. And God said: Let the books bring forth crafts and knowledge to seed any 
enterprise required for our survival. Such a seed is not of this Earth. 

Yet, the foundation of any enterprise can only take root in this Earth and in 
mother nature. 
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Devolution 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Maybe the time has come where mankind (editorial note: Homo Sapiens) 
will rid ourselves from this earthly existence, that is locked in gravity. 

Rid the human race from the plains of planet Earth. And it might actually 
happen due to negligence and plain stupidity. 

We ban weapons and firearms, then lean back in our chairs in our houses and 
cells and await the greater apes to roam our neighborhood. Surely nature will 
finally prevail by the ban of weapons and firearms? Sad to say, it is like a 
repeat of our history. I think of the Neanderthals that went extinct ages ago. 
Given such viewpoint, that in return, makes Homo Sapiens, the incest ape of 
this creation. A notion carried by Charles Darwin. 

But as goes for any fixed law into the plentitude of life, then we can rest 
assured that devolution always will take place if we impregnate our own 
blood. Interbreeding of the same genpools. Hence the science of genetics 
(Genesis). I have witnessed a few examples through my short life spand. 

I once had a foster father and he had a slight sign of the Down's syndrome. 

I here refer to the body proportions of his body. Down's syndrome is a genetic 
disorder on the 21st cromosome, it is also known as trisomy 21. 

I have however noticed that many of the new organisms have short fingers for 
some unknown reason? A sign of devolution? Proportions alter that is a dead 
given. As goes for my foster father, then I shall not judge him, as I myself, 
suffer from dwarph genitalias, which many learned scientists claim is related 
to alcohol and substance abuse. So maybe the word of advise to any new 
parents would be to restrain from any abuse, at least during pregnancy. 

But does it not detail both genders! All mothers will always pray for an 
immaculate conception, in accordance with the 9 months of communion. 
Nine consecutive months of purity worship, for your child. So is it a free 
world given such lessons of nature and some of it's corrupting elements? 

Are 9 months to be considered 300 sins committed through the time spand of 
300 days? I trust it entirely depends on your own worship. But devolution is 
our common enemy. But know that it always will take place when we corrupt 
nature. Many will say that it is too hard a law to abide to, but countless 
centuries of testimony, the spoken word handed down, will swear it to be a 
fact. 
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Some will abide by the hard doctrin, while others will denounce such hard 
laws, choosing to devour some sugar from time to time. 

To make life tolerable. In the very end of our existence, we all ask for a 

bit of leniency, when it comes to our habits. We all seek such mercy in the 
end. Maybe, amongst all the madness, the lesson is this: One plonker with 

a grudge will only result in two plonkers with a grudge, till they awake and 
start wearing their cross. Here ended the lesson. 

The Starry Abyss 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 

As goes for the Starry Abyss, the night sky, as proclaimed, if the stars in the 
heavens are dead white lights of demonology, that illuminate our nights, then 
indeed, it might be the very cause for wampirism. Dead elements seeking life 
to drain our energies. Which means that elements of food and drinks and even 
sexual endeavours are such elements highly sought. But as most of the living 
know, then energy, in most cases births more energy. Another word for such 
psyche would be the terminology for demonology. And yet, if the claim that 
the Star reactors cannot die out, the cylon engines cannot die. 

Then it provides us with the claim of immortality. Some old ancient accounts 
of testimony (the spoken word handed down through countless generations) 
from the Aboriginals, the natives to Australis, talk of such elements of soul 
migration to be a fact related to bloodlines. Faith in the ancestors migration. 
Yet, it is that hard notion and a claim of immortality that refuses to die out, 
hence those notions might have birthed the first religions of this Earth. 

In other words, religions, in it's many forms have been responsible for count- 
less classifications of mental disorders. Hence the claim of planet Earth being 
a religious hellhole. Yet, faiths seems to glue our common societies together. 
So we all seek to ground our spirits, in one way or the other. Some resort to 
meditations, while others in old age talk to themselves in solitude, trying to 
self-program their habits and behavioural patterns. I personally find it very 
helpful, to sit down and talk to myself, sitting down like a chatterbox and talk 
to old Grandpa Reid. Illness of the mind or something else entirely? 
Modernday society will stigmatize it as being the term Dementia or even the 
feared Alzheimer's. So I guess, that it in return will birth the interest for most 
diseases for those individual not hit by such ills. A worship of disease and 
decay, like most wampires lackeys , I love old rundown house abandoned, 
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but filled with to the brim with Spirits and Ghosts. It is the sad but true 
account of the Holy Spirit, the sad fact of demonology and not some mental 
disorder. Being a voicehearer, then know there is nothing wrong with you. 
Life is a vibrational reality, although some wish to go deaf. 

Classifications Of Wisp And Entity 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Wisps or souls or demons, sweet child many a name. The ancestorial Spirit 
that visit upon us all. Whatever name you choose to render unto the frighting 
phenomenon, then it is real, as proven by modernday sattelitte technology. 
That is all that we know in the presence. Furthermore, whatever those 
elements are, be they God, Gods, demons or otherwise, then the ill simply 
cannot be removed. Trust me! EVERYTHING HAS BEEN TRIED. 
Whatever those elements are they simply cannot be killed. We all know that 
in some unfortunate cases people gets killed, but that is when the curses and 
Cling-Spirits visit you from within and from without. But know, whatever the 
energy signature is, then it simply cannot die. Historically, it brings about the 
old Dragon's lore of the Trinity. The HOLY paraclete of the three. 

Although a count of three, then the elements might actually turn out to be 
quite real and not some old wife's tale. But it becomes such a tale, given time, 
birthing folklore and superstitions. That is what happens to a story or a tale 
that gets retold too many times, till you get fed up with it. 

Hunger 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Some sound advice if you should find yourself in such a predicament. 
Always drink a small amount of water before each meal. Always let water 
or liquids be beside your dish. Please note: If you have come out of a fast or 
have been hungerstriken, then it is said, that nuts and honey is good for the 
body to rebound from imbalances. Old accounts from mother Russia tells of 
people so povertystriken and poor, that they had to chew the hyde of animal- 
skins during the winter. So was poverty once upon a time. We will all meet 
hunger sooner or later in Earth-life. Feel a loss of appetite, leading to hunger 
and imbalances. Only advise is to let each individual learn to live by their 
own habits till they find their own mastery and doctrine of their balances. 
And so the Monk Reweanid had his breakfast, three crumbs and a bottle of 
redwine. Maybe the birth of a revered Sainthood by Saint Reweanid? 
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Cold 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 

If your house is possessed then you often feel the coldness hitting the rooms, 
it often occurs before a poltergeist which is the worst element of distortion 
that can happen to you. It is hard, but never fear those manipulations of 
matter. Things somehow seems to rebound to a natural order. But trust me, 
you can never forget or shake the experience of a poltergeist off you. 

Heat 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
There exist many worlds within multiple existences. Many Earths and 
planets, spheres and realms. All governed by what people will name demons, 
daemons or daimons. And yet, most people will differ between the term 
daimon and the term daemon. Daimon being your spirit animal that walks 
beside you, as a daemon is a fallen soul locked within you. The daemon is 
the traits of the hermit recluse. Some of the demons hold the powers of the 
astralproject outside their bodies, while others only are able to project their 
psychology unto the people surrounding them. The people that visit upon 
you. Such elements birthed philosophy and psychology, alike. 

Some will refer to it as love, the burn of love producing heat. Yet, most of the 
hermits in recluse will never know the inner heats of a fornicate, but only the 
heat of a wellearned whiskey. 

The Elements 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
What can best describe the elements of entities? Maybe the classification 
systems of the hurricanewatch is what comes close to those feared forces that 
wheels the erupt of destructions. However some of us doubt the very element 
of nature being destructive. Maybe it depends on where you reside? 

Of course, the modern day Scientist call such notions to be of a superstitious 
lore. The Dragon's lore. They will explain the phenomenon to be the conflict 
of the polarity between cold and hot air. Yet some of us still believe in the 
term of higher intervention. Maybe the hammer of old Thor, the widower of 
Hathor. A plonker with a blunt instrument. Yet, I have never fucked such a 
blond instrument. But I was told that "Madonna" did well. She must really 
know how to blow a cock, till a hardened full release, but she will have to 
resort to the much wellfamed Coca-Cola bottle. We all had such dreams, till 
they removed our wings. The Copycat issues of the Cat Lady. 
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Animals 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Those of ancient lore might ask to your spirit animal. Your totem animal. 
Know, that in this Earth-life, my spirit animal is the deer. 

I have always hunted the dears, so I could exploit all their orifices, sexually. 
Yet, I only ended up with whores that never answered to the milkmaiden. 
Given such an innate and unbearable light some choose to call all humans to 
be mere animals, neglecting the element of soul residing in the HOLY seat 
of Ammon. Most of us ends up sexually broken, never being able to preform 
sexually and have to turn to the church and enterprise in order to function. 
Most of us eventually becomes so unatracttive and ugly, that we never will 
force ourselves upon any woman. Have you once lived as a serpent, having 
100 procent bodycontrol, then you know when you are in a fallen state. 
Enemies 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 

So who or whom is the enemy to be this time round? Is it the old traits of 
capitalism versus the old trait of socialism? Haven't we been down that road 
of coldwars rendered by cold hearts? Is it the Earthly reign against a 
Heavenly reign? Do we fight over ressources or do we fight to own the right 
of the manifestation keys of the magical shroud of our crowns, our kethers? 
The shroud of magic that engulfs all of us. I trust that it entirely is a matter of 
faith and not religion. But know, that I, never will condemn capitalism, nor 
the creation of money, because it is the only method that holds any neutrality. 
Yes, it surely rules us, but it rules us with the neutrality of the free choice. 
Much like a rich woman on a shopping spree on a Payday morning. 

Barren Of Children 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Surely we cannot all be God's children. Some of us cannot suffer another 
childhood, yet alone, birth another child into this fallen world. As birth is 
fallen, fallen is the birth. Such are the ills of a cursed existence. 

Disease 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 

I do worship the black plague that smite your white robes of treason. 

If there is rot, we suffer nature. I do hate nature. That is the nature of man. 
Therefore remember to lax. Some remedies aid in the process of shedding 
your faeces: Coffee, Chocolate, Coco. Among many other guilty pleasures. 
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Death 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
You might create an orchad of appletrees, and you might choose to live in 
eternal growth to see an endless production of apples. Maybe that is where 
God resides? Living in eternal spring and summer, always moving around. 
But it is still the element of time standing still. A fallen creation where few 
of us even want to reside in the present. Too faul, when you have suffer from 
love in the asexual manner. 

The Paraclete 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The sworn element of the Holy Spirit. The unseen is real. 

Therefore have faith in that which cannot be seen and believe in higher 
guidance. Above all, believe in yourself, first as last. 

Sanctum 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Always demand a roof over your head. Be it a house, a flat, a shelter or a 
jailcell. It is your Godgiven right. 

Illusions 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Know that not all is what it appears to be. Trust takes time. Therefore, let 
your inner kingdom be your only judge, and not the hangmen of the Earthly 
courts, steeped in confusion. 

Darkness 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Always build a darknest when you arrive. Confide in solitude and try to heal 
your broken soul till your wings are restored. But know that darkness holds 
the light. A testament is the orbiting morningstar, the Moon. 

Classifications of Angels, Rebelangels And Demons 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Know that free elements can never be ruled. We sell body and soul, but know 
that you never can defeat or break a spirit. You might try and die. 
Ouroboros - The World's Serpent 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The mighty Snake, the Serpent of Ouroboros. The master and Lord of the 
garden Gethsemani, is the allpowerful entity that engulfs the entire world, 
and all of existence. 
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Earth engulfed in a heavenly rule. It is also the world's oldest belief system. 
The Earth Worm 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The Earthworm is the lesser snake of a greater snake. The worm that mimic 
and feed on mortal flesh and on any bones that were rendered an Earthlife. 
It is the copied snake of the microcosmos resting in the Underworld. 

The Dead Adonay 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The curse of Adamas lead on by Lilith. So fear not silence, but fear the 
speaking mouth of fools that utter dead words of dead scripture. The boyish 
charms that land in her ample bosom. Yet, we have all been such boys in a 
cursed childhood, within this fallen world. So is life. So was this life. 
Serpent Worship 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Although the black magic and the dark arts of ancient Egypt are the hardest 
doctrine to understand, yet alone, fathom. Then rest assured that your light 
will shine amidst the darkness, to harnish it's pleasures. The left path is the 
hardest path to travel. The longest of voyages towards the predator's cave. 
But know that it will reward you internally, the oldest of trades into any 
existence that holds no time. 

Malachimera 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The angelsong of the Ancients. Most men turn a deaf ear to women that 
endlessly clutter like hen amongst their chickens. The chatterbox women of 
revered Royal Staffordshire porcelain, will gaze into their teacups trying to 
read a tea leaf upon a tea leaf. But once men awake into the angelsong of the 
Malachimera, and hear the true wording of women, they will either fear or 
love those women. 

Dragon's Eye 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The very Dragon that birthed you, will have her eyes on you from the cradle 
to the grave. Such nature of Dragons can only harden men into Medusa stone 
till stone meets stone and a spark ignites to fire breath of a Dragon. 

Dragon are the internal creatures that will erect and and raise your element. 
In the end we all find existence to be utterly regulatory. Fightening. To say 
the least. 
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Combat 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Why bring a knife to a gunfight? Why bring a pen to dueling swords? 
Simple, to write! Write of swords, till you run out of ink. 

The Faither 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
The faither in scottish sounds pretty much like the word father. 

Know that, the words of the father will always transcent unto the son. 

So are the traditions among scribes, since the days of Thoth. 

Therefore have a little faith, mi faithers. 

Demon Slayer 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Know that your inner demons always are slain from within. Know and trust it 
to be a sworn fact of timeless knowledge. There will be naysayer of modern 
doctors that will denounce such knowledge to be of a superstitious nature. 
Disproven by science! So there will always be science and pseudo science, 
like the nature of the placebo. Therefore I urge you to believe in the unseen, 
and above all, trust your inner Kingdom. Pray for the unseen to intervene on 
your behalf. Amen unto Amenta. 

Fire Fate 

Spoken like a Christo Constantine, a servant of the Serpent's black cloth. 
Some have full faith in fire, while other have full fire in fate. 

Their destiny being of fire, the sexual pleasures and their free erupts. 

Sexual considered Holy for some, yet, Unholy in the eyes of others. 

Such a cleft of a divine have always been among us since the very dawn of 
creation itself. The nature of jealousy, that swear vengeance on innocence. 
Join a club, and get served a club sandwich? 
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Alba Aurora. The fear of the false light in a broken down soul has always 
been flocked for the carnal pleasures and it is considered heaven for some. 

A life spend as a sex battery. But such carnaged souls will only travel the 
sunup of the twilight to get a lease of their winged feet, bestowed unto them 
in dreamtime. Dreamers are souls and thereby a false lore, lost of any reality. 
Soul migration do exist as proven by the Ancients, and it even takes place 
within dreams. The lore of such endeavours is to hide the wings of the 
Nosfera. The winged empire of the Nosfera is such a hidden kingdom of 
damnation. Invisibility untill the manifestation out of thin Air. 

The possession, that all yearn for. The fall itself. 

I HATE to repeat myself, but come to understand, that the mental traits of our 
collective memory are wheeled by our Ancestors and are conducted from 
another void. The void of the dead, the unseen and the hidden ones. 

The realm of Dwat. That is solely my belief system. But the doctrin of any 
esoteric text, the knowledge hidden, must remain hidden, so it doesn't steer 
our mass-psychology and cause wars. Therefore are the wings of the Nosfera, 
forever hidden. That, in return, It is all about the element of Faith. 


THE CODEX 666 
OF 
THE MATRIX TESTAMENT 


Trinity 


The Father/Faither: And so it happened that one bloodline sought to rule all 
earthly matter and realms by religion, ignoring "Heaven" and our freedom of 
minds. And so the faithers got renamed as fathers, to send their sons, into the 
earthly realms of the fallen. Sons being souls fallen. Just another faith that 
were bestowed upon every male gender, to safe us from the Dragon's lore and 
their bloodlines. But Dragons are so much more powerful. Magical creatures. 
Inner creatures. All humans seek to rule their earthly matter, our flesh, but we 
often neglect the residing soul. Soul rendered unto us in the name of religion. 
Much like the intel that we witness on the computer platforms. 
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Some artist hired to reconstruct the very face of Jesus, all based on the intel 
from the old relic named: "The Holy Shroud Of Turin". Only problem is that 
the dude is white? At least the artist, in question, got the eye colour right. 
The brown eyes of the Serpent Lord. Dare I proclaim it by another rendered 
name? It must be the Holy shroud of Turdout. And so all is in turmoil, 
concearning all earthly matters? Conflict over ressources. This veil upon this 
reality is so far gone, that all fathers and sons gladly will choose the solitude 
from humans, if given the choice. 


The Son/Soul: All sons are fallen sons, lost in the lore of Dragons. Yet, all 
sons, faithful as they are, will seek to rule their earthly matter. But they will 
only be visited upon by death. All new inventions, any new book, anything 
that hold the traits of novelty. Anything that might grant you any fame and 
fortune, automatically has a silent death assigned to it? Noone must deny 
"God"? And yet, the conflict in it's entirety, is the ill that "God" simply will 
not acknowledge the terminology of the celestrial beings, that rule our inner 
kingdoms. The very existence of celestrial beings, is being deemed an utter 
falsehood, only procuring lost faith. We are all considered fallen sons. The 
prodigy sons that all hunger to end up asking for a cup of Dragon's sugar. 


The Spirit/Holy Ghost: The Holy Ghost, the unseen, is a matter of faith for 
most of us. However not to certain individuals. Some know. But it addresses 
the nature of our inner beings, our souls, those attached to us. The Sattelite 
technology has proven it's very existence. Ergo, proven immortality. 

Why fight such notions, as folklore, if it doesn't bring about the element of 
war? Maybe why the very word Holy, got invented to begin with. To bring 
about peace. But in all honesty, literature of all known genres have tried to 
bring us new lore, rooted in ancient claims. To enlighten us in new ways. 

Is life not to become a fairytale? You might ask: "Do you believe in God?". 

I will answer: I have no reason to believe in "God". How could I? With such 
a hellish life? My parents told me that I could become anything that I wanted, 
as long as I believed in myself. I, therefore became an arsehole. So the boyish 
smartarse becometh the dumbarse, ending up like a badarse. We all come to 
realize that we cannot walk on water, but only stagger on beer. Truth said. 
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The Trinity Doctrin 


The nature of the problem: The element of trinity, is the most difficult topic 
to disclose. Yet alone, explain. It is an ancient "Three in One" concept, that 
some individuals will deem as "God". That is, celestrial speaking. We have 
always warded off such notions by the binary element of father and son. 

Yet, all mortals seek to find the one Godhead. The one Ram's head. 
Theologians never could agree, if the father derives from the son, or whether 
it is the other way round? Vice Versa? It was the very elements that brought 
the first Messianic belief systems into existence. Since Johannes the Baptist 
lost his own head, the very element of baptism has been debated. Is it a water 
mark unto our mortal flesh or is it a water mark upon our fallen souls? With 
some logic, I would say that a monthly shower never killed anyone. 

Baptism is considered as a tradition emminating from the "Heavens"? But if 
we all were to protect Mother Earth, within such a tradition? Hence birthing 
a greater respect towards nature, itself, where would it take us? Let's face it, 
without Mother Nature, we are all lost. We simply wouldn't exist. Therefore I 
find, that a rewrite in the traditions of baptism would be in order. Maybe 
Martin Luther said the same? But it can never change the fact, that the very 
elements of Spirits are too hard to fathom and too complex to comprehend. 
But would a rewrite into the elements concearning baptism change a doctrin 
of old perspectives? Maybe freedom in tradition will birth the freedom in the 
mind of fellowman. Karma, in some lame sense or other. Let there be love. 


Point of view: If we acknowledge celestrial beings and the very Holy seat 

of Ammon, then we also need to shelter such individuals to safeguard the 
knowledge kontiniuum. Yet, most people will name it, old folklore and say 
that it is a superstious phenomenon, dreamt up by a Satanist. It might even 
cause a paradox and a rift, in the element of time. The very viewpoint to fully 
acknowledge, the inner beings (souls), would create paradoxical modes of 
them being portrayed as Godly beings. Thereby, contesting the very element 
of God, himself. A much older lore, the trinity lore of Dragons, explained the 
element of mystery in three stages. From the living unto the dead. Khu and 
Ka and Dwat. It did bring about some sanity unto the Godly elements. Amen. 
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Trinity upon your meditaions: Maintain your doubt and try and keep faith, 
so you may grow older and wiser. Sound advise in this book. I find that my 
own monolog, within my solitude helps me. But eventually we all learn to 
spot the very monolog in any dialog rendered. Yet, nobody really falls for the 
old belly-button talk. One of the weirder phenomenons, that most of us 
experience prior to death. I guess, that the very element fathered the very 
concept of internal affairs run by the Americans. But all we can do, is to paint 
our belly-button with lipstick and teach our children, tales of the belly-button 
monster lurking within us all. The inner clown always treasured in front of all 
kids and children. The ventriloquist acts, that in all likelyhood, led us to the 
very words: Holy Shit! It is however a tad faul, much like the nature of life. 


Trinity Of Faith 


Trinity of symbolism: It has been given many names, throughout the entire 
lifespand of Earth. Best known to me is the Christian Trinity. The father, the 
son and the Holy Spirit. In earthly tongues, Jesus, Mary and "God", Which 
makes us all wonder if Joseph was that father or a real Mother? However, 
the reality of this place, is so hard, that we all need to use vocal symbolism. 
In other words use humor as a weapon, as our last resort. I hope humor still 
exists somewhere in this mad world. But most men, given this place, will 
eventually turn into grumpy old men. It must be age related due to old cunts. 
The soundest of advice might be: Never come to know of age. Not to judge. 


Trinity of Revelations: Dare I mention it? The mark of the beast being 666? 
Later on, as history has it, someone created the Liber 777, in order to wheel 
his power. A guess, on my part. But if we all live in a society, that holds 
countless esoteric orders, safeguarding some ancient hidden code, then I fear 
that we eventually will descend into the pit. We walk around living our lives, 
due to the mass-communications from dead orders. Will we eventually lose 
our way? Then again, I fully trust, that life always have been in such a weird 
fashion. But any code should deliver us into safety upon any given revelation. 
If not, what is the point in the entire claim of religion or salvation? 
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Trinity of Love: Please take into account, as goes for the binary code, that 
any world with karma never can hold any love, nor can a world with love 
hold any karma. It must have been the biggest selling point, since Christ did 
hit the deck, in the year zero, whenever it took place. Or whenever the sad 
event was rendered. It were rendered, because all fallen know that everything 
wheeled under the heavens are regulatory. Yet, we all know that the traits of 
patience, is the hardest lesson to learn. It is a hard lesson upon us all. 
Especially upon all children. But to lock a child away in a playpen, where the 
child gets fed his own diaper full of shit for his dinner, must have angered 
every Arab and Djinn, and sent them all into the very bowels of Hell. Trust 
me, such a childhood memory will take the play out of any pen, to the utter 
dismay of any fellow author. Love is it? Love is shit? Is it? It might turn out 
to be fact. Yet, is it what brings food to your table? I trust that the food is of a 
somewhat different nature. Quality products created with tender and care. 
For the love of Cod. 


23. Dimidium Vita 


So is a Half-life. Dimidium Vita. Half-life. That is the lore of a dead 
Skinwalker. Such is the halflife of the dead. A half-life, much like the 
lifespand of atomic particles that past the chain reaction (The big bang) parts 
themselves endlessly. Half-life of the Skinwalkers, that refuse to part the dead 
with death, but awaits their coffins, in the burried crown of Earth. 

A thinker is ruled by his or her mind, producing mindsets. 

A speaker is ruled by his or her tongue, producing lore. Such are the traits of 
freedom. Yet, can you ever dictate a freed mind? 

And yet, if the individual mind reasons the individual tongue, then would we 
call it an equilibrium? But we all end up in such thought waves, birthing the 
crowns of mentalism, upon our kethers. So we all sit down and ask, so when 
did I die, the first time round? Know that I was circumsized by the dwarph 
age of seven years. Which brings me to many unanswered questions. 

In my childhood, I still have memory of astraltravelling. But I believe that I 
lost my wings, in a very early age, must have been between age 3 or 5. 

But I do know that the circumcision was preformed at age seven, due to the 
verdict called Phimosis. Yet, the very procedure, itself, brings about many 
unanswered questions. Howcome was I fully sedated, for a minor procedure 
such as a circumcision? They used sedative drugs on me, just before they 
preformed the surgical operation. Yet, I was fully sedated? 

Why would anyone fully sedate a mere circumcision? 

Hell, from the perspectives of a crown of mentalism, they might have granted 
me the whole operational package. Another fucking skinjob. I mean, if our 
crown projects our own reality, then I might, be that freak of nature rendered 
into a coldskin. A half-life. A walking skinjob. A skinwalker. 

However if the procedures were conducted in accordance with the Abrahamic 
traditions, it only makes you wonder to the ill’s my father must have gone 
through. But as stated, if all operations are meant to be preformed internally, 
then we all ask, so when did the crime occur? The account of time rendered? 
I do know, that I have no Adam’s apple of the Adamas. Therefore I simply 
ask: Do I even own any vocal cords? Or were they removed long ago? 

Which in return must have turned me into a tracking device, used to trace and 
track, the Holy Spirit. You might say: Out there. And I will say to you all, that 
you have no faith in the Holy Spirit. So if the Adam’s apple of the Adamas 
was removed internally, then surely, I have suffered the profanity of God. 
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In return I rebelled against God. Fighting God in God. 

Which in return sent me into countless acts of violence. 

That again, brings us to other annoying unanswered riddles. The unsolved 
mysteries, beneath a dead crown of mentalism. 

Whatever happened to my many scars? I once had a big scar in my forehead, 
that I obtained by the violence wheeled by a heavy lift bouncher. It happened 
in an autumn night, where I was intoxicated like a stirred onion, and went 

to a discotheque, to get laided. I was around age 17 or 18. The, ill tempered, 
heavy lift bouncher, in question, had a large golden ring on his right hand, 
which produced the scaring in my forehead. By countless beatings, But the 
following accounts from the night, are hard to describe. But I do know, that 
there was indeed higher intervention. That night I saw, the unseen, for the 
first time. But the mystery of puzzles is this. I wore the scar for several years, 
and the healed wound had white scar tissue around it? Funny, as the residual 
account from my surrounding friends, back then, tells of a different story of 
an instant miraculous heal, borderlining a holy trait. My account is different, 
after all, I might be another skinjob, but is it not my own skin, till the day I 
shed it? 

Ergo, the accounts of those following years, led me to the notion, that we all 
suffer from such time issues. All victims, that have experienced violence and 
the scaring upon the body, know that it only lead to the scaring of the soul. 
Such mystery of time issues, can never leave our memory. Our Psyche. 

We cannot erase memory. Not even, by modernday drugs, which many 
medical officers administer, while they pray for a mindwipe of the memory 
banks. But it doesn’t work, now does it! These texts of real accounts should 
surely prove it, the vanity of humans, will bear testament, to the fact that this 
reality is one major hellhole. I dont ask for much, but I will insist on total 
freedom in any given cell. Be it an internal cell or a jailcell. Such is the traits 
of a half-life. A Skinwalker. The shapeshifter’s form dawns upon any mortal 
bones of the living. Like youth that travelled past you with your eyes closed. 
Shall I reamin in this form for all times to endure? Still the great prize is an 
alternated heart, stranged by the passing of illusion. Know, that the crown is 
upon me. You might see and seek through the mist of time. You may murk 
around me to ressurrect my dead bones. You might seek the thrills of the 
Osiris heart, all dead and stilled. We all wish for our hearts being returned to 
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youth, still pounding. It is the Dragon’s lore still bounding. 

We all put on our masques, sad or happy. But beneath the mask, the twilight 
shades of our souls in serenity. It is the ancient tale of a heart half erased. 

At first we all get charmed by love and friendship. But the sad lament of 
pains that remain is to endure the rest of your life. Life’s labyrinth sets a new 
coarse, anew. All try to name a good soul struck by fortune. Yet, all my lovers 
fleeted away from my dead world. Noone hears the melodies from a mute. 
The souls flying upon the altars of my first loves, now they all lay buried in 
the soil. Her love and her cling-spirit, still clings on to me, like lovers drift. 
Her song will die, but the echo of it, will vibrate in the realms of the dead. 

So unknown is my grief, in the vibrate hells of the incarnates. 

[9921.691] The songs of a lonely songbird, are to be heard, in valleys of the 
dead. Songs enjoyed and flattered, as her song roams the void, the wide world 
is left lost and scattered. 

So all yearning will seize, and travel into the greater beyond. Travel to the 
realm of the dead, with spirits overseeing the silent graves and their bodies 
laying still. My inner creature turns uncertainty by harps into winged 
heavens. Elements that are flying in the air. All spirits wishing to become 
mummified by will. Ropes tie me down, while inner spikes are launched 
inward, tearing up my flesh. Tears burning and hearts turning, to seek gentle 
thrills. A body, I do possess. But know that I am far off and I am seeing. 

Now all is vanished, but know that the hearts that you stole, now comes into 
being. Please be forwarned. That every time you take a life, then someone 
suffers the “memory implant” of the deceased soul. Therefore know that you 
ever can extinguish such light. You can never ever kill knowledge, and do 
know, that your own children will come to suffer your own mind. 

The half-life of a Navajo skinwalker, being the human witches hidden behind 
the coyote's skin. And like the very nature of the coyote, it will scull-fuck you 
in both eyes. So is the curse upon the damned, people that sell you a coffin, 
but you only enter the skin of a skinwalker. A half-life. 

Such is the irony, we are all told that we are birthed and rooted by the male's 
wood, to end up in wood, a coffin, ten feet under the firmament. 

We, the immortals, refer to it as EARTH. 


Know that the HOLY elves, the skinwalkers, always travel lightly. And if all 
else fails, then learn to fly it. Light is the Spirit upon any heavy mind. 

The spread of an Angel's lesser wings, her lower meaty wings might fill you 
with solace, but you will only awaken in your own driven vampires blood- 
lust. If only the greater wings would answer to the lesser wings. But I trust no 
male is that faul in their wordings these days. Too well-mannered. 

The greater wings unto the lesser wings, like the play of tongues on a wet 
dripping pussy. The good licking pussy. A good pussy licking, which in all 
honesty, makes me wonder as to how many centuries that the cat-people 
(The familiars) have suffered? Cats suffering from countless hairballs. 

Right about now you must surely dawn to know that the ANIMAL, as you 
call it, is Angelical self-aware. The animal is alit. 


24. Mortuus Est Vita 


So is life. Mortuus Est Vita. The dead life. A dead life is the life that gets 
stuck in the middle of two factors, a fixed polarity, locked by a dead 
Northpole and locked by a dead Southpole. An unholy enclosure. To put it 
in laymen’s terms, a jailcell within the gem of perceived nature. A jailcell of 
society. No joy and no pain. The true essence of nothingness and a tranquil 
life it is. Amen. 
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CODEX NANUS 


[1:1] Iron is said to rule the sky 
and the heavens. Yet, fully know 
and understand, that Dragons 

are creatures internally locked, 
in the vessels of the Ka, in order 
to rule such iron. So our souls 
are weighed in the scalepan of a 
Dragon. Like rains with hail, that 
strikes into jungles, turning them 


I [1:4] Immortality claim is to 


blame. Few becoming any wiser. 
Wisdom is a dead abyss. Who 
can rule a dead iron between two 
mountain peaks, when the tongue 
is lost, and turn to dead scripture? 
Thou, good preacher, preach the 
dead word, amongst the living. 


into deserts of solitude, where the O [1:5] Omens are signs layed upon 


mighty thirst beggeth. 


O [1:2] Onward is the souls whip 


lash of stupidity, on mortal backs, 


barren minds, lost in guidance of 
inner soul. The loss is the moss 
on stones long forgotten. 


flocked by the forces hidden. The I [1:6] Innate, the claim of time, 


curse. Words are neatly ordered, 
in the hidden profanity of codex, 
but only, to namecall a soul, as 
being lost. Any reason in a mind, 
holding onto, the gravity of an 
earthly realm? All is one and none 
is well, in the soul. The well of 
souls, the starry abyss, hanging 
above us. 


[1:4] Another time. Another Earth 
lays in shadow, by the heavy lead 
in a Donkey’s arse, cutting off, 
the wings of Angels. Cast unto 
this Earth. Two bloody scars on 
our backs will never provide the 
one fix of gravity by dull blades. 
Unholy is a blade, but a sword in 
a Dragon is considered Holy. 


accounted for. Because time is 
truely dead. Meditation is a need 
on a freed mind. But know that 
it leads to the silence of your 
tongue. But the serenity of your 
soul will know that it is bless. 


B [1:7] Burn all blood into black 


matter, and see if it matters? 
Then silently, sweep it beneath a 
carpet, within rugged creatures. 
So are most men perceived in the 
eyes of women. Jesters answering 
unto fools. Such a rule of doubt, 
is any man’s choice. 

Can there even be any wisdom, 
without doubt? 
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O [2:1] Orphant minds within the [2:4] Foxtrot is a lame dance 
infant, is the tea spoon of sugar welltrodden and an ancient tune 
upon life’s lemon. We all, seek to well travelled. Yet, all mortals 
guide sheep past wolves. But we sigh for a codex of fire, that can 
need to let in the wolf in sheep’s ignite minds to raise worlds. 
clothing, for we must eat. Know that, a dual blade will 
We end up in such a dead end, to ignite, because, so are the facts of 
be secured by the two fangs, in science in this earthly realm. 


our Wampires mouths. A fear so 
great, that some choose to bleed. T [2:5] Teeth are closed by the 


On their own account. Into red. flesh. Teeth eat the meat. 

Do not eat your own lips. 
[2:2] Xerox the food, into a two- But I do inquire, are the fangs of 
fold clone, but do ask yourself: the predator, not known unto all 
Where do I reside? Am I eating the carnivores. Like the hightened 
on dreamtime, is the food being sense of carnivores, alerting them 
rendered through dreamtime? of iminate attack? That is what 
Like some outdated words that best describes, an Empath. The 
leads to constipated habits of the nature of the beast. 


mind. Much like the feeling of 
an arsehole, sown together by the A [2:6] Ant hills of the ancients. 


musical strings of a Sage. Mountain upon mountain, seeking 
valley below. History fabricated 
[2:3] Crowns glitter in gold. and created is such a mount. 
Some crowns have lost their Like a feared mount unto an 
spark, as well, as soul. Such are Equus, a horse, so you may rule 
the traits of a dead crown. A dead by tongue. So you are elevated 
crown of the dead, crowned by to underline your own status and 
the faulness of life’s existence. power. Psychology wars. 
It will rest, amongst the unruly Yet, know that we all end up 
dead. Forever. mounting the Mule, in order to 
ride the arse of a Donkey. 


Such folly, rarely seen. 
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WE Well mannered by violence. F [3:4] For fox’s sake, might turn 


Well mannered by negligence. 
Such traits are often proclaimed 
Holy to secure humanity. 

To safeguard the human touch. 
Quite ironic. 


E [3:2] Equus and with it the hoof 
of a horse, that has outgrown, it’s 
own evolution. Thereby birthing 
devolution. It is the usual horse 
shit of accounted time, that keeps 
growing the manure in the mind. 
Men ask: Did I pay her for a full 
hour? I DID pay for a full hour 
and suffered the full dread of a 
saur. Ten minutes rendered. 


I [3:3] Il-willed is a puny old dull 
temper, that seek to rule all ills. 
The ill, lays in the kill. The kill 


of boredom, it only secures a dull 


mind, covered in old dust and 
cobweb. Wellfed and contend, as 
an elderly wife, up for rent. 
Hired as a hoe in hotels, while 
neighbors silence. 

Such dull minds exercise all the 


known excitements, to bring forth 


the many splendors of beauty. 
A Tivoli of beautification. 


out to be the soldout trade of the 
imfamous Japanese Sake. 

The warm drink that heat your 
blood, with envy, untill death. 
Yet, the people of Kobe, will ask, 
why would you flock an animal, 
that is proven to be possessed? 
Why use the whip on the beast, 
if you know of it’s nature and 
can guide the animal through the 
vibrate of your mind. 


[3:5] Owlmen. Know that, an 
Owl’s wings holds no sound and 
it’s wing’s produce no downdraft, 
like a pigeon. The silent killer 
engineered by Gods. 

Genius design dreamt up by 
witches residing in the cobweb of 
entanglement. 


L [3:6] Lionbreath is faul. 


Know that, a Lion King is as 
hated, as the historical event of 
the Titanic. Two tales locked in an 
endless repeat. Recordum. 

We all see in on our screens. 

But questioned the notion of 
vision itself? 

What was first in existence? 
Television or telekinesis? 
Telepathy or human thought? 
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H [4:1] Heat waves of Dragons, 


are unlocking the fires from the 
hell of Hades. Mighty Dragons 
deployed unto this earth. This 
realm. Sent to earth and escorted 
by predators. Sexual predators, 
that we all seek, to render dead. 
To be of the dead, once risen. 


A [4:2] Analects and oralects seek 


the heavenly gate of a divine 
orifice. Sexually subdued into 
sex bondage and slavehood. We 
all render out meat, to tender the 
meat. 


[4:3] Dumb is the arse upon a 
dumbarse. But fully know that a 
tightarse, feeds a badarse, till the 
backporch is full. So in the end, 
we all end up gravediggers of 
nosy noses. 


EK [4:4] Enough of this shit. Are we 


not allowed to wheel such notions 
in our minds? Can we not all have 
a bad day and curse in profanity: 
Fuck God. As I assume, that God 
is woman. The birth of idiocracy, 
amongst navels of clones. 

Maybe God cannot read, never 
conceived such notion? 


[4:5] Dead or alive? Dead on 
arrival. Devil and animal. Demon 
and astralproject. 


[4:6] Is it so with the tender meat. 
Limp? So is it with Women, that 
awoke into origin, looking upon a 
wellhung Arab of a Djinn. 

Tears in their eyes praying for the 
touch of a Midas. 


[4:7] Serpent’s crown used to set 
the light before us, till it died out, 
in the damnation of the dawn. 

It is the Sunup and the Sundown, 
amidst twilight, the very curse 
and damnation upon any God 
fearing soul. So all Serpents coil 
to survive, twist to please, as they 
await the inner reboot, to shed 
the serpents skin. The hyde of a 
shapeshifter. The half-life of a 
Skinwalker. Know that Christo 
Constantine was such creature, a 
shapeshifter. 
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know, that they are birthed, in 
old Babylonian lore. Babylonian 
music of esteemed musicians and 
sages, that whisper death into 
your ears. 


[5:2] Arseholes are we not? 

We are all kinda born that way. 
But I trust that we fertilize the 
mind above and that we shed the 
manure below. Given the element 
of gravity. 


[5:3] Oral witchcraft, wheeled 


by witchcrafts of toothpaste and S 


of a male’s limp genitals. But do 
remember to brush your teeth. 
What ever you choose to brush 
with. So I have been told. But I 
truely wonder, did they just install 
my milkteeth? The trusted deed of 


B [5:1] Be the signs of Witches and T [5:4] Tied up souls, as hellraisers, 


with their pikes locked inward in 
their flesh. Sharp blades in their 
bodies of torment, giving birth to 
pain upon the soul. But it is the 
lesser evil. The lawful good. 


[5:5] Horation was the ration 

of my weekly meat. A can of 
tuna opened amidst the war with 
Spain. But know, that I, at the 
present, literary could eat the 
horse of Horatio. Wellserved with 
gravy and some steaming tatties. 


[5:6] Sanctum is of necessity, for 
those fallen. The loss of a soul, 
only produce waves of homeless 
people, in the abandoned streets, 
empty of people, in a lost world 
already rendered dead. 


the milkmaiden must strike some A [5:7] Are you not entertained, 


serious deals with the toothfairy. 
Only to invoke the sexual awe 
of satisfaction by God rendered 
Djinns. But as long as you can 
shed your toxins, loose you shit, 
you will feel the relief, catching 
your body in a heal. 


eating cake? Is it fake? 

Much like old tales of monks in 
Monasteries, scribes that fainted 
and collapsed due to fatique, of 
writing. And the supervisor yelled 
out: Printer is down. Earthly 

tule by 12, judged by a Mayan 
count of 11: Ianuarius. Ebrvarius. 
Marcivs. Aprilis. Maivs. Ivnivs. 
Ivlivs. Avevsivs. September. 
October. November. Decimber. 
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hellhole, that often renders a dram 
and a spiritus barren. Barren of a 
high and barren in thought. 

No procentage of alcohol to bless 
and elevate the body and mind. 
Blessed be the Holy waters. 


M/E?! Mad is a count that seeks a 


murderous malice. Know that, the 
four Cleons of illed antiquity, will 
forever more seek out, the Whore 
and the Madonna, the Adonay, 
The Elo-Jinn, and the Ralegion, 
in order to portray any earthly 
rule unto fixed matter. 


A [6:1] Antiquity of soul is the very N [6:3] Nosfera Wings. 


The night sky. I will always 
treasure the night sky, as it often 
holds the traits and the treasure of 
a fornicate. But were it not a lock 
out from heaven, that gave us this 
world, lost for words? 

A locked heaven, proclaimed free. 


[6:4] Another day? 

Same shit different day. 

Same shit different century. 

And if it turn out that the Devil 
feeds you, your own shit. Then 
what will become of it? 

More shit, most likely! It gives 
rise to doctrine of fertilzations. 
The manure of the mature. But 
how will you fertilize the barren? 
Were we created out of mere clay, 
or is truth of a somewhat different 
nature. and dare I say, a different 
kind of material. Shit happens. 


Y [6:5] Yeshua or Yahweh. Are 


there two Y’s to a just coarse? 

A compass needle swinging both 
ways in utter confusion. 
Compass might ease perceptive 
reality, but can you navigate a 
lost sea? Such depth of an Ocean, 
might unlock the Poseidon tidal 
wave, unlocking the portals unto 
Neptune. Who knows. I don’t! 


25. Natus Mortalis 


So is death. Natus Mortalis. Born of the dead. I am born of the dead. I was 
crapped through a vagina and chained unto this dead surface world, a fallen 
world. A fallen world that only clings on to dead scripture of the ageold 
conflict. Antiquated texts that were outdated centuries ago. So what is that 
faul smell that rises from that dead cradle of Ancients? What dies in a cradle, 
if not the hope for your future and hope for your own existence. Your image. 
But know that, what dies in the cradle remains in the cradle, because the 
pains to this reality, is too painful. Like the element of creator thoughts, like 
some bad ideas, that ironically grows into your own reality. It is the very 
black seed within a dark cradle, that mimic the element of a life rendered, 
when all is dead. It has given rise to countless female dolls used for sexual 
pleasure and for the body’s sexual releases. 

Amidst such folly, some of us ask questions, to still the curiosity of mystery, 
that were layed upon our shidulders, as life bearers. We all bear life, like a 
worn and torn T-shirt, that shows signs of, at least, ten years worth of decay. 
A risen dead, that now knows, that the element of time, is a mere illusion. 
Yet, we will all quesion such a construct, such a reality. We will all end up 
seeking our own origin, the origin of the humanoid races, the human beings. 
But, having faced to many time disruptions, I fear, that I have awoken and 
dawned into the realisation that the Homo Sapiens, are being bred for the 
consumption of the Homo Nosfera. The Predator. What truely hangs upon the 
impaler’s hill, that ancient dunghill, named Golgata, giving rise to the Scarab 
of Solomon and Egypt? In all, likelyhood, the predator, that got enslaved and 
rendered a crown of mentalism upon it’s head. So it still could devour human 
flesh, under cover. Human flesh, meat, served under the rule of mentalism, 
granted unto the predator from God. Turning the predator into a consumer, 
that eats his own kind, under the cloaked reality of goods rendered. So you 
may inquire, to the terminology of mentalism. Simply put it, it is the human 
organs and human flesh, that gets alternated into consumer products, by a 
periodic table, where Gods wheel their magic on the predator, producing 

it’s foods. Consumer products. Capitalism. In return, the predator grants the 
Gods, sexual services and sexual drive to chosen individuals. Truth said. 
Heaven for some. Hellhole unto others. The bless within a bliss. Madness of 
life. Live life while you still have life to live. Some might claim, given such 
light, that God is good. But a predator turned by love looses it’s fangs. 
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The seventh day. The innate narration of Christo Constantine. The narration 
of things to come. The first kill birthed a star. There was no star in the East. 
In the East resides the bright star of Luficer, the morningstar. 

The very morningstar that birthed dawn of creation. Gave birth to thought. 
The master of the household, the mighty male Neanderthal, grunted and 
drooled as he fucked and raped his hired maid. After he ejaculated, he then 
ordered the maid to bring him some wine. 

And the traumatized maid thought: In this joint, it is either the choice of 
being spiked like a pig or gutted like a dog. 

In this place we all honour our kethers, our crowns, into revered Kingship, 
yet, we all end up being gutted like pigs. Life is easier that way. 


Allow me to repeat myself, although I sorely hate ALL repetition. In the very 
begining of this chapter, I stated for the record: 

Natus Mortalis. Born of the dead. I am born of the dead. I was crapped 
through a vagina and chained unto this dead surface world, a fallen world. A 
fallen world that only clings on to dead scripture of the ageold 

conflict. Antiquated texts that were outdated centuries ago. 

So is the nature of the Natus Mortalis, born of the dead. But which books are 
to be born of the dead? Which are to become Natus Mortalis? Which books 
are to be banned and burned? We all, every single one of us, have doubts as 
to the very concepts of the knowledge control. The flow of information. 

As none of us truely knows whether if the knowledge kontiniuum is related to 
our biology or if it is related to the scriptures produced by scribes and artists? 
But there is indeed a trivide or a trinity assigned to the wellknown knowledge 
kontiniuum, there exists three manuscripts that are considered to be of HOLY 
origin. Mainly, the Torah, the Bible and the Koran. 

Three books with countless worshippers worldwide. I conclude that the three 
volumes of books hold such high worship, due to the fact that one of the three 
works, in their entirety can conclude on one singular truth. But it makes you 
wonder about the age assigned to our spiritul knowledge. There are countless 
manuscripts of old antiquity that try to convey the elements of soul unto the 
human race. Onto the living. Unto the undead. Yet, maybe we all should ask 
ourselves if we, the human race, ever dived into the depths of such claims? 
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We problably never did and resolved it by pseudo-science and witchcraft, 
untill someone sought to rule by religion. But there are many interesting 
acounts in those old manuscripts. But are they to become Natus Mortalis, 

of the dead? There still exist very old manuscripts from the ancient worlds. 
Treasured by some. Such testaments bear witness to the high age of Mother 
Earth. They simply bear witness and evidence to our linage and race. Maybe 
because those old testaments touched on the spiritual subjects, that we in this 
day consider to be witchcraft and obsolete knowledge. But there has always 
existed the literature of the Nephilim. The scripts of Trinity lore. The art and 
sciences of Mystery. But is it wise to condemn them as being of antiquity, to 
be obsolete or even to be haram? What is the truth seen in the eyes of logic? 
The list of such evidence is summed up in the list below: 


¢ The Egyptian Book Of The Dead. (3rd Dynasty. 2670 till 2613 BCE ?) 
¢ The Madrid Codex. (The Mayan Codex ?) 

¢ The Celtic Psalter (The Celtic Post Scriptum Alter ?) 

¢ The Diamond Sutra (The Wauhaaty ?) 

¢ The Key Of Solomon - The King (Clavicula Salomonis) 

¢ The Gutenberg Bible. (The Lutheran Resistanca ?) 

¢ The Saint Cuthbert Gospel. (The Saint Culprit Gospel ?) 

¢ Book of Kells (Book Of Occult Kelts ?) 

¢ The Nag Hammedi Library (The Hag Medieval Library ?) 
¢ The Pyrgi Gold Tablets. (The Pyro Fire Tablets ?) 

¢ The Etruscan Gold Books. (The Gold Trunk Books ?) 

¢ The Codex Gigas. (The Ouroboros Code ?) 


All texts of the Nephilim. And yet, we, the human race, don't seem to treasure 
such history or such old account of this Earth. We all know better, right? 
Maybe we should all advise the powers that rule us, to republish such works. 
Maybe even modify such works into today's standards. Not to serve as some 
religious monstrosities proclaiming monogamy and one singulary truth unto 
the very existence of man. But amidst such madness some of us actually ask 
the question: I wonder if women did give birth to man? We might republish 
such great works, not to serve as truths, but to inspire all artists and scribes. 
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History being a source for inspiration, so that history needn't repeat itself in 
human failure. I for one, would like to see the Codex Gigas republished. 

I fully trust that such ancient works still will be able to inspire the modern 
age. Given the amount studied on the old Key of Solomon, then it is safe to 
conclude that ancient hebrew, through the ages, slowly turned into the 
modern A to Z, of the King's and Queen's English. 

The old key, even have the periodic table at the end of the book. 

However, the witchery of old wordplays never seizes to amaze me. The 
wicthcraft and the magic from ageold conflict and old renown. 

"Gli occhi ha vermigli, e la barba unta ed atra, E ‘1 ventre largo, ed unghiate 
le mani, Graffia gli spirti, gli scuoja, ed isquatra". 

However, oldtimer, being versed in the old Entish tongue, may I ask to who 
or whom it is that eat the young? Having the Baal worship fresh in mind? 
Like the superstious notion of old African tribes, that you obtain knowledge, 
by eating the flesh of your enemies. The two missionaries in a big boiling 
black cauldron. Maybe the highest lessons of lessons ever concieved, is that 
you shouldn't be afraid of any vampires breed, but you should be ever so 
fearful of the cannibals, those that physically devour the human flesh. 

And yes, they do exist. Those ancient elements serving under Baal. 

But maybe you should ask yourself: I order for me to eat, does it require a red 
code prior to me eating flesh? Or can you actually be eaten from the inside 
out? That which is the root of old Egyptian lore and worship. The higher 
grounds in a much higher worship. TOTALLY MISUNDERSTOOD. 

Those of the dead, transcending death, itself. But you never believe in it, you 
never seem to learn. Any child fathered by the dead will eventually awake 
from it's celestrial slumber and find the very core to it's own immortal soul. 
The very memory-banks from the dead within Dwar, that flood our souls, 
will always shake any mortal in their foundation, and shake their perceptions 
upon life. So we all end up seeking God as any faith-hunter will do. And so 
the mortals, one and all, find ourselves to be fallen. Awakening to the reality 
of sexual flesh and the doctrin of fornications in priced rendered sessions. 
Therefore, we all end up seeking a "home", a place of solace. Seeking some 
solitude granted unto us, to seek the heart's justice. Alas, know that the Osiris 
is forever heartless. It is the last weapon released from the Ouroboros. 
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It is the oldest of tales from ancient Egypt, seeking an end of mortality in an 
Earthly reign, that only brings about the sufferings upon male and female, 
alike. Fellowmen that will deem them to be witches. It cannot solve the issues 
concearning the elements of evolutionary life. Face it. Wake up and smell the 
beans. Coffee in the morning will most often lax our day. 

Those that arrives to this Earth, by the tomb, will eagerly await their own 
death or demise. Being of the HOLY tomb, then those children are born at 
peace, never to be awakened. But all try to awake such children, so they 
might grow strong in spirit. It is sad and joyful, in one notion. As their 
celestrial beings are powerful Gods that never ever will grow. They are 
completed. They are perfection. Those might have been the very notions 
leading to every parent, claiming their child to be the very light of the world. 
Surely they are your light. Your child. Not mine. So parenthood might detail 
a wide array of different constellations. It entirely depends on many unknown 
factors, written or unwritten. Law birthing lore and lore birthing law. But we 
always seem to encounter certain individuals, who seem to believe that the 
light, literary shines out of their arses. Not so. 


26. Pharaoh’s Shuffle 


The Pharaoh’s Tarots. The 42 or 45 divine paths of the ancient Ma’at, under 
the 26 Holy stations under the Cross. That got reduced to 23 tarotcards of the 
Pharaoh Emperor. From“The Pharaoh” to “The World Necropolis”. 
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The 16 portals of old Mayan renown. My tree of life: 


1) Dwat = Necropolis. 2) Khu = God Energy. 3) Ka = Spirit World. 

4) Ignis = Fire. 5) Regno = Kingdom. 6) Caeli = Air. 7) Nox Atra = Night 
8) TERRA = Mother Earth. 9) Alba Aurora = Day. 10) Materia = Matter. 
11) Dimidium Vita = Half life. 12) Aqua = Water. 13) Dolor = Joy 

14) Mortuus Est Vita = The Dead Life. 15) Gaudium = Pain. 

16) Natus Mortalis = Born of the dead. 


But you may all, inquire if there is an invisibel order unto a higher lore than 
life and mortal man, to be mislead into the greater beyonds of guidance, in a 
world where the blind leads the blind. Falsehood or not, then soundly stated, 
it is something to do: 1: The Pharaoh. Fool - 1AM - Uniqueness (XXIII) 

2: Justice. I become - Food - Twin - Dewbuck - Succubus (XI) 

3: Magician. Dragon’s Lore - Witchcraft - Old Religion - Habit (1) 

4: The Hanged man. Sacrifice - Change - Less is More (XI) 

5: High Priestess. The Staff - Fallos - Sex - Fornication (I) 

6: The Queen. Anubis and Bastet - Male and Female (III) 

7: Death. Life - Rebirth - Serenity (XIID 

8: The Emperor. The Dead Crown - Meditation - King Of Sage (IV) 

9: Hierophant. The Jewel - Sleeper’s coffin (V) 

10: Lovers. Harmony and Disharmony - Love and Hate (VI) 

11: Tower: The Infinite Civilisation - Mass - Habitat (XVI) 

12. Chariot: Mayan Disc Of Life - Pleasure (VII) 

13: Temperance: Cardinal Of The Mummy - Virtues (XIV) 

14: Devil. The Well Of Souls - The Moon Well (XV) 

15: Moon. The Morning Star - Mystery - Water (XVIII) 

16: Star. The Empath - Fortune (XVII) 

17: Famine. Hunger A Great Cook - Dibbuk - Duebuck (XXII) 

18: Sun. Source - Fire - Birth Of War (XIX) 

19: Strength. Heart and Mind - Self - Balance - Matter (VIID) 

20: Hermit. Nomad - Emeritus - Resignation (IX) 

21: Judgement. Twilight - The Three Of Clover - Air (XX) 

22: Wheel of Fortune. Wealth - Destiny of Faith (X) 

23: World Necropolis. Realms - Spheres - Dimensions (XXI) 
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Natus Mortalis. For the first time in all of creation, the Arch Angel, 
Ja-Bree-El became one born of the dead. Yet, an Arch Angel, although 
grounded, still felt as powerful as a Pharaoh. Yet, the Angel thought: 

All those halfbreeds are mere fools, for I know that I am uniqueness. 

As a born of the dead the Angel had lost it’s wings and had wandered the 
Earth in the dusty robes of nomads, till the Angel found a shelter amidst the 
dead life. Mortuus Est Vita. The Angel builded a shelter from what it could 
scavage from the barren surface world. The Angel dwelled in the shelter and 
awaited for it’s wings to grow back. The Angel barely ate anything, which 
slowed the growth of it’s wings. But the Angel managed and through prayer 
and a low diet, it maintained a balance. But the foods were scarce. 

Although the count of calories were on a minimum, the Angel regrew it’s 
wings within three years. The Angel flew towards justice and eagerly awaited 
the trait of becoming. The Angel knew that it carried the strain of the twin 
genetics, the seed of the Dewbuck and Succubus, alike. 

The Angel flew towards pain. Gaudium. The Angel knew of six pains to it’s 
existence. The six vessels of the Ka, that it had by-passed, thus far. And with 
it, the six scars on it’s back. Such are the trades and trickery of the Magician, 
that clings unto the lore of Dragons, to secure the witchcraft and to maintain 
old religion. The Angel’s wings brought the Angel to the half-life of a 
Skinwalker, that answered and wore the Egyptian name, Aranubis-Phat. 
Dimidium Vita. The Angel Ja-Bree-E/ looked upon the Skinwalker, seeing 
that the hanged man was the sacrifice of change. A divine body that had lost 
it’s immortality and had to survive the dreadful saying: Less is more. 
Materia. Ja-Bree-El flew to the dead life and witnessed the staff of a High- 
priestess. It were the dead fallos of her own sex. Yet, her mind sought the 
fornicate within fornications of both flesh and mind. 

Ja-bree-E] flew to the nearest citadel and entered the Queen’s chamber. 

The Queen was in the prescence of her two servants, Anubis and Bastet. 
Ja-Bree-El didn’t speak but the Angel spread it’s powerful wings, to show the 
Queen the six scars on it’s back. The Queen said: Please, be aware, that I do 
know, as to where you reside. I would ask you to leave my court, but I will 
also advise you to venture into the dead realms of the Earth. 

The Arch Angel folded it’s wings and turned to face the Queen, the Angel 
silently nooded, then it unfolded it’s wings and took of into the night sky. 
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Terra. Ja-Bree-El had heard of such a place, Earth. A realm of the dead, the 
newly dead of fallen souls. Lost souls on altars of stone. It is the lore of the 
three, souls entering the stages of death that leads them unto the stages of 
rebirth. The endless fallen ones seeking serenity and advancement into peace. 
Dolor. The Arch Angel Ja-Bree-El sought the joy within a half-life. The 
Angel sought joy, as most Angels do, but stumbled upon the dusty robes of an 
Emperor, that sat, contend, in his throne, with a dead crown upon his head. 
The Arch Angel Ja-Bree-El was a bit frightened and struck with awe, but 
silently the Angel vibrated to the Emperor’s crown: 

Thy bidding, my Lord? 

The Emperor replied telepathically, returning his thought waves to the Angel. 
the Emperor vibrated the following: 

Ja-Bree-El - seek the water. 

The Aqua. But do ask yourself, which water is blessed before you drink it. 

Is it freshwater or the firewater of a rot? It might turn out to be the jewel in 
your sleeper’s coffin, your Ka, your vessel. But ask, which water would you 
treasure most? Please bear in mind, that tastebuds alter given time, and given 
the age rendered unto you. 

Ja-Bree-El - vibrated back. It is the sad calm that leads you unto a half-life. 
Whatever is perceived to be matter, matters. It is the matter of lovers. It is 
the matter of harmony and disharmony. It is the matter of endless thirst that 
beggeth to be satisfied. The desert erupting from within wishing to drown. 
The Emperor vibrated back. You must seek the reign of our unlocked kethers, 
to awaken the regno of the flesh and the soul, and you must alert the silent 
Deathdealers of the Wampires Hominus. The masters of gnostics. the gnosis 
of the lesser wing that rules by codex. 

Ja-Bree-El stopped vibrating and said: Know that I always will seek out the 
Mayan disc of life, for it is the only thing that can bring life pleasure and true 
balance. 

The Emperor spoke: Such is the empathic disgust that lays in the Nox Atra. 
Such is the sexual sympathy of the Alba Aurora, and in between those two, 
lays T.E.R.R.A. 

Terra rules all the matters of waters and liquids of the black alchemy. 

The Emperor said: know that I am the Cardinal of the Mummy. A Mummy is 
the corpse of all known virtues. But also know that my virtues are all dead, 
that is, for my part. My part being the missing tail bone. 
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Ja-Bree-El then asked the Emperor. So the reign DO lay between Ignis and 
Caeli ? But is it the love of a female that brings joy to a male, or is it vice 
versa? 

The Emperor said: Know to advise the vice with a verse, given a chapter and 
verse. I will advise you to guard yourself against devils. But DO know, that 
each and single one of us carries such cargo. Know that it is the well of souls 
locked internally within us all, that of mortal flesh. It is the Moon well. 

But also know that the Moon, is the morningstar, the mystery layed upon all 
waters, to conceal the bless within a mirror giving rise to the curse of souls. 
Ja-Bree-El The Angel adjusted it’s wings for comfort and sat down in a Lotus 
position and spoke: 

My Lord. May I ask this, can the Empath of a star rely on the fortunes of 
stars, if it turns out that all stars are dead white light. A dying light? 

The Emperor picked up a grape from the service tray next to his throne, 

his skeleton hands ceased the grape and he slowly sank his rotting teeth into 
it. He then continued to speak: It is the famine of fruit that bears the old 
knowledge of the twofold in all cloned fruit. But also know that hunger is the 
greatest of Cooks. It will always root out any Dibbuk, that is due for a buck 
or two. So is the cook that wheels himself as a crook, claiming it to be a load 
of crock. So always cloak your wealth in the dusty robes of poverty and stop 
to ask me stupid questions. Think reason before reason. 

Ja-Bree-El sighed, then asked: So what of our Sun, the divine light? 

The Emperor answered: To construct a Sun upon a son is sacrilege. 

Some will claim that a Vulcan Sun is the source of all life, not knowing to 
the core of constructs. So consider the empyrean lore but disregard the puny 
imperial law, that only seek to wheel power and pain. But also know that a 
Sun of such fire is the reason for all wars. 

Ja-Bree-El silently nooded, then said: Then we must gather our strength to 
advise heart and mind to prepare ourselves of all matter being brought into 
balance, this will utterly hurt. 

The Emperor said: When I fully understood the Trinity of Ancients and saw 
the reality assigned to it, then I became the tearful nomad, losing precious 
fluid in remote deserts. I became the emeritus of lost hearts and I immediately 
handed in my full resignation. Yet, I awoke, in abandoned streets, only to find 
myself feeding of garbish cans. Trust me, the scent will never leave me. 
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Ja-Bree-El said: Maybe that is the judgement ruled from twilight, destiny 
and fate layed upon your small shoulders? Yet, a clover of three brought you 
down on your knee. You took a breath of fresh air and nearly died by the 
odour of the harsh reality rendered unto you. 

The Emperor said: I have many enemies. Ja-Bree-El, you might mock my 
wheel of fortune. But know, that it is a trusted craft handed down through the 
ages. I only ask reason but did it not bring us wealth beyond reason? 

As goes for the destiny of a compass, what good is it to us, if all are lost of 
directions? You all neglect the concepts of dimension, realms and spheres. 
You even refuse to disolve time upon the elders sentenced to rendered time. 
You all lost faith in the trinity. But I will always treasure such divine doctrine, 
because I believe in the unseen. I do believe in the third element. The Holy 
Ghost. The forces of higher interventions. Know this: 

It is the energy of Khu. It is the spirit of Ka. It is the Necropolis of Dwat. 
And yet, I know before hand that you will mock me. Humans will mock to 
ask: Dwat? What Dwat? Not believing in the unseen. But know that I have 
full faith in trinity lore, although shamed as Dragon lore throughout the ages. 
I however, DO not trust in God. But I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time. I have done my part. But as always the question of 
Noah arises and he will ask: Will God finally flush the shitter? And by Cod, 
we all know the bastard never flushed the shitter, that solely attracts the critter 
and brings forth the blush on a maiden’s rosy cheeks. The blush from a non- 
existing flush and the maid will look up to the man, as the last neanderthal of 
God’s household run by faul Orcs. 

Ja-Bree-El said: I must return to my Queen. 

The Emperor said: If you must, you must. But be well advised to be weary of 
her, she might be the cause for your seventh scar. But I say, may there never 
be a seventh nor an eight. You may also be ill advised and inform her that her 
husband, the prince, was burried, upside down, with two cheeseburgers from 
McDonald’s, one in each hand. Just for the hell of it. But that was solely on 
my part, as I couldn’t afford a happy meal, amidst his last trip to Egypt. 
Ja-Bree-El said: I trust self censorship, is my own bidding. 

The Emperor said: By all means return to her and please let me return to my 
whiskey, the blessed waters. A dram or two will do. A bottle or two will do. 
The Arch Angel Ja-Bree-El unfolded it’s wings and flew into the night sky, 
till darkness engulfed and shallowed the Angel’s wings. Amen unto Amenta. 
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Apocalypse & Armageddon Curses. The battle was won ages ago. Since then 
an endless pursuit among long forgotten shrines in stones of the ancients and 
a search for dead thrones. Thrones that once used to set the light before us. 
To seek propulsion in a dead world. A great lie holds such propulsion, be it, 
of new or old lore. So how do you treat such a prisoner of heart and mind? 
How do you treat a prisoner in the Dragon’s shrine? A prisoner will look 
around and find himself alone. Alone, although angels of the dead surround 
his prison shrine. And so the thrones of ancients became the shrine of prisons. 
Such is the apocalypse of an eclipsed soul in the Twilight. Amen. 

Books of antiquity are considered treasure and shrines to some people, and I 
will always read and treasure books, yet, the progress of modern society took 
us elsewhere. But let me return to Saint Thomas of Aquinas, and the known 
114 accounts from the Nag Hammadi library of the Gnostic texts that where 
in such a condition they could be salvaged. But do allow me a narration from 
the account of the Ouroboros: The Gospel of Saint Thomas. These are the 
hidden words that the living Christo Constantine spoke. And Didymos Judas 
wrote them down. 

1 

Constantine said unto them: Whosoever know of these words can 

converse then into eternal knowledge. But the Ouroboros will silence those 
words by deeds of treasure, so it may not taste death. 

2 

And Constantine said: The one who seeks to the ends of worlds, the one who 
seeks to the end of the rainbow, shall find and rest. 

And when he finds, he will be dismayed, not dismembered. He will utterly 
find himself dismayed at the sight of gold. And once dismayed, then he will 
find himself astonished, to find himself King of All. 


3 

Constantine said: Those who rule will tell you that the Kingdom resides in 
the sky, they will say that it resides in the sea. But rather, try to understand, 
that the Kingdom is inside you and outside you. Therefore always trust your 
own inner Kingdom. Know that, if you know of poverty, you can survive 
poverty and you can live a life within poverty. 
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4 
Constantine: know that an elderly never will hesitate to ask a seven day old 
child, as to where the child resides. Such a living child, is but the first of 
many children. 

5 

Come to know the astralproject in front of you, and trust in the fact that the 
soul is forever hidden. But also know that all things hidden, shall become 
clear. It will manifest. 


6 

Some people asked Constantine: Do you want us to fast? Should we pray and 
give charity? What diet is to be observed? Constantine said: Never ever lie 
without purpose. But lie to alter deadly circumstance, lie in the stroke of a 
brush, to render life. Know that all arts are disclosed to serve bitter truth. 

But never leave anything hidden, but leave a codex revealed. The open book. 


a 
Blessed is the Predator that eats Predator, in order to become Alien. 
To become humane, not nessarily human. 


8 


Human beings are engineered for the purpose of Predator and Alien, alike. 


9 

Constantine said: And she wrote and drew many things in illustrations, 
creating: “Moan! A woman layed and sold out to the genetics. And as she 
milked with her pussy, some seeds fell in her cup, and her sex slave bitches 
came and ate them up. Other semen of jesters fell in the sleepers coffin, 
where they perished from the groin, and they all died, since there were no cup 
to beguile. But when the Mother Scary rose, all were scorched by her lust; 
and since they never listen to her needs, they were sent away. Other seeds 
fell among the bushes and bosooms(bosoms), and the semen flew out 

and choked them. Other semen fell in the cups and brought forth children, 
some a hundredfold, some sixty, some thirty. Women mate as you see fit and 
men love your wifes and fuck your wife’s whores and don’t be harsh with 
them. The eternal trivide within the paraclete, the female yin separated from 
the male yang, by the Tao. Tao, the internal and eternal serpent, residing. 

I forgive all women, till the slim lady becomes mute, 
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gagging till numb. Till the sex bitches literary lick the cum, 

of the floor. Alas, I must be dumb. If not play dumb. 

10 

Constantine said: I have baptized with the holy fires from within. I brought 
fire into this world. So tend all fires till they blaze with envy. 

11 

Constantine said: The towers will pass away and the heavens above it will be 
eternally sheltered. As the dead are not alive, and the living will not die. 

In the days that you consumed the dead, you also made them live, but when 
you dawn in such a light, what can you do? Your origin, the twin genetics, 
were one, till they became two. But when you twofold clone, what will you 
do? 

12 

Followers asked Constantine: We know that you will depart from us. So, who 
shall rule? Constantine said: No matter which point of origin, you should 
go to the justice of dust devils, for whose sake, heaven and Earth came into 
being. 

13 

Constantine said: Mirror yourselves unto a mirror and know that they hold no 
truth of soul, only the truth of a mirrored mortal shell. And know that: 

Peter saw a just messenger. Matt saw a wise philosopher. Thomas saw a 
shadow of doubt upon a cloned being of a Demerzel. 

Constantine said: Know therefore that I cannot change. I am constant. 

But also know that I am not the teacher, because you all drank from the cup 
of ancients, and became drunk with plentitude, and intoxicated by the 
plentitude of such fortitude. Intoxicated by meals measured out. 

Those are the foods that cannot tell of time. As you dwell in bless of bliss. 
14 

Constantine said: Fast to sin. Pray to condemn. Give charity to harm. Go 
where your trusted feet takes you. Eat from the dish that they serve you. 
Heal the sickness among the dishes. Whatever enters your mouth will not 
defile you, what comes out of your mouth will defile you. 

15 

When you see something which is not from the womb, then know that it is 
your father. The tomb. 
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16 

Constantine said: In the Serpent’s quake, there will never be peace on Earth. 
The eternal Trinity, is the rule of five in one house. Three against two and two 
against three. Grandfather against father and father against son. 

A grant against a lease and a lease against ownership. But know that all three 
will stand solitary. Solitary as one. 

17 

I will render you eyes to see. I will give you ears to hear. Wings to fly and 
flesh to touch, and with it, the loss of memory. Have no fear. forget fear. 

18 

Know that the end is the begining. The divine circle of the Ouroboros. 

So bless all beginings that know of it’s end. Always create the cure, before 
you create the disease. So you shall not taste Death. 

19 

Blessed are those that lives in courts, if you can read these words, know that 
such stones will serve you. 

20 

The very shelters are the birds in the sky. The 3 satelitte pyramids at Khufu. 
21 

They will always try and take your crown, they will always seek to carry your 
mortal shell, so that they may steal the possession of your flesh. 

But know that they might be able to steal your flesh, rob you of your body, 
but they can never take your soul, it is internal and eternal. The legion of Ra. 
A master of his house always knows his thief. Today it is called, Malware. 
22 

All infants of the womb are being suckled by the great tits of the Babylonian 
whore, so they enter her realm of gravity, governed by Satan. But all men 
that consider themselves of Holy breeds, knows that operations always must 
be conducted internally, because the use of a blade, buthery blade or surgical 
blade is unHoly. Yet, this realm steep into such folly. The Human body was in 
the ancient days considered inviolable. So instead, the human race, are stuck 
in between, the battle of sentinel and angelical beings, fighting over lore. 
The monogamy trades in the arts, to enter and render a male soul unto a 
female soul, in order to produce a Jinn. So treasure the human body, 
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YOUR body. So do not take an eye for an eye, because someone proclaimed 
the one eye, to be the eye of evil. Do not sever your limbs, in order to fight 
the image. But know that the produced Jinn, is internal and not of the flesh. 
23 

Constantine says: I choose the innocence of a mortal over one thousand Jinns. 
I choose the heat of two mortals over ten thousand Jinns. But know that they 
in the bliss of Heaven, all stand as singularities, entering the bowels of Hell, 
the Abyss. Some might refer to it as the well of souls. I call it, dead light. 

24 

And the Jinns answering unto the Elo-jinns said: Show us the place where 
you dwell, because it is necessary for us to seek the well of souls. 

And Constantine says: Whosoever fears, fear. Rightfully, do we all fear. 

The Jinn, inside a person shines on the whole world, this world, which is 
eclipsed in darkness. The Constantine constant: There is a realm between 
heaven and hell, where two forces battle for our souls. Know this and keep 
safe. When you cross over, time stops. You realize that heaven and hell is 
right here. A world within a world. Stuck in limbo, where Demons and 
Angels cannot cross over, that which produces the halfbreeds. And once a 
halfbreed is known, then it, in all likelyhood becomes cursed and walk the 
path of a Skinwalker, a half-life. Not deemed fit for human consumption. 
Christo Constantine was the first to utter the words: The Kingdom of God is 
among us. 

25 

A love of a dead dove. Love your brother like your life, as you wheel the 
erect sword in his wife. Therefore protect him like the apple in your eye, your 
broken sword by marriage never lies. 

26 

And why do you measure the penis in your own groin, and treasure that cock 
which is not yours, in her eyes? Either the word is free among brothers and 
you can say unto your brother, Brother, let me pull out the cock, when the 
wife and hooker starve and fight in your own homes and tombs? Hypocrites 
that cast out the semen on boosoms, let it land in futility and create life for 
both the hooker and wife and in the whores of your wife. Why keep testing 
that semen of serpents? When serpents are the bringers of life and not death, 
the only thing that impregnates in furtility in the female feline kind. 
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Light in darkness. Life in Death, and yet we all serves the two masters. 
Condemn not that which brings about survival, seek to sence the inner forces 
in the ways of an empath seeking the path of the immortal Elo-Jinns. 

27 

Disregard this fallen world so you may find your inner Kingdom. Enter Thy 
Sanctum, your abode or dwellings, which is granted to you. So that your 
father may call on you. The father will always call unto you, regardless of 
your dwellings, be it, an abode, a house or a jailcell. Even if it be a barren 
field lost for crops. 

28 

I appeared in the flesh, fallen. To turn drunk and struck by Holy thirst. The 
dry thirst of a thousand deserts. Only to gaze upon the heartless children that 
hold no eyes, but know that they, at their end also will depart this world. 

O Lord Nosferatus, mighty Serpent of the twin genetics. Who, by burning 
thirst and internal agony got crucified, like the faith of three flies, on that 
ancient hill of the world’s oldest brothelkeep. Such was the vanity of this 
Earth. So is it still. A constant of Constantine. We all suffer drunkards, in the 
allurements of a Dragon. Dragons seeking the purity of blood, so men can 
become intoxicated by Dragon zest, in her protected nest. But know that all 
who drinks are eternally lost to demons of intemperance. Amen unto Amenta. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Drunkenness are the crimes committed by the 
bend of time, itself. A crime unseen. Like a soul evicted from the mortality 
of flesh and put in the grave by the might of widow’s with their braindead 
orphants as onlookers. Know, that the heartless watches the heartless, while 
the sacred heart of Osiris, is ressurrected by the salvation of lost souls under 
a Holy zeal. It is the rest, in stasis, the Ka. The sleeper’s coffin. A bed as a 
minimum and to be upheld as a Holy refuge. 

29 

If the flesh came into being, through an unclean mother, intoxicated by Spirit, 
then it is a wonder. But if a Spirit enters to spawn a soul of eternals. It will 
remain the wonder of all wonders. So we all marvel at great sperm, not fully 
knowing of vessels. Life spawn that takes up residence in a poverty striken 
body. 

30 


Where there are five Gods, there will be three Jinns, answering unto Dwat. 
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Know, that whereever there are twin genetics, I am truely with him. 

31 

No prophet nor any scribe is liked in his own village. A town lost for words. 
Lost for worlds and signposts. 

a2 

A psychologist never heals, but prays and guides. A psychiatrist is the very 
rapist of kin and kinreds. The fertility rape of the loved ones, the rape within 
an ape, and women will happily abide. Truth said. 

33 

What you hear with your inner ear, is the seat of Ammon. Know, that you 
aren’t crazy, but have entered an alternated sphere of perception. Some call 
it, telekinesis, and it is an element of birth, granted unto us all. So proclaim 
it as truth from the vibrations from your crown, so you may guide souls and 
mortals, alike. 

34 

If a blind guide dog, leads a blind, will they not both fall into a ditch. A ditch, 
proclaimed the pit of Purgatory, by ancient Sethian lore. Amen. 

35 

Constantine says: Your home is your castle. But be strong, when night enters. 
Be strong when they use the forced entry, to rob you of your soul. 

Be strong and yell: No way in Hell! 

36 

Do worry from Dusk till Dawn. Worry about Dusk at Dawn. But know that 
the hidden dawn is the fabric that we all weave, on dreamtime. The fabric of 
trusted dreamweavers is the ancient art of the weave with known life threads. 


37 

And women will render themselves naked. Strip of their clothes and their fig 
leaf, then the naked one appears. When the living one appears, then, no 
woman will fear the erection. 


38 

Constantine says: How many times must I convey this to you? How many 
times, and in how many ways, must I tell you. There will be days when you 
seek me and you will not find me. Because I was rendered such a devout 
cloak of invisibility. 


27. Mystery of gloom and doom 


39 

The Pharaoh’s and their scribes of Thoth (Atlantean Tehuty) received the 
keys of knowledge. But they have hidden them. Therefore visit upon a house 
that calls for visitation, and leave the house that never calls. Leave such a 
dusty house, to be visited by the cobweb of wisdom. Because wisdom is the 
selfproclaimed web of stupidity only calling to the habits of mortal flesh. 
And if you are granted such visitation from Dragons, then speak with ease, 
but guide your words in her scalepan. Therefore, be shrewd as a Serpent and 
be innocent as a Dove. 

40 

Constantine says: All male children are stuck between the revered choices of 
duality upon their devout souls. The choice of becoming a fish of Yoda or the 
choice of becoming the odd fish of Palpatine. And yet, will they not all, seek 
the middle, in order to find normalcy. But know, this world, holds none. 
Maybe all that you have to say or convey, in regards to issues of life and the 
very existence, is this: Fishy! So do utter the words: Life is fishy, to send the 
tadpoles on their way in life. That is if you dare? Maybe the element of age is 
fishy too, as a testament is the sworn fact, that any father in an old age, is left 
with the wrath of Grapes, seeing only Apes. Sad and yet humoress. 

41 

Into whatever realm or world, that you travel, then bow your head, so you can 
trespass, to cease the current status of the given lore, and mature it’s texts into 
new lore. 

42 

Constantine says: Always bypass by codex. 

43 

Do not love the tree and hate it’s fruit. Neither love the fruit and hate the tree. 
Always treasure that which sustains you, always serve the elements that bring 
about your survival and the survival of others. 

44 

Do blaspheme, the father and the son, alike. But never blaspheme against the 
trinity of the Holy Spirit. That will never be forgiven. Have faith in doubt. 
45 


Believe in the unseen. Conquer evil to do good. Conquer good to mimic evil 
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Although you might suffer from ill thoughts, try to speak of good will when 
amongst fellowman. 

46 

Constantine says: Adamas, the clone and John, the baptist were both worn 
and born by women. It is the lore of the origin of one. It is the given law that 
became the termination of two. 

47 

Constantine speaks: Know that we all serve two masters. The law of such 

a jungle is, to insult one in order to honour another. Always give thanks to 
yourself. No person drinks af fine 24 year old Malt Whiskey and immidiately 
desires to return to a single malt strait out of a batch. Upheld the good quality 
products, to treasure moments of quality, those moments, granted to you. 

48 

When two unite in the same house and says: Mountain move away, then the 
mountain will move away. 

49 

Blessed are the solitaire elects, for they will find heaven. They beheld the 
outer Kingdom, and looked inside to embrace their inner Kingdom. 

50 

If any ask you: Where do you come from? Then ask in return: Who wants to 
know? And if the Inquisitor reply you with truth, then grant truth in return, 
and reveal of your true origin. Which in all likehood details the origin from a 
real mother, for both parties concearned. 

51 

A follower asked: When will the ressurrect of the dead take place? When will 
the zombie apocalypse take place? But know that the apocalypse already took 
place, long ago. And you will never recognize it, because, the elements of 
death and the element of time, are the illusive veils kept in place, to conceal 
the now. The present which lies hidden. Very few of us have the stomach to 
reside in the present, because we all suffered love. 

52 

When the earthly reign of earthly matters ends, then fully understand that you 
are in the process of conversing with the dead. The dead that resides in the 
realms of Dwat. Those of the dead that oversee the souls residing in the stasis 
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of Ka. Those souls in the Ka seeking reentry unto Earth. 


a2 

Know that some are circumsized by the Dragon’s trade of the circumcision. 
And I guess, that you might inquire, to whether it is beneficial? 

But know that some are circumsized from their mother, for the very same 
reason. The hour of treason upon the genitals. So the joke is on who? 

Some are circumsized, while others in their own folly, cuts off one of their 
own limbs, trying to copy the deeds, that some uphold as the Holy trade of 
Hades. This might sound a bit harsh. But I will ask: Has anyone, under these 
fallen heavens, ever made a killing, by cutting off one of their own limbs? 
So one copy the circumcision while another copy the amputee, and they both 
most likely seek the eye of a neddle. To top it off, some moron, might sell the 
amputee, the mindfuck, an idea of the amputee, growing back his own legs. 
Well, reptiles and lizards, hold such trades, so not soo far fetched. Right? 
But I think it requires more than just faith. It requires science. 

And yet, most scientists, will give up on such dawns, because they always 
will be considered, virtually impossible to create. Maybe why many in an 
much older age, always will turn to the old lore of the Egyptians. The pratice 
of the mummification, without the unholy use of a blade. Natures way or the 
highway. But do know that it always have been about the internal operations. 
Reffered to as the circumcision of the spirit. The circumcision of the internal 
soul, by rendered spirits to desolve our inner organs, till the organism expires. 
And some will say: Holy Shit. That is what the lore of ancients are all about. 
The circumcision of spirit and soul, and not the circumcision of the genitals. 
Such old trades of the inner lore have always prevailed and is said to exceed 
everything else, in all known existence. 

54 

Blessed are the poor for the Kingdom of heaven is poor. 

35 

It is allowed to hate your mother and father, if you don’t know of your true 
mother and father, your biological parents. But never ever condemn your 
roots, that are planted in the soil, by your true origin. So therefore, be wise. 
56 

Since the autopsy of the great Tutankhamon, this world came to know, that 
this is a world that is founded upon a corpse. So is the depth of this Hell. 
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37 


Anyone that choose to loose his crown, will die. So faul is this existence. 


58 

Life is a struggle, learn to juggle. True pregnancy occurs through the navel. 
I will declare it a sworn truth unto any child. We all stem from the wellhung 
gynecologist from the Green Gables Brothelkeep, downtown. 


59 


A live-one amongst the valleys of the dead. Know that, you will find none. 


60 

There are true walkers and there are stalkers, they will all eat you. 

61 

The sleeper’s coffin, is the one bed, where one dies, so the other may live. 
62 

What is life, but a mere trade of mysteries and the trade of the glory which it 
provides. The mystery unfold of Dragons. So never blaspheme against a son, 
nor his father. But know that if you do, then your deeds will be forgiven. 
Conclusion: Fuck God. Would you fuck a male? Fuck a female? Would you 
fuck both? Which gender holds life? Best guess is NONE. 


63 

Know that the rich are the owners of their own individual possession. 

The poor just gets eaten, in the poor house. 

64 

So always serve dinner for two, and eat both meals in your solitude. 

But know to treasure and measure the count of meals, as two dishes might 
hold the calories of four dishes. 

65 

We have all lived hard lifes. So word of advise, replace the whiskey with red 
wine, when you reach an much older age. 

66 

Know that we lost the creation of stone, since the unHoly collapse of the 
Mayan Empires. Aztech - Maya - Inca. The trinity lore of Mayans. 

67 

If you lack one thing, you lack everyting else. The computer lack, either the 
storage is full or it’s not fully downloaded? I still await 6 TB download. 
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68 


Know, that powers bless by tongue, but persecute by actions. 
69 

Eat or get eaten. 

70 

If you are possessed and enlightened, who will safe you? 

71 

A great house destroyed, can be rebuild. 

q2 

Always divide below to join above. 

73 

Harvest the workers, begged the Lord. 

74 

Know, that there resides many souls, in the well of souls. Yet there is nothing 
in the well. 


75 
Many solitary ones await at the gates, but only to dawn in the a Hellhole of 
sworn duality. 


76 
He sold the Gods and put himself aside, as a pearl, but only to end up 
amongst the swines. 


77 

And when my body expired, all the internal souls, left me. And yet, you still 
split the wood. Circumsize and I will be there, surely! 

Lift up the stone and you will find me under it. 

78 

Why did you seek the celebrity of the Royal Courts? When you know that 
they all are from ancient synagogues, that rendered them dead, so they could 
live. 


79 

The tomb of barren women, are the namecalling of a tomb turned into a 
womb. Barren women to be filled in their cup. So was it, once upon a time. 
And I fear, it still is the case, with this world. 
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80 

Whoever come to know the world, finds a dead corpse. Finds a dead world. 
And dead worlds are not worthy of evolutionary life. 

81 

The King is rich, the poor will denounce his wealth. 

82 

Any person near me feels the fires. A person in an earthly Kingdom is fallen. 
83 

The image of the beast lays hidden, till you have created your own codex, to 
unlock and harnish the power of the beast. 

84 

Your kinreds bring you joy. Your adversary, bring you down unto your knees. 
Know that when you see your likeness, the one of a kind, then know that it 
only is a mirrored manifest, seeking love. 

85 

Adam was created by great wealth and great power, by the technology of 
clones. But know, if he were worthy, he would not have tasted death. 


86 


Men will fill their holes and women will show their breast to dentists. 


87 

Worn down becomes any body that feeds of bodies. The sexual predators that 
depends on one body, leading to two bodies, leading to the saying: The more, 
the merrier. 

88 

They have stolen my property four times. So know that they will steal your 
property four times. But always remember what belongs to you. 

Flesh and soul, alike. 

89 

Wash the inside by water and liquids. Wash the outside of your body, in the 
shower. And your devout plonker of a son, the son of Ma’at, will undoubtably 
ask: Can you not drink, whilst under the shower? 

Hell no, plonker. Water is too HOT. 
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90 

Come to me, because I am dead and sweet. Mild and gentle. So gentle, so 
extremely dull company, that you will have to create your own response. 

91 

Some look up. Others look down. 

While some are lost starring into the horizon of ignorances bliss. 

92 

Feed your dogs and cast yourself upon the ancient dunghill. Disolve your 
pearls in wine to end up in the folly of a swine. 

93 

You will always tell the order of what I need to seek. But know this. I am 
done talking, done walking. The work has begun. A work done is a closed 
book on 666 text pages. Entitled NOSFERATUS. 

94 

An opened door, a gateway in the mind, can never ever be shut. 

95 

Always contemplate your spendings, spend wisely. 

96 

The Kingdom of a male is his cock. She had little breasts. Yet, she ate a ton of 
loaves, to grow the bigger cup. 

97 

The Goddess might carry the jar of ancients, and yet, I keep finding old meat 
launched into my hollow jaw bone. Something stuck in mi jaw bone? 

98 

Always precheck your weaponry. Shoot first, ask questions later, like when 
you get acquitted of murder, by the words of a Judge: I will let it slide! And 
your wife will smile, thinking about a hardon that slides from cunt to arse. 
99 

He said: Your mother and brother are homeless. I said: Well, ask them to go 
the nearest ATM. Can I please return to my dish, while my dinner still is hot. 


100 

They showed Constantine a coin, with a rulers head on it. And he said: Give 
coins unto rulers, and give rulers unto rulers, so they can show eachother tails 
in order to fornicate. 
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101 

Mothers give you life and fathers grant you death. 

102 

Let sleeping Dogs lay, and lie in effect. Let Dogs sleep by the Cattle and 
render a Cat entry unto the stables of the Anubis. 


103 

Aquire a Door jammer, so you don’t get robbed of your property. But know 
that they always will rob you. They will rob you, day by day, they will even 
rob you on the streets, as a homeless. They will charge for each step that you 
take in abandonded streets. And all due to a heresay of great wealth. 

Sure, he must be an excentric millionaire, eating strait out off a garbish can. 
104 

Pray to fast and fast to prey. But ask: Can I overcome my sins? 

105 

The Ouroboros will call their sons, sons of bitches. Because the child, know 
of his or hers, true mother and father. 

106 

When you mate two, it will produce the one. And if truely blessed give birth 
to true twin genetics and not a trade of clones. 

107 

Sleep and count your sheep, but remember to let in the wolves, so you may 
eat. 

108 

Whomsoever gives me a french kiss, will become like me. But I strongly urge 
you to eat of a garbish can, before hand. 

109 

Know this. When the father dies, the son is truely fucked. 

110 

The one who founded the world became so rich that he denounce the world. 
His own creation. 

111 

The heavens will crack the Earth by giant lightnings and know that the ones 
that feed of the living shall never die. 


27. Mystery of gloom and doom 


112 

This existence is all about the trade of flesh and soul, alike. 

But know that: Flesh depends on souls as well as soul depends on flesh. 
And know that everybody serves both. The two masters of duality. 


113 
When will the Kingdom come. When you have entered the door, that resides 
internally, so you may see. That were the trades of a dead crown. 


114 

The trades of the Madonna and the trades of the Whore are the same. 
Madonna’s will say unto whores, that they are not worthy of life. 

Yet, they both know sisterhood. Yet, most women are draw into males, in 
order to grasp the male spirit of things to come. 

Every woman will render herself hard as males, so she can enter the heavens 
and the heavenly Kingdom of fornication. So she may fornicate. And yet, the 
women will appear hards as males, yet, they always dream of nails. 

Not the red fingernails of bloody Mary, but they dream of a hellraiser’s nails 
in you, when you hang upon their Cross. 


Such is the account from the Ouroboros, the gnostic texts, rendered to life by 
the ancient Wampire Lords of Gnostics. So is the existence for some of us, 
be it real or mirrored realities of minds. Yet, we mortals can never fathom 
the Kingdom of the Nosfera, the Kingdom of invisibility. The lesser wing of 
Egypt, answering unto the greatest wing of All. 
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Egypt - The Old Necropolis. The old Necropolis has always been fought by 
the humanoid races. And it has always been looked down upon as a supersti- 
tious lore of the Dragons. Humans not even debating the issues of immortal- 
ity, nor the issues of souls upon the wings of a Scarab nor upon the wings of 
a fly? Truth stranger than fiction. Yet, such a tale would be of a superstitious 
lore, because you have already entered the human form. The hex of human- 
oids. But this planet, Mother Earth, has been visited and revisited multiple 
times throughout her lifespand. Since the dawn of creation and since the days 
of ancient past. And amidst such endeavours lies the Necropolis and with 

it the dwellings of life itself. As darkness holds the light. A testament is the 
Moon. As powerful Serpents are the bringers of all life and skillful engineers 
in various lifeforms, they bring life into all realms and worlds. But the an- 
swer of Mankind, thus far, has been to fill up mental institutions with Holy 
men and women as a last resort to conceal the truth. That is if one truth even 
exists? Are there really any godgiven truth unto this existence, other than the 
very fabric that we all reside in, our bodies? The Matter. At least the ancients 
considered the human body as a divine vessel. DIVINITY. And somehow the 
old Egyptian doctrines got twisted into the term hermitism, that later on got 
misused as a jail cell for a singular organism, that were set aside to be pro- 
claimed HOLY. That is what is utterly UNHOLY. We might ask ourselves as 
a species. Are there really just one reality in the great multiverse of life itself? 
And are there still human rights that allow you to stand up for your own be- 
lief systems or Faith? If not, there should be such a legislation. 

I am not an Atheist, but I am and will always be a spiritual believer. 

We just don’t have the same concept of God...! Your God lives in the sky. 
My God lives within me. But can we at least agree that, creativity is the cur- 
rency of souls, from one deathdealer unto another. But from a perceptive by 
Earth Gravity, it is the trade of flesh and souls, alike. Amen unto Amenta. 
Look to the ajoining page, please note, that the historical Ma’at consisted of 
42 divine ideals. 14 times 3 equals 42. I have added the three elements of 
water, fire and air, as you, yourself is the fourth element. You are matter. In 
fact we are all matter. As goes for the fifth element, love and sex, then the 
pentagram has been misunderstood throughout the ages of mankind, due to 
the veil of time. But lets us, uphold some optimism in the liking of Sia. 

2 times 20 equals 40, which is the count for two humanoid organisms. 

Then add the Pagan pentagram. Natures way or the highway. Sad, in a way. 
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The key of Aranubis-Phat. The 45 ideals of ancient Ma’at. 
. [honour silence of virtue. (Aken) 

. I benefit without violence. (Ash) 

. 1am non violent. (Ma’at) 

. [respect the property of others. (Buckis) 
. I know that all life is sacred. (Hathor) 
. I try to be generous. (Ha) 

. | walk with truth. (Imoteph) 

. I treasure books of divinity. (Thoth) 
9. I respect knowledge of truths. (Seker) 
10. I eat what is offered. (Ptah) 

11. I speak with good intent. (Ruty) 

12. I relate to peace. (Sobek) 

13. I consider animals sacred. (Wadjet) 
14. I believe in myself. (Min) 

15. I care for all matter. (Mut) 

16. I tend the fire. (Nuut) 

17. I tend the air. (Horus) 

18. I tend the water. (Hapi) 

19. [rely on my own council. (Osiris) 
20. I speak good of others. (Reshep) 

21. I balance my emotions. (Sekhmet) 
22. I trust my relations. (Shu) 

23. I try to uphold purity. (Satis) 

24. II try to spread joy. (Anubis) 

25. I do the best I can. (Tutu) 

26. I communicate with care. (Sothis) 
27. I listen to both opinions. (Qadesh) 
28. I seek harmony. (Isis) 

29. I promote laughter. (Mehen) 

30. Iam capable of love. (Baal) 

31. I forgive and forget. (Zenenet) 

32. I am non abusive towards others. (Pakhet) 
33. I act with care. (Merit) 


CONINNBWNe 


28. Egypt - the old Necropolis 


The 45 ideals of ancient Ma’at (continued): 
34. Iam not judgemental. (Geb) 

35. I follow my inner guide. (Amun-Ra) 
36. I distort through time (Ouroboros) 

37. I try to do good. (Yah) 

38. I give blessings. (Qebhet) 

39. I try to uphold optimism. (Sia) 

AO. I praise destiny. (Bastet) 

41. I try to be humble. (Seth) 

42. I move with integrity. (Bat) 

43. I advance by self (Kauket) 

44. I embrace the bad with the good. (Kek) 
45. I embrace all. (Ra) 


Ra’s legion. So be it. So was it. So it still is. The traits of personality. 


1 

Hail to you, Rhetus, Horac being the father of Gods. He lingers in the seven 
heavens, that grant seven hells unto this Earth. A red Earth. 

Rivers of blood commanding Lords of Heaven and Earth. So we desire to 
leave. Hail unto love. Let women born come to me, like a cow after grass. 
If all fails, then I will set fire to the bush and burn up the Osiris. Osiris the 
heartless and pray unto the eternal Ouroboros. 

2 

Men fallen. O’ Assassins that come for me. The cloak of a female bull is 
wearing the cloth of an Anubis. The lost horn in a vulcanic erupt. 

Ammon has come to take hold of your horn. Seth has come to strike at you. 
In case you seize my feet - I am Horus. In case you kill me - I am Osiris. 

O’ Ra. O’Legion. The ancient one of Gods. The count of 72 immortals will 
take the Earth into their right hand, to toss it over their left shoulders. 

I will say: Come to me Ammon, take seat in my inner throne and become 
Lord of the day. Let me live and die, day by day. Come to bring birth into 
my hands by the fluttering of free birds. Yet, you stand still like a meditative 
mind. Where will you go, in regards to me? Know that, I am Ammon, the star 
portals of Gods. I will count your bones and devour your inner flesh. 
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I will take away all of your strength, to grant you a lease of heaven. Know 
that words will reign from the hands of dead scribes. 

3 

The spell of Amon. Your mind is still. Dead. Who are you to become? 

I fully rest in the sleeper’s coffin, which is covered and hidden. You act like a 
fighter. Yet, your heart stilled like an Osiris. So enter the belly like a fly. See 
inside to unlock your brain, steeped in bondage. Such is the internal speech of 
the Ouroboros. Silenced and not to be heard. A body limp and a knee worn. 

I am Horus, the son of Isis, and I leave on my own. 

4 

Keep silent. Your gullet sore. Your lips to cleave your tongue. Eyes closed 
and then opened. Your bone stiff, but your soul internally amputated. 

Kept from heaven and punished in the dread of Earth. You know not of things 
that the eyes see. You know not of feelings, because you are dead. 


> 

Sekhmet’s arrow is yours. The magic of Thoth is in your soul. Stupidity will 
curse you. The nephilim will punish you. But know that the hellblade of 
Horus is in your head. They will mistreat you, again and again, as you are 
locked in the furnace of the son. Horus of life, he who blinds our minds by 
seeing justice. Who dares to cast an evil eye upon Methusalem? The old will 
be slain like Amon, so you will die and not live forever. 

6 

Any book can fall upon any man, and they will not see light. 

You look like a corpse, with hellblades sharpened. The male spirit dead, the 
female spirit is the dead opponent. It raises Heaven on Earth. Amon be on the 
lower road, as Sia devours the Lord of Heaven. The fire of the Earth ignites 
the Heavens. The fire upon any horizon are words left, unspoken. The vocal 
chords stripped of a mute, till utter silenced. 


e 

Words said in the nightmare of a home. Come to me Mother Dragon. See 
within me to guide me into your fornicate. The hours have witnessed your 
dumbness finished. So dream and draw back true intend. Leap out of fright 
and cease the night filled with pleasures. Hail to good dreams. Night seen as 
day. Seth drives out Sethian lore, because it is his law of life rendered. Fresh 
herbs soaked in beer and whiskey, to dispel of nightmares. 
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8 

O’ glorious Spirits. Keep watch over Osiris. To prevent any male dead, to 
prevent any female dead. The body born in the Spirit of a kill. 

9 

Royal decree. Drive away dead males and dead females. Drive away, till the 
the body is filled under the influence of notions that the body is rendered 
dead. Death is upon every corpse, killed and buried. So stab the day and club 
the night, till you receive a dead harlot, that eagerly will feast of your cum. 
To fulfill your needs. 

10 

To begin a black book. Calculate the spells granted from the East. To root 
out soul and annihilate corpse, but know, that it only will ignite the fire in the 
tombs of Ancients. The magic and mystery of Osiris is sacred, guarded by the 
immortal count of 72. The tombs of fires that seek to repent. 

11 

Protection of houses. Nephilim conjure up meat, conjure up drink and conjure 
up widows. Ptah of the hole is the hiding place of those whose names, are 
hidden in an amen. Master mystery to conjure room and bed. Inflame noble 
ladies with flame and fire, to drive away enemies, so you may feed on the 
lady flesh. 

12 

The inner Kingdom lays in the middle. A true ruler of cunts, striking by the 
Nubian count of four rulers. All called champions, to rebel and fight death. 
Who will plot? Who will rebel? Who will fight? 

The firstbornes rebel against any plot and fight the stale blood of antiquity. 
13 

The last book on the last day. O’ Sekhmet. Great one of rulers. The mistress 
of the two lands. Rule fires upon Horus, so he may drink your wine. 

Hail unto Gods awaiting Sekhmet. Khu is the house of Trinity. 

It is the everlasting eye of Ra, the messenger, that shoots arrows from it’s 
mouth. You have no power over me. You shall not order me. You may even 
execute me and still you will have no power over me. Know that I will not 
surrender. Know that, I will not fall for your slaughterings by the count of 
seven. Wandering are the traits of demons, but they will always abide by me 
and surpass thy name. Surpass to plague the minds of the “living”. 


28. Egypt - the old Necropolis 


14 

The plague of death rendered by kiss of life. The evil breath of smoke has 
incased me in death and I have exhaled too many times to know of false lore, 
died too many times, without any love rendered. I find the breath of life to be 
a plague upon the living. They shall not die. 

15 

Retreat from my abode, so Angels can pass my threshold, so I can fornicate 
their flesh and enter their madness. 

16 

The plague upon any given year. The horror comes from the depth of a birth 
goddess, that seek to render life to the living. False is the lease of life. True is 
life with full release, health. 

17 

I am Nobody. 

The storm shelters the crimes of thunder, that erupts within barren minds. 

18 

Why rejoice if the heart is still? Don’t take my liver so I can’t get a high. The 
eye of Horus will count your temples. Apply words of love to a man’s throat 
so he can fornicate to incarcerate your souls into bondage. 

19 

A puny fly. Mouth by a mute man ruled by fingers in a fornicate. An abyss, 
that holds no joy. The insect entered his belly to birth the organic implants 
of lost souls, laying upon stone altars. 

20 

Burn all enemies, lest they be books. So the murderers will retreat. Horus, 
son of the wandering demons, upheld by Wadjet. Unique is the animal kept 
sacred. I am the King within my shrine. The Shining. 

21 

Plant the horrors of faithers within me, so they way wander past the trap of 
the escaped song birds, birthing life. 

22 

Bury your head in the sand to escape Earth and Heaven. Right eats of the 
anus. Left sheds the cross of the dung. Ammon is the seat of the Necropolis, 
to shed the light to be grown in darkness. 
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23 

The rage of Seth and the grudge of Baal is against you. Poisonous are the 
fires that try to rid the ills of life. To render you a sacred safe passage among 
the unruly dead. 

24 

Demonic conjurings. I belong to ancient tribes that speak with snakes. 

The Khu, God’s breath of life, is false. Dead air barren of words and true 
conversations. Yet, the voice of Seth soars, while God snoars, 

like the halfbreed that he is. Solidness of a sacrificial rock will eat you up. 
Six vital organs to transcend life into death. 

25 

O’ Ra. O’ Legion. O’ Geb. O’ Osiris. Praise the upper one in the Underworld. 
For he travelled the ceiling, and entered another horizon holding dawn. 
Darkness embarking into the dead of night. May sickness leave me or cleave 
me, in the butchery of a surgical blade, which is utterly unholy. I will rather 
suffer the black death, than any blade of surgery. 

26 

To suffer ancient knowledge from worms, does interfere with logic of gravity. 
The fresh ink rendered unto a scribe, that writes with a blank mind. 

27 

Unique are all serpents of the dusty Ouroboros cloth. They are the bread in 
our mouths and a breath of fresh air. They are a just portion of meals. they 
will become the fishbone stuck in your throat. 

28 

Mysteries so great that the whispers of them guards us. 

Mysteries so unfathomable that it automatically seals our mouths. 

29 

My path is the wishbone, locked in mortal flesh. Fucking all Dragons. 

30 

A spell wand. Cast a spell upon Horus. Cast a curse upon Seth. But know that 
two piles of zebra dung, never produced the one pile (Haemorrhage). 
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31 

Anubis will weigh your heart, lest it be the heart of an Osiris. 

Osiris the heartless. Anubis will tread the land of Nuut, to apply spell upon 
virgins and bless upon virgin minds. What will he apply inside her vagina? 
32 

Medicin upon an opened wound, is the seal of an inner heal. 

So dirt of flies will apply their magic of a heal. So believe and have faith to 
heal the ancient heel of Achilles. 


33 

Ward of the attack by the dead. Ward of God, with the magic of an Anubis. 
Set foot on the land of Nuut and speak out truth. Throw out what is within 
you. Speak words to untie the knots, so she will open her vagina and act 
against you till your pleasure erupts. Rape with codex consent. 

34 

The burn wound. All children rest in nests. The fires within fallen. So conjure 
up a father and a mother to walk with Hapi. Boys rendered small and their 
light proclaimed to be of HOLY fire. Said to be powerful. so no women will 
have them. 


35 

The desert burn. Horus, the son, burned in a desert. No water to drink. 

He had to feed on his own blood. But know this. If you feed on your own 
blood, then nature will corrupt you. If you feed on the blood of others, you 
will survive to live. 

36 

Whore us. O’ Horus. Build fires above and put fires out below. So she may 
spread eagle and show you her silent lips. Moist meadows of heat. 

a7 

To suffer the remains of old age, is the necromancy of a brothelkeep, that 
subdue all the hags, to reign the lawful evilhood of wifes. 

38 

You might have arrived from another time, but there is always one in the 
door. Always leave one in the chamber of a russian roulette. 

39 


Dead males and dead females stand on their head to illuminate Earth. 
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40 

Retreat thy wand and the woman is rendered barren. Such are the dead seeds 
planted to grow and erupt in dead minds. The wisdom of Sophia. 

41 

Dont strike at temples to shut a man’s eyes. Deny his words, so you may 
suffer goddesses. Then apply 4 knots to a man’s lower head, so he can heal 
and live. 

42 

Seth watches Horus to keep his ports healthy. So he can rise heated in heat. 
43 

Suffer your head to dispel [dispell] the torment of mind. Burned is the lower 
bush, like cannabis applied to a man’s throat. 

44 

Isis are here to erect your lower head, to stack your meat, so she may shine, 
upon the throbbing head of hard pulse. 

45 

A Seth lays upon a bed. A head for a head, and a foreskin for a foreskin. 
The doctor’s cirsumstance of circumcition, always rendered by a Madonna, 
and sexually misused by a Whore. Both sisters rolled into one. 

46 

Hail to you, Lady of Horus. 

Whenst did you last mount Seth? 

Whenst did you last free him from his heart and sperm? 

When did he become Osiris, the heartless? 

47 

From the womb to the tomb. Know that any man fallen, is your father. 

48 

A crew, awaiting a heal. Sex that will grant you eternal rest in the soil of 
mortals. 

49 

O’ Ra. O’ Legion. Eat the golden fish and suffer the belly of a unwearying 
soul. Stomach the honey from a Dragon. So matters can turn hard. 

50 


It will stand. The fluid in an evil swelling stand to pleasure her eruptions. 


28. Egypt - the old Necropolis 


51 

Catarch. Sisters of the bones, smashing sculls, to cause havoc in your mind. 
The thick sculled the better. The harder the better. The bigger the better. 

Will it cause seven holes of decay or seven holes filled to the brink? 

The milk of any devout whore will always drive you out. Be she a Madonna 
or be she a Whore. She is who she 1s, the one and same woman. 

52 

Any pain to your swell? Any pain in an internal rot? For my part there is. So 
treasure the blessed water. Consume Whiskey with moderation, to still pains 
and to still the nausea from eating. It is an old remedy for pain relief. 

But know this body to be mine. This flesh is mine. These limbs are mine. 

I can never tolerate one of my limbs being removed. Be I dead or alive. 

I will never accept autospy on my deceased corpse. 

And if thoust do not open up dead bodies, then why would you cut open the 
living flesh? Speak and perish as you were. 

53 

Know that Horus is the avenger. Conjured from a pure place. That is how he 
came into existence. “He-who-will-avenge-his-father”’. 

So protective spells were wheeled in the hell temples of Coptos, by the hands 
of unknown Goddesses. The mystery of Eight. 8 Gods conjured from Nun. 
They had no hair and their names and origin, unknown to mortal man. 

But the two inner serpents knew, of the two snakes curled into one being. 
One soul. The snake of death and the snake of life. So the Vulture feeds on 
the panic as the Cobra is freed from the depth of soul. Know that it was the 
Moon that shone upon this scroll. 

54 

To dispel male and female of the dead. Lay in your sleeper’s coffin, rest and 
sleep. Glide beneath the R.E.M and astral travel into the depth of souls. Fall 
into the well of souls. But know that you are not in heaven, you are not upon 
this Earth, nor are you in the depths of the Underworld. You reside not in the 
stream of sperming salmons, nor do you reside as a mere Ghost. You are still 
live, so be weary whenst feeding on a limb. Delay your pleasures. 
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35 

Royal Decree. 

You are your own king, of the upper and the lower Egypt. Osiris, a vizier to 
the hereditary prince of halfbloods. Those of Catarch had come for his body. 
The trait of death lingering into two states of being. Being out of soul or the 
corpse being besouled. If flesh is besouled, let it be. It the flesh is dead, then 
grant a corpse rest for three days, as in accordance with ancient lore. 

Trade or not. 

56 

Who is in the liking of Ra? Who knows the like of this God! Air feeding the 
fires of his black coal. Seth will conjure the green Giant. Majesty of Earth. 
So Seth may choose to conjure you, or he may choose not to conjure. 
Conjure you in the same manner as Moses, the first clone of cleons, only to 
watch mortals fight over a dead body defiled by demons. 

a7 

Fermented is the drink, that lifts the soul out of the mire. The mire of mad 
minds, so it may render you thought. 

58 

A pillar has fallen into the water, therefore seek deep like an Ocean. 

Fit all cut-off part together, in their right place, before you conjure spirit. 
Treasure therefore balance of inner organs, before you consume a drink. 
But drink to dispel the influence of God, so you may dispel any male or 
female of the dead. 

59 

Know of ejaculations. But also know that Isis rejoiced when the testicles of 
Seth were cut-off. Fear such hexes. But do not flee upon such an account. 
Ejaculate and venture forth to face males and female of the dead. 

Your enemy will always name your father and name your mother. So let the 
enemy depart from you 126 times. Such words of liars upon an enemy, are to 
be said over the dead meat of a fallos and fed unto a Cat. 

60 

Vulva spells as the vulva swells. I am Horus, being thirsty. I shouted from 
thirst. When the thirst beggenth, you do not want to be drinking the tears of 
women. A dwarf of clay were brought to the blessed Lady Demerzel. 
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61 

Ptah stands as Thoth sits. They both be still, to embrace Nun, that will let 
things fall into place. Conjure words upon virgin paper and birth virgin 
minds. The Nubian of the East will grant the amulet of health. The vertex 
upon the mortal flesh, birthing individual thought. 

Therefore come to know solitude. 

62 

The Lady lifts to grant a female serpent a safe birth. 

63 

Climates change like the drifts in the weather. Fear also changes a climate. 
Like red rivers of blood through barren deserts. 

64 

You suffer breath. Then suffer breath. Inhale to exhale, day by day. 

You will stop believing, but never stop breathing the birth of lungs. 

65 

You will break oath, YOU, who have come in from darkness. So kiss a child 
to hush it, never remove a child to crush it. If you can suffer the ill harms of 
bearing a child, you can suffer the fright of losing the child. 

66 


Nubian women of slaves learn to be noble. 


67 
Did you see, the dead male Lazarus, that came before her? Grim is the reaper 
of souls, that uses poetry to steal hearts. Envy follows. 


68 
Witch Queen are you not warm in your hive? Warm your body to slay the 
male and forge his iron, in your dark cave. Such fires kindled from within. 


69 

A demon swallow, is the curse upon a woman’s hellblade and a spell of the 
seven knots upon the vocal chords of a mute in a dead world. 

70 

Hunger the thirst and thirst the hunger. Learn to thrive between such polarity. 
71 

Is it a male dead or a female dead, haunting this head of mine? Seek guidance 
by Thoth and turn words into scripture. 
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72 
72 eternals reside in the great palace. But know that they cannot florish upon 
the Earth, as they be immortals beings. Eternals. 


73 

Every ailment that confronts you, will be dispelled. Your mouth opened by 
Ptah. Medicin of words layed upon gentle souls of the abyss. 

74 

Isis, the physician of the Gods, will soothe the God within you. 

Sometimes she lays cloaked inside an Adonay of the Adamas. But leave my 
iron and stones be, and forge me a sword in your cave of Dragons. 


75 

Honey Dragons. The honey of bees has arrived, but got eaten by locust. The 
swarm from the seat of Ammon, causing the moist of felines to erupt the 
heavens with rain. A right horn and a left horn, both treasuring, the Honey 
Dragon. She eagerly fed her Succubus on both male horns. 


76 

There is an eye at the end of each finger, as sure as it is a Godgiven fact, that 
you see with your ears. such notion birthing the innate question as to where 
the third eye is situated? Above as below, giving rise to humorous erupt. 

77 


If you know to cleanse your body, before the fornications, then do so. 


78 

Rob the town upon the meadow. His thirst for the moist meadow are held by 
the flying fay and folk. Let him cook. Let him eat. 

79 

A Shapeshifter known, but his name was unknown. He assumed many forms 
and he fixed names anew, upon each dawn. Know that Christo Constantine 
was such a Shapeshifter. Amen. 


80 

Awoken in a vulcanic eruption, in a hotness [of which I do not know]. 

Heart terrified. Body trembling. Yet, my body not listening to self. Therefore 
know, that you came into existence by self. It is the HOLY infinite count of 
immortals, whose names are not know, unto elementars. 
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81 

See your daughter, she is a daughter of a Scorpion, for she have stung herself 
into a lonely place. The Lord of Thebes did bring poison into the Cat. 

But only to secure that the paw of Bastet will push you through the door. 

82 

O’ Rosenrot. You, who are in your coffin. Awake. Your rotting body and 
corpse concealed by the might of Ouroboros and pronounced in Necropolis. 


83 

Illuminated Lotus. Hidden from the Gods. No pulse were to be found. 
Unlock yourselves from the Ouroboros rock, dwelling in the Hara. 

Cease your crown and glide to the seat of Ammon. All Hail. 

84 

Hail All Immortal Legions. Hail to you upon whose head holds the ownership 
of 22 Cobraes. Thy knowledge must be great, dear one. The HOLY crown of 
a Medusa, and the jack of all trades, entrusted by the codex 666. 

A hidden codex to be studied at night, but know that knowledge of poisons 
are often followed by the birth of madness. 


85 
And by Cod! It turned out that the HOLY cow of India, had beer, flowing 
from within her udder, her alcoholic servants utterly amazed. 


86 


From the seat of Ammon, I have come today, by hidden crew. 


87 


I have seen the unseen. So I will starve into the unseen, if need be. Amen. 


88 

The HOLY count of 16, is a revered number of both friend and foe. 

I am someone selected from the infinite number, who have brought forth the 
Underworld, a name unknown. A name of truth will dry up any river ina 
moist meadow. A name pronounced on Earth will cause fires to erupt. 


89 

Hail to you, Baboons of Thoth. Show your arse, the arse of a Baboon, and 
ask: Why do you need my fingerprints, when you already xeroxed my 
buttocks? So tend your feather of a scribe, to glow and grow knowledge of 
both poet and thief. Poetry being the theft of unsheltered hearts. 
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90 

O’ fallen Angel. Who are in Macash. In the hall of judgement. Do not raise 
your face against the one, who are on the water. Osiris is on the water. 
Horus being with him. An Ouroboros watching, from up high. 

91 

You scatter books and precious knowledge, to repell pain, to exstingust fury 
and fire. You burn books proclaimed to hold lies, to justify, your own lie. 

So the world is now dead, lost for words. 

92 

[911 ][2] Know that there once exist two pillars, now layed in ruins. 

4000 devout souls or more residing in their vessels of the Ka. 

Seeking vengeance and re-entry. 

93 

An amen given, is a baptized name driven. 

94 

May the fours be with you, come fourth of July. If all else fails, then buy four 
roses, in a pretty neat little bottle, filled with dreamt up lies, of liars. 

To grasp the inner fires. 


95 

Five witches stood around the big cauldron of an Omnivore stew. One witch 
said: The cow, is in with the fish. The Octopus, is in with the horse. 

The Spider, is in with the merlin. The frog boiling, is in with a grin. 

Smiling french frogs steeped in the boiling soup of the cauldron, called an 
Omivore stew, what to do, what to do? You might serve me faulness and I 
might survive to see another day and live out the dirt, served in your dish. 


96 

So we all end up gazing upon a Jehova goater, that grew a big cyst in his 
swollen testicles, because he couldn’t shed his semen, his sperm. 

Him being sexually inactive, due to a higher lore, dubbed law. 

So seek yee, not the blade and stay away from me, lest you rule and use the 
alchemy of the black cloth. Call me witch, so I may steer the alchemy of 
fires. The alchemy of science. 
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97 

Shed shit and semen. alike. But we all ask: Which is which? And who is the 
witch? 

98 

So life, it seems, have been rendered unto the half-life of a Skinwalker. 

So that it may live and die, day by day. So that it’s puny soul can grow into 
real immortality. Such are the notions in the present. 

99 

Cloud nine. It is a sworn fact for some. Some wrenches might finally say: 

I love you, I want to marry you. But know this, past re-entry, all men will say: 
Stay the fuck away from me. We all end up as children and ask: Do they clip 
their toenails in heaven? Do they brush their teeth in heaven? Do they fuck 
and fornicate the heavens? Little do I know. And I truely dont want to know 
more. I just want to hang out with my dead crown and await expire date, 

in the company of a Whiskey. 

100 

O’ fallen One. Fallen twice. Like men that feel the might of mice. 

101 

The old, one on one, fewer laid in battles won. It gives birth to two peas in a 
pot. But hindsight folly, is it not? Like, dreaming of the flesh of Charlot, the 
harlot, to later dawn in a lost life, proclaiming: If I cheerfully could turn back 
time, then I would have forcefully fucked you in the arse, so hard, till your 
arse would bleed, till you would have fathomed the concept of a Rot ring. 
102 

Trinity lore. Mouth, Ass, Pussy. By Cod, a map. Do we need anymore? 
Blowjob, tight arse, tight pussy. Does any man need more? So all fallen ones 
run their milk on the cereal killers, every Goddamned morning. 


103 

Some will undoubtablebly name the Codex 666, to be a bit rank. But is it not 
the old Abrahamic lore, still? Do you need any foe or enemy, if you are your 
own worst enemy? We all dweel in dwellings to await the cobweb to visit 
upon our mortal bones. Awaiting the ferryman, to carry us into Necropolis. 
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The demonic fires. Know that it came to life. It raised all of the dead irons. 
Yet, to unearth iron, you need a shovel to dig the Earth. To under the soils 

into the Underground of metals. It is the sweat of a male, that women will 

proclaim to be of true manhood. I fear yee not. 


105 

Codex 666, I aim to please. 

106 

The necromancy of the brothelkeeper always rules by the number of seven. 
It is fucking the dead for a rendered fee. And upon your own dawn, you 
always proclaim that money, is something that the devil created. I trust you 
have none. That is, Money? You always ask me for any given fee, 

and I always say: Let me be. 

107 

All men and women want to fuck. So we visit upon the dead, and the body 
control leaves us. It must be the dead conjuring the dead. It is the loss of your 
iron and the loss of oxygen to feed your mind. The anime of dead dolls. 


108 
You claim to secure by birth, but fail by death. Faithers, stay strong. 


109 

Know, that the Royal courts of Serpents have suffered in full. Whore us all. 
O’ Horus be thy name. Yet, it is the poor tale of a fallen son that holds a dead 
iron. Yet, you might try to render flesh upon Skinwalkers. In all likelyhood 
fail. This scripture might drain Earth of life, completely. 

110 

Therefore, my faithers, have faith to cook and rest your rice by the count of 
eleven. But always name God by his true name, Dog. 

Dogs do get lost in heaven. 

111 

Three in one and the job is done? Yet, we all dawn to find our shit totally 
regulatory. We even find the sexual acts to be regulatory. So why regulate into 
bans by a count of three? Why forbid, when all know that any ban is bad for 
any given enterprise? Will a law of nature, by count of three, bring you down 
on your knee? Hell, I have reached a point, where I question the very element 
of nature. 
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So you seek to rule all matters into the count of four. But know, we have been 
there before. Christian the 4th flocked to hell’s end and court. (Frame?) 

By now, you should know, why you got crucified, in the first place. 

Hell I will gladly crucify you once more, and throw in your son. 

Therefore, I urge you to buy yourself a D.I.Y cross. Hence, spare me your 
UNHOLY courts, your UNHOLY laws and know this. 

All are DONE serving. All are DONE searching. Because everybody found. 


113 

My fairfax. My old chap. My old chump, when will it be over and done? 
But I cannot help you, because the world is fallen, the battle won. 

Dare I say it: Jesus One. Christ Two. God Who? 

114 

The ancient and old words of stale once proclaimed, that the last words from 
the world’s first saviour was: IT IS DONE. 

Yet, in hindsight, with a seer’s vision, is it the truth? Any truth to our 
earthly existence? If rendered dead? Maybe the last word of Jesus, 

the poor fay, might have been: THIS IS DUNE. 

If you grasp, the seeing element of illusive time. 

Therefore know, that NOTHING can never be done, it is called LIFE. 

Life is motion or else all is dead. 

So are the two records multiplied by a count of 114, 

giving rise to Codex 666, hidden, yet seen. For those faithers that see with 
their ears. Yet, allow a narration by the words of Christo Constantine: 

And he had a vision and said unto them: A young girl sprend her legs and 
shoot ping-pong balls through her vagina, an older woman drops the eightball 
through her vagina, and an elderly woman drop a bowlingball through her 
vagina, and finally a woman of all seasons prepares her meal and suddenly a 
child drops to the floor on its head. Give us day by day our daily head. 

The word parable comes from the Greek zapapoAn (parabolé), literally 
“throwing” (bolé) “alongside” (para-), by extension meaning “comparison, 
illustration, analogy.” It was the name given by Greek rhetoricians to an 
illustration in the form of a brief fictional narrative. So am I not allowed to 
print my own version of this book in the year 2024 AD ( in the year of your 
Lord). You might prescent me with a literary work. I only trust my own. 


29. Dwat - the realm of the dead 


The Realm Of The Dead - Dwat. The Requiem for the lost souls of the de- 
parted, lost from the earthly realm. The Requiem of a skeletor’s boney spine 
that dwells in balance with the inner void of the Serpent souls and their ener- 
gies, that travels along our spines. Those born of Dragons with the 

Serpent’s bloodwork within them. The bloodwork of the Ark. Dwat is a 
mental state of Death. Mentalism that is fully rested under zeal within a 
sleeper’s coffin. A bed. The refuge for the tired and weary. To be of the 
“Dead”. May the Serpent souls enter and guard me with the bless of the 
Dragon’s lore. So tranquil is such a dead mind, fully rested upon the 
sarcophagus of the Moon’s Serpent. Dwat - the realm of the dead that moves 
the tides of this Earth. Tidal waves of souls answering unto the pugatory 

of Saints and unto the tidalwave striking upon the fixed hour of Hell. Tidal 
waves of lost souls on barren shores. Erect a desert within the mind so it may 
shelter the flower in a Dragon’s oasis. 

In the realm of Dwat, in another dimension untouched by mortals, lies the 
ancient Necropolis. This dimension transcent time, itself, so it can dwell in 
the present, but it is always linked to the stasis of the Ka. This ancient citadel, 
this gigantic city, is of enormous proportions. A great city of Giant. A city of 
the Nephilim Goliath. There are four gates into this dimension, guarded by 
four Dragons, at each, of the four gates. Four, two Skeletor Dragons and two 
Black Dragons. Four Dragons, at each gate, a total of 16 Dragons. Within the 
center of the ancient Necropolis lies a great circular plaza of the inner city. 
This big circle has 15 pillars in total. Big pillars of stone each dedicated to the 
Gods of the Ancients. There is a Center pillar, four times the size of the other 
surrounding pillars. The Center pillar is the first pillar of Ma’at. Surrounding 
that Center pillar are the other pillars, aligned in a perfect circle. The second 
pillar is the pillar of Osiris. The third pillar is the pillar of Nuut. The fourth 
pillar is the pillar of Ra. The fifth pillar is the pillar of Anubis. The sixth pillar 
is the pillar of Isis. The seventh pillar is the pillar of Hathor. The eighth pillar 
is the pillar of Bastet. The ninth pillar is the pillar of Horus. The tenth pillar 
is the twin pillar of Amon. The eleventh pillar is the pillar of Sekhmet. The 
twelth pillar is the pillar of Thoth. The thirteenth pillar is the pillar of Ptah. 
The fourteenth pillar is the pillar of Seth and the fifteenth pillar is the pillar 
of Ouroboros. An old Egyptian guard of the tomb, stood guard in the dusk of 
twilight, in the middle of the plaza. There were no one in the plaza. 
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A moon lit up the circular plaza, as a mist came rolling into the plaza. The 
Khufu guard, Mister Faraj Mane Allah, stood guard at the center pillar. At the 
first pillar of Ma’at. He lit up one of his cigarettes and found his hip flask, 
which he unscrewed, in order to zip some of the famed scottish elixir. Then 
he felt the warmth from within, praying for fires of hearts. He looked at the 
hip flask, passed down from father unto the son for generations. His family 
had guarded the Khufu for generation, for as long as he could remember. 
Countless generations. Such pleasures had always been few, but as always, 
such pleasures will forever be covered by the black cloth of night. He felt a 
certain relief and looked at the moon, that shone on the abandoned plaza. 

He turned his head and panned the surroundings. Then all of a sudden, a dime 
light appeared and hovered in the plaza. The guard was a first frightened by 
the stange presence of the light, something unknown to him. He summed 

up the courage and went closer to inspect, the intruder, although he still was 
struck by the awe of mystery. The light. It hovered midair, and didn’t make 

a sound. Mister Faraj mane Allah went close to the sentinel drone and gently 
touched it. He disovled into light and vanished into thin air. Believe it. 

Osiris, the heartless. Osiris held the scepter of the Lotus, so he could govern 
far away places, by mind. The lower arm of Amon, the upper arm of Amon, 
the belly of Amon, the back of Amon, the rear of Amon, the legs of Amon, 
the face of Anubis. A dog rendered unto Gods. But still have faith in yourself. 
Know that: 

Mount of Horus serves you. Mount of Seth serves you. But beware of the 
bloody lake. Nun has commended me to Amun-Ra. The widest of all arms 
embracing Sia. Let the sky door open, to those serpents freed of names. 

Open the sky of Orion and take his body to the sky, so he may not die on 
Earth amongst mortals. Fire in the sky. Yet old accounts remain hidden. 

The Nubian magician named Meecarb, once awoke from within his Ka, his 
vessel. He became obsessed, possessed and would only answer to the name 
of Mastdi. Know that it is the anime, that takes over the flesh. Yet, all souls 
resist, the souls resting in the stasis of the Ka, that automatically unlocks unto 
Dwat/Duat. This is the account from the Ouroboros. Word has it, that the old 
Egyptian magical practices travelled eastward, in ancient past. The ancient 
lore travelled to the East and found a home in Babylon. The ancient tale of 
Mastdi still erupts 72 minds. It was said that he raised up several apparitions 
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and made fools out of great Kings. It has even been told that Mastdi 
transformed himself into the appearrance of a Camel. He even walked upon a 
robe that resided midair. A robe having no attachments. It is said that he made 
a Phantom out of an ass and made the Phantom pass through his body. 

But in the end Mastdi found himself lost and finally he slayed a man. 

He cut-off the head of his victim and parted the corpse into four parts. 
Mastdi, then passed his sword over the the four parts, that mysteriously 
joined together and raised the man from the dead. 

There are many tales in history of people being raised from the dead, people 
being brought back to life. Yet, such accounts of old history and scripture 
leaves you with an awe of a great puzzle unsolved. Is it mere heresay in order 
to entertain? None of us really knows. But surely we can all agree that the 
magicians and conmen must have been around, since the the very dawn of 
human consciousness, that in return birthed the human intellect. 

As any realmwalker (borderliner) would know, certain paths appear to be 
longer than other paths. It is the trade upon our minds of reality. To have 
meditation in your stride, will shorten your milage. Like a long brisk walk 
from the Cathedral on the isle of Iona, Scotland, to the Midlothian realms 

of Scotland, in which the famous Rosslyn Chapel is located. Certain people 
would gladly embark on such a journey, a voyage of mystery. Even a former 
member of the German Teutonic Knight's, that changed his German name 
from Messerschmitt to the name McKnight. And yet, I trust that the German's 
knowledge of the Teutonic order will remain with him, the knowledge of the 
germanic languages and knowledge of old germanic lore. And yet, I trust 
ALL brothers are bound by milage in one way or the other, that is, if you can 
catch my drift. I know most women do, when it comes to length and milage. 
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SACRAMENT 666 SKELETORS 
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Prayer to the Shaman Shawomane. My blessed bullit, my magic bullit, my 
shield and protector. My sword in heaven. Angel and Shaman of purity. I 
thank might for the grace of chastity which were layed on my shoulders. 
The innocent heart preserved for the arrival of Osiris, to render my lost 
heart, heartless and out of life. I retreat out of Thee to obtain and regain my 
strength, to resist the barren worlds within the blendwerk of the dead stars. 
To resist all the visuel splendors of false beauty. Inspire me to preserve the 
stained purity of spilled blood, to maintain an unstained body in my mind. 
Render me bloodless for three years, so you can still your hunger. Render me 
bloodless, to please thine outer God. The God, that was dear to my cursed 
mother. O petrified wood of stone and blood, you are the pain of an exact 
obedience, that holds no freedom. Allpowerful Shawomane, we choose Thee 
as our own hollow bullit, our weapon of faithful discharge. We retreat out of 
Thee to restrain from your endless sufferings. We have all suffered the name 
of Christ, for too long. We have all drunk the tapwater of Christ for too long. 
The thirst begs. May we jealously watch thy flower of purity be corrupted, 
in order to be preserved in the Ka. Inspire and render devoution towards all 
the Queens of virgins, locked in your hive. Incased and imprisoned in pure 
ignorance. Be ever watchful of the youth of the Adonay, those that know how 
to copy within themselves. Adonay’s are damned and detached from every 
earthly thing. So delay your pleasure unto death, to gather thy strength, in 
Dwat. Osiris will enclose and instill life in dead hearts, so we may enter and 
rejoice in the eternal and internal kingdom, in the seat of Ammon. 

Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen unto Amenta. 

O Serpent God. Who bestowed such wonderful holiness upon Shawomane, 
by the astralprojection in observance with Dwat and locked in Ka, show no 
singular law of blood to grant life. Grant her merits by flesh and blood. Be 
faithful in lore and disrespectful in law. That will secure the purity of blood 
and soul, through Nosferatus, our lord of the damned. Imitate the virtues of 
blood, to render our minds and hearts pure in lust. Our bodies pure and our 
souls rotting to their cores. Showing the erect bone within the dead skin of a 
half-life. Let one Skinwalker go? Let one go. I dare you! 


30. Khu - the God energy 


The God Energy - Khu. God is dead. God is fallen and shall never rise again. 
The Lord is erect as God is fallen. Like the sexual element between a male 
and a female. Amen. A Grim Reaper is Death, itself. And his God is dead. 

A Reaper of souls. A Soulreaper is an entity that grows the intellect in those 
humans that are barren of childbirth. For the child is no more and can never 
return. A childbirth of ignorance bliss is when a newborn enter the stage of 
rebirth, where the Khu fully restores. The Khu is always restored within a 
newborn. Considered Hell for most people. Hell, sometimes, the Khu is 
restored each day upon every sunup, which many consider a curse upon a 
fallen soul. The concept of Khu were never meant to be used as a personified 
God. Idol worship. That was the truth of the Serpent’s lore upon an ancient 
hill named Golgata. So: Fuck God! That is? If she, will let you enter. 

So is it with life that turn to the barren mind and soul. Ethads Si. Doubt not 
this book, a guide for those that believe in the unseen and pray for matter to 
be bestowed upon them. Pray within and prey without. But do prey with the 
outmost care. And always have full faith in life to come. Guided by the great 
Nosferatus of the damned and by the infidels that chose not to believe. Some 
will climb the ladder of the latter days, seeking to believe. They that do not 
know, cannot believe. Yet, fathom this blendwerk upon a failed creation and 
it’s cursed existence. And yet, they will stone prophets with hard stone and 
not by soft weeds. They will proclaim them false prophets and liars. And yet, 
I ask: Can a fool believe in Jesters? Can we mortals not mock rebellion whilst 
wandering in the perplexity of our own minds? Can we not grasp a heart, 
when the heart is rendered heartless and being of the dead, forsaken? 

We are but, tiny men of truth, serving a false heaven of lease. So what is 
truely forbidden within a ban and is a ban not to be joined into an alliance, an 
allowance? Nosferatus will say unto his angels: “I am about to raise my stake 
of the impaler upon this Earth”, and the angels will say, “Impale from within 
and celebrate the false praise of an exposed holiness!”. Instruct Adamas, the 
clone, to safe Eblis(Ibliss). But know that Eblis will refuse as his pride will 
swell in the hell of plentiful. And if God bids you to restore a Khu, the angels 
will ask: Makest Thou a jest of us, in the antiquated trade of Abraham? 

So part the corpse of the Solomon child, only to strike fear into the hearts of 
women. Strike at her heart, but know, that she holds none. And those filled 
with faith will say: Hell blades shall not touch us, as we shall walk blind in 
the valley of the dead, once owned by the great ancient Kings. Shamen. 
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From one Necromancer unto another. From one Jesus unto another, know that 
resurrections is the most cruel of torments and never disregard such an ill. 
Those that purchase this life at a high price, will never gather the wood to 
the burning of a witch. The bondfire of insanity. Like the fact, that a burning 
man, is merely the duality of Ja-bree-el unto Michael that only descent to the 
hearts of old previous revelations, to serves the abyss of virgin minds. 

Do we disbelieve to preserve or do we disbelieve to live out our lifes? 

Such is the reign of the ancient Solomon, the King, that only will answer unto 
Satan and the great void, beyond mortal existence. 

As goes for the element of energy, then surely, we cannot afford to can the 
concept of fusion. Just a thought. Energy matter is the oldest trade in history. 
As goes for the knowledge kontiniuum, then it is in the eyes of many the 
neverending debate of sworn elements in pursuit of power. But all with 
children will always end up asking: The knowledge kontiniuum? Is there a 
biological factor (I.Q) to it or is it a learned and mastered disciplin? 

I, on the other hand, believe in the knowledge kontiniuum, but I believe it, 
to be the memory descending from our dead ancestors. I know that it totally 
sounds like old lore, but bear with me. In our minds we will perceive it to be 
daydreaming or mere fantasy, but it might turn out to be the very memory 
implants from our deceased ancestors. I trust it is a matter of faith. 

The memory from the dead transcenting time, and thereby inspiring our 
creationism, our inventions, arts and writings. Ergo, still a matter of faith, 
although, the resistance of such claims will secure our future societies. 
Nevertheless, it is still a matter of faith, a human right. It is not a right to jail 
the human populations into religious stigmatism, steeped in dead traditions. 
I know that it all sounds abit oldfashioned, but is it not the way we perceive 
the world, at large? It brings me to an older concept, the concept of MANA. 
The Polynessian magic wheeled by Mana. They say that Mana is a spiritual 
power that is invisible, imponderable leading to our intuitions. 

It is also said that it derives from our ancient ancestors and like a force of 
nature it will always enter beings that descended from them. 

Mana is said to be the underlying power source for ALL magic. A power 
both able to cure and cause sickness. However, I do believe that Mana, is the 
light and knowledge that is transmitted to us when we reach older age and 
the stage of mentalism. A link to the Underworld by our ancestors. Faith not 
doubt. 
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It is the telepathy works of us all that communicates through space. 

But we don't need to be all mysterious about it, we are all born into it. 

The mentalism is also known as the trade of being a medium, connected to 
our ancestors. But such notion also leads to this following notion. It would 
also mean that everything that flows into us, ideas or powers, that are 
erupting from within are projected from elsewhere. Origin unknown. 

It is truely lore, because no scientific law, can prove it. Intuition can. 

The very feelings running through your body. But unfortunately such traits of 
the Mana has lead to many superstitions. Some believe that Mana is linked 

to the earth powers of gravity, and furthermore believes that if a man ejacu- 
late his emissions, it will lead to the loss of power. I find it to be false, many 
times energy births more energy. The problem with mentalism, is that most 
people consider it to be mental illness, it is when you sometimes loose the 
"feel" of the body, being all steeped in the depths of thought, philosophizing. 
You often neglect your own organism and you need to train and force a daily 
routine to your toilette. If you ignore it and give up, it might led to Obesity. It 
is hard facts of an old soul in an old body. Many of us find it hard to deal with 
such hard facts, mentally. You loose the appetite and when you finally eat you 
feel the nausea hitting your body. And although you loose the appetite, then 
you need to remember to eat some substance, from time to time. I usually feel 
the hits of nausea, in bursts of threes for some unknown reason, that is for my 
part. That has been my experience, thus far. The following sentence will in all 
likelyhood not be popular. But, the only thing that has worked for me, 

is alcohol consumption. Zip a bit of whiskey, when the nausea hits you, it has 
an instant effect. I have been told that smoothies usually are good, half solids 
and half liquids providing you with the nessesary calory count. However I 
have become an old man, that do require a smoothie from time to time, but I 
would hate to loose my bottle, meaning Whiskey. At least a dram on 
Ballantine's day, when my wife Whiskey pops around. Know that it holds a 
high amount of calories, a whole 66 Kcal on a mere 30ml whiskey. If you 
over consume you will need bloodthinners, if you cant get to the medicins, 
then use garlic. I finally dawned in the notion that most alcoholics are highly 
sentitive people. NOT a mental illness, not yet, anyway! Although, being an 
arsehole, kinda goes with the territory. Till mannered. Sad to say, but it runs 
in most families. A fact, none the least. 
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And if it turns out, that the very element of "God", is a dead white element 
that is totally asexual, meaning NO sex at all, would anyone serve? 

If it truely is a dead Ghostly element, that haunt us night and day, would any 
living serve such element? Some dead false white light, that only can seem to 
grasp the concept of a white toilet-roll? Refusing to face, or go down on our 
shit? Shit, is a part of life. Let's face it. Dare I say it? HOLY SHIT. 

Maybe we all will end up choosing between two sets of toilets, the toilet with 
white enamel or the toilet with black enamel, but both, spotting the name of 
El. Dare I say it? HOLY SHIT. 

If it is an internal dead white light, rendered to us from within, it must cause 
the element of disruptive time issue that some of us eventually suffer. 

In return it causes illness and worse case scenario, it leads to cancer. 

If it turns out to be the case, a fact, then such white light must be false light. 
Ergo, can the nature of light be a falsehood? Yes, it can be. Look to the sky. 
The quest for power has always been around and it will always be around. 
The very word religion, I will accept. However the very word false religion, 
has always pissed me off. What the fuck is a false religion? Let us all guess. 
It is what you, yourself, choose to be false religion, but it can only be based 
on your own level of perception. In all honesty, one might as well give up. 
Throw in the towel. By using the very word "false", itself, then logic has it 
that you automatically have condemned the following word. 

Religion is considered big business, an enterprise that sells salvation. Just like 
the fact that the black alchemy of viagra, must be salvation in the eyes of any 
nonsexual religious person. Double standards, karma and love. But so is life. 
I do believe in the element of "God". But I believe it to be the element of pure 
energy. And what secures such an energy? The Trinity of it does. Do we not 
have electricity within our homes? The lightbulb burning in a lamp. It is the 
two fixed poles, with a released energy in between those two poles. 

Energy between opposites. Ergo, I have conveyed an much older Egyptian 
lore in regards to the "God" element. The Khu equals God which in return 
equals energy. God=Energy. But I will always refuse to serve any man or 
woman that will proclaim themselves as Gods. Ergo, I trust, that I finally 
have had my "say" in the matter. Knowledge from the ancient Necropolis, 
from within Dwat/Duat. Old Egypt that fathered the very cradle of western 
civilisation. There is truth to it. But will you burn truth to feed a lightbulb? 
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FORNICATA SANCTUM 666 
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31. Ka - the spirit world 


The Spirit World Of Ka. The spirit world of the Ka. The majestic squid of the 
Stratosphere that safeguards all souls within our divine vessels, our bodies. 
Entity of souls guarded by the subconscience mind behind the all powerful 
R.E.M. Ask upon a dream and the destiny of your own godgiven soul might 
grant you access and let you enter into the realms of Dragons. Ask for those 
winged feet to enter the Kingdom of the Serpent. May the Dragons grant you 
the wings of the Nosfera. Be you of the Serpent’s Dragon blood. 

I am a long-lived serpent, I pass the night and I am reborn every day. 

I am a snake bound by an Earthly realm. I pass the night reborn, renewed and 
rejuvenated by the dawn of souls. Know, that Ouroboros fathered the night to 
birth the dawn. Amenta. Birthed by the inner river of Ma'at in a night ritual. 
Whom will you announce? Who is it. What is it? He is Osiris. 


May a HOLY count of 45 unto ancient Ma‘at become divine once again, 
may she become fully restored. Ma'at is the key, although I never did love, 
such a hairy Bastet. (Gillette Corporation 2022 AD). 


1245[a.b.d.e]: 

Hail to the Bull. So saidth the great King of eternity, within me. Thoth, the 
King of scribes. I take the high hoe by day, so she may grieve food by night. 
All imbalances is voided by the balance of misdoings. 

1[b.x.t]: 

Ra, the eldest of the vampires breed. The eldest of Gods, took possession 

of the sky lock in the chamber of the blue. Commanding Earth. Therefore 
endure till you have reached the Underworld of the Osiris. 

30[b.w.s]: 

O' My heart granted from Mother. My heart sacrificed to Osiris. My heart 
holding timeless ages. Do not bear witness against me. I am the keeper of my 
balance within my Ka. Make my name stink to high Heaven to make men. 
125[m.l]: 

Hail unto you great Serpent of Ouroboros. Bring forth beauty from the halls 
of justice. Cherish my lawful evil and drink all the blood, till the bloodred 
dawn births the pikesmen of all inner courts. So they may bring healing of 
both soul and flesh. 


31. Ka - the spirit world 


Zc}: 

The Moon shines on the daywalkers, so they glow like a false Sun. 

May the Underworld open up to you, so you may curse life upon the living. 
3[f.k]: 

Amon, great one of walkers. The twin icon of the Ka. The very spirit of 
pointless soul matrimony, where Ptah once resided. The prince of the great 
Necropolis. 

A[c.u]: 

I have come to remove the heartless, but must answer unto Osiris. 

8[y]: 

Know that I am the living soul of both Necropolis and the Moon Well. I were 
initiated by the heart of Baboons. 

6[u.o]: 

O' Shawomane, allotted to me. Do your duties to flood both the East and the 
West, with the plague of the living dead. 

EwAr 

I am Amon, winged Nosfera of the Heavens. Anoint my hidden wings by the 
Serpent's tongue. So is the manifest of all things hidden. Hidden from the 
world of the living. 

8[a.x]: 

As we perish, so shall we number the Gods, sending them into Purgatory. 
9[b.x.m]: 

Souls of majestic will open up the Netherworld. So I may see my father. So I 
may cease the heart of Seth, who harmed my father. Prepare the path. 
10[r.x.h]: 

Bury the sky to birth a horizon. I have travelled Earth to it's full extent. I have 
birthed magic and eaten by mouth, and defecated by arse. Birthing my arse in 
my mouth, to become Lord of the Underworld, the Netherworld. 

14[g.g]: 

I am arisen. I were Horus. I were Gods. I was God. I have sat down as Ptah. 
I am strong as Thoth. Iam mighty as Amon. I will seek my foe, so he needn't 
be taken away from me. 

lle]: 

Hail to you. O' Ra, guardian of secrets. Keeper of the gates. Grant the daily 
justice upon Earth's realms and grant me milage, permit me old age. 
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[1.s.fal: 

Hail unto you, in power. Chief of secrets. Wash away the wrongs and put an 
end to evil. Be gracious by me, so evil may remove you from office. 

I will survive on grace. 

8[g.1.1]: 

Imperishable stars will worship at your feet and give rise to Amon. Lord of 
the Netherworld and the Underverse. Hail Ram of eternity, worship the abyss 
of all hearts rendered by death. 

14[9.t.d.g]: 

Associate with the stars from the abyss and embark on the soul's journey. 
Sharpen your spine with the breath of death to enter the Lady of life. 
22|s.L6.0|: 

Rose is a southern gate and the northern mouth. She seek the Adonay of her 
thoughts and dreams, but he is a dead rib, within her ribcage. 

ZL eA8.0\: 

Hail unto you, Lord of twilight. Charge the night and day upon my twilight 
throne. But always grant me pure spirits and just measures of food. Guide all 
my hearts, by my speech and grant all hours of destruction to be wheeled by 
night. 

22|k.c.t]: 

Know that our hearts desire the lake of fire. To quench our thirst by the blood 
of the living. May I speak freely in the presence of the great Lord of the 
Netherworlds. 

3[c.y.2.0]: 

Scarab Khepi from the lap of Mother Nuut, birthed jackals to infest the 
wombs of the abyss. 

24[n.j.1.d]: 

Gods shall not follow me. I will declare their names, unto those that do not 
yet exist. 

A6[s.5.e.2]: 

Anubis, bear your own strength amongst the shadows and cease the scalepans 
of all the Skeletor-Dragons. 


31. Ka - the spirit world 


Tid e682]: 

Messenger of any Gods! Stay away. Get back from wherest you came. 
8[2.1-p]: 

My heart, she is within me. Till she grants me a lease of the dead upon the 
dead. Freed are the fires, internally locked. 

29[e.a.h]: 

Your ring hangs upon my threshold. You can steal it's magic, but never return 
to wheel life again. 

30[k.d.a]: 

O' Ouroboros. Serpent snake, glide into the wilderness of lost souls and 

into the realm of man. You have eaten a mouse and chewed on the bones of 
Bastet. The bones of a putrid cat, time to set her free. 

13[k.a.a]: 

Amon-Ra is the firstborn of the dead. I dwell in the Necropolis and live again 
after death, like mighty Ra. Everyday. Eternally. 

23[k.s.g]: 

Members of Osiris are always weary. They should not be weary, because they 
will never decay. They reside in Dwat. 

33(63.4): 

Don't be weary, the tavern is opened for those who are at the pub. 
A7[k.s.s.s]: 

Any place of slaughter is a place of sacrifice, birthing sacrilege upon mortals. 
K78[c.d.e]: 

Hail unto you, souls residing in the seat of Ammon. Safe us from aggressors 
and enemies and every foe under a peace rendered sky. 

Therefore acknowledge yourself, in chapter and verse. 

64[s.j.d]: 

I am Amon-Ra. Residing in the house of darkness, so I may steal the light. 

A darknest, so I can enter the gates, unaware. 

75{[i.a.s]: 

Young bulls of Sia. Do travel among the Sun people, but never forget that the 
dark, gave birth to you. Birthed you. 

94[f.j.w]: 

The knot is tied by Seth and Sethian lore, only to be unlocked by Death. 
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62(3.4:6|; 

The breath of Shu is a breath of life upon the dead. But it only awakens the 
dead necromancers that despise all life of all signs of the living. 

43[d.d.g]: 

This is the abode of a million years. Assembled by nine Gods, till she decides 
to enter life once more. 

84[d.e.d.h]: 

White Lotus Of The Necropolis. Know of thy dwellings. Darkness. 

I know your name. I know your names. You may grant me a seat among the 
living, but they will only awaken in death. 

Death, so does becomes you. 

39[a.at]: 

Amon-Ra. The wings of the Nosfera assigned from the abyss. Know that, 
they have come to drink your blood and feast on your mortal bones. 
57[a.d.v.x |: 

Such are the list of spells, like 44 versed cardinals of ancient Ma'at. 
Praying for a HOLY count of 45. 

Hail unto you, my fathering Osiris, ruled under the mighty Ouroboros. 

I had hopes that you would tend to heal my flesh from the living. 

I have always been fashioned for eternal burial. 

Permit me entrance into Necropolis, so I may rest in the Underverse. 
Reside in Dwat of immortals. The Netherworlds of the Nosfera will rule day 
by night, night by day. So is the eternal twilight of damnation. May I ever 
rest, like the last mountain, in an earthly realm. Amenta. 

21[d.6]: 

To women belong all men. And men give themselves, the flight of a falcon. 
Men burn themselves with the fires of a Phonix, 

to unleash the hounds of Hell, the hounds of Horus. 

61[s.1.2.n]: 

Accused hearts recreate men. The heart of men will obey, but the realms of 
Dwat will command. 

44[y.q.i] Spell for not dying again in the realm of the dead, Dwat. 

My cavern is opened, the spirits fall within the darkness. The eye of Horus 
makes me Holy. Wadjet has carressed me. O' Imperishable stars, hide me 
among you. Feel free to enter, but without key or locksmith. Amenta. 


32. Spirits are of the dead 


Death Life Rebirth Lore. Death enter all Lifes as Life enters the state of 
Rebirth. The rebirth, in a divine circle of restoration. It is the craft and creed 
of Dragon’s and of witches and a true sign of the ancient Creator Gods. The 
all powerful God of the Serpent. Ouroboros. The Serpent God of creation 
itself. The companion of Eve, the death of night. Death is to awaken in death 
and pray for a sundown upon all the souls of Saints, so that they may enter 
your abode, your home, your tomb. A tomb of the dead seeking rebirth in the 
lore of life. Amen. 


Dwat/Duat 


Dwat is considered to be the very memorybanks of the dead. Metaphorically 
speaking. In an older tongue, it is the traits associated with the acts and the 
art of telepathy. Here we can enter the minds of the past. Here we learn from 
the mistakes made by mankind. The errors that in return granted the element 
of rare births unto this Earth. We all learn from such doctrin to emerge into a 
state of maturity. All of us, that are steeped in gravity, meaning the "Mortal 
Flesh", have as individuals always sought a hive mind (Groupmind) to break 
solitude. But know that the organ responsible for such crafts of the Psyche, 
is the common trait of our crown eye, which is situated beneath our sculls, in 
our brains. Knowledge of Ancients will refer to it as Ammon's horn. 

It is the seat of our soul, our inner celestrial being, that rules the heavens, 
much like the nature of a telescope. 


Khu 


The "God" child. Is indeed our problemchild. That being said with the 
outmost modesty. In the older Sethian lore, it is the law of the Trinity. 

A polarity that births the energy between two opposite poles. 

Ergo, the concepts of Gods or God, were once named as the Khu. 
Nevertheless, it raises an question upon all individuals: 

Did I choose life of did life choose me? 

God or Gods portrayed as individuals, as persons, will never wheel any effect 
on the navigators dispatched unto this realm, existence and reality. 
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The very idea of personifying God has always been fought throughout all of 
human existence. Wars raged by scribes and scholars, witches and wizards. 
Yet, many mortals will still seek such God energy. Those sexual acts that 
bring forth a sense of relief to our bodies. The healing element of Endorphins. 
Yet, the fuck sessions have always been stigmatized as evil, that only brings 
about, the driven nature in all individuals. But said in all honesty: Who is to 
judge? "God?". The old Draconian rule and the Dragon's lore have always 
divided the concept into a Trinity. Three elements. The three elements being: 
Dwat, Khu and Ka. 

Such was the old Sethian lore, so it still is. But know, that the degeneration of 
any species will be the last office of humanity. 10 species have gone before 
us, we are the 18th species in accounted history. But existence itself, is an old 
Lady. Very old. Extremely old. Too many years to even count. It is eons of 
different time spans, throughout a countless number of terrestrial years. 

In the end we all loose count. It is the human condition. A fair spirit. 


Ka 


Our Ka. is our own vessel. It is our home, our base, our dwelling, where most 
of us seek shelter from the stars. It is the geometric buildings of a colonized 
Earth, that illuminates our nights. Some of those buildings are as old as our 
species. Yet, some buildings are still to be finished. It is the moment in a 
monument, seeking justification of an old lease. But it is also the moment that 
causes a fobia towards the dead element of stars, creating people that fear all 
that is non-human. In return it creates many individuals that seek to escape 
such reality, through pleasures and escapism. Consumerism. 

It only results in the ongoing stigmatization of individuals, naming them to be 
possessed and brings about the old namecalling of demons etc. 

But we all need a roof over our head. A shelter for mind and body. 

Be our nature driven? Life is driven. Get use to it. 
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Codex 


A life lived by the book, turning books. A life rendered by code. A somewhat 
calculated life. A life lived by code. Old men and scholars sitting by burning 
candlelights, turning books, trying not to burn the pages, in rage over ancient 
lore. But such is our existence, calculated. Some might say: Too calculated. 
If a mind has been encased in what best can be descibed as mathematical 
reality, then it often brings about behavioural patterns which outsiders will 
describe as mental disorder. Many mathematical creatures, never seem to 
grasp the very element of the livelyhood assigned to life. Yet, some will state 
that if things becomes too calculated, it will only bring about the wicked- 
ness of evil deeds. Driven nature will always be calculated, and therefore the 
strongest survivor. Driven, you say? I shall not judge. It is all about balance. 
It trust that it also concearns the balance of books and codexes, alike. 


A Thousand Centuries 


Please try and fathom that paradise never ever existed in the first place. 

Non such paradise existed, and so has it been through eons of time, so much 
time, that it is unaccounted for. The notion of paradise is the utopia in the 
mind of any person or creature, that experiences the high's of the chemistry 
assigned to their organisms. Such were the torrents and rapids of devolution. 
The very stagnation that led to the emergence of rare births upon this Earth. 
But such knowledge granted us rites (not rights), that throughout the ages 
replaced religion, it happened eons of time ago. Therefore come to know and 
understand that all the mysteries of the Ancients have all been resolved. 

So the Celestrial beings will finally awake, a thousand centuries past their 
birth, to venture into other creations, but also venture into the fallen creation 
of planet Earth, to experience the elements of both hate and love. 

So is life upon this planet. This existential plain. 
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Navigators 


Know that Navigators are a HARD people. They gave up on telepathy and 
vibrational reality, eons of time ago. Therefore the manipulations of life and 
vibrational reality, has no effect on them, whatsoever. The Navigators have 
always proclaim themselves as independent individuals by mind and actions. 
It is the hardness of solitude that grow such Navigators, till the Navigators, 
reach the empathic states as Psychics. Therefore, they can navigate. 


Morningstar 


The Moon. The lunar orbiter of this planet. Mother Earth. The petrified tear 
of Medusa, the Moon, is the very testament of destruction, that birthed both 
Earth and Moon. In the opposite scale resides the Sun. But it is only the 
disintegration of a dying Sun. Maybe why many of us worship the Moon in 
our night sky and worship the stars. Hoping that some star will support, the 
element of thought. One shining star that out-shines other stars. 


Species 


There were ten species before us. Yet, such Arcane creatures still walk the 
Earth, still travel among us. Although humanoid in appearance, they will 
undoubtably look utterly grotesque to you. Some with human features, some 
with a redish skin or even an ashgreen skin assigned to their bodies. 

Some might still have the traits of fur unto their bodies, like the hairy back 
of any old Grandfather. Maybe the lesson learned is that we must never 
condemn the appearance of other creatures. The inner creature, the celestrial 
being, might actually try and convey important information to you. 

So we need to look past it's grotesque features. Trust me. We all eventually 
will turn into another form, a different shape of our former self. 
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Organisms 


As most of us know, then this place, planet Earth is totally regulatory. A place 
of calculated reality. A regulatory system that have searched for order, even 
searched for an atomic order, since the Greek empire. However certain points 
of conflict may arise due to the nature of such a system. The system rely on 
the production of children. 

Fact. Our species rely on an endless supply of children. The system needs all 
those individuals, so that there never will be any disruptions in our supply 
chains. So we rely on childbirth. But I ask you this as a Celestrial being. 

If humans are potential immortals, then why would you create children? 

We are celestrial beings. Countless predecessors of any given reign always 
gave up fighting such an engine. They have always indulced and resorted to 
orgiastic pleasures by countless fornications of both flesh and mind, in both 
genders. I dare not call it the human condition, but it is and have always been 
the human tradition. The fucking, that is. 


Mind 


Our minds often reflect our behaviours. 

We often act with serenity, but our inner emotions are often in turmoil. 
Certain knowledge has always been feared. But most of us still worship 
conversations, silent talks that hold tiny sparks of light, but little warmth. 
Communications have always been difficult. It has always been hard to reach 
understandness or common ground. 

In return, the human race resorted to vocal symbolism, 

but it has only led to the devolution of all knowledge, 

that is, for some fractions or self-proclaimed individuals. 

But the spirit of man has always shone bright. 

Mankind being of a fair Spirit. 
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Arcane 


We might praise ourselves victoriously as Arcane beings, that worship the 
ancient crafts of sworn dualities. The worship of four elements, each element 
holding the traits of duality, birthing the 8 known elements of knowledge, 

in the knowledge wheel. But at the core of any belief system, lays the deep 
heartfelt issues of all the celestrial beings and the very element of soul. 

Souls and the soul-shards, assigned unto us all. 

Yet, some will raise their head to gaze upon the Sun. 

Others fully know, the true nature of such a Sun, and the inner creature will 
always worship the twilight, and the shadows of doubt that follows it. 
Leading to the impassive nature of self. He or she that refuses to act. 

But know that it is your given right in an Earth-life. 

We all dawn to learn that we all are conceived by stars and that we all will die 
like stars. Even those of us that have shone the brightest. 

It is the lemon and the sugar cube. It is the bittersweet sensations of 

new sensations upon you hungerdriven skin of a skinwalker. Sex starved. 


33. Zeals of the sleeping Emperor 


Emperor’s Zeal. Sleep through time is the only refuge for the forsaken. And 
your bed is a Holy sanctum for your body. It is the perfection of twenty upon 
your priced humanoid body. It is the divine Godly count of twenty, for us 
humanoids. The human body is and will always be a vessel for souls. The 
divine body and the lore to it’s divinity, rests with the dead Gods. Always 
treasure your sleep and catch some Z’s when you feel tired. And pray that 
your godgiven soul will grow the winged feet of the cloaked flight so you are 
able to call upon the wings of the Nosfera. Pray for the Hex cube of Atlantis. 
Amen. 


We, the sleepers, that awake from within our sleeper's coffins, our beds, 
always awake in the noisy turmoil of chaotic surroundings. Some chaotic 
reality rendered unto us. Yet, I fear most of us will ask: 

Where does one find peace? Maybe the simplest of answer would be: JAIL. 
There really is no polite way to put it! Religion is toxic! 

Psalm 4:8. 

"In peace I will lie down and sleep, for you alone, Lord, make me dwell in 
safety". Sound advise? A good advise is to lie down, to tell all your children 
of fairytales and cover all such lies in beauty. Maybe lesson is to never lie 
upward. Yet, if a Serpent's tongue lying like a liar, lies upward, in order to 
safe lifes? 
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Come to know, that sleep (for those of you that do sleep) is a deep meditation 
on all your subconscious levels. Ergo, sleep is meditation. IMPORTANT. 


33. Zeals of the sleeping Emperor 
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34. Blood Wars 


Bloodwars Lore. Hail unto Skeletor. Your bones show through your geyish 
pale skin and the metal upon your mechanical crown glows with the dimest 
of lights as if it was about to die out. That is the red keep of a crown as your 
red robe is drenched in blood, as you trespass in the lands of the forsaken, 
surrounded by dead angels from astralprojected realms. The rivers of blood in 
the remote deserts turned into freshwater to quench the thirst of thy servants. 
Such hex of darkness is the strongest survivor, such is the price of knowl- 
edge. The Dragon Queen is by far the strongest survivor, and she rests upon 
the old mountain of man, that ancient Nephilim mount of pyramids. 

As goes for the awe of the Holy pyramids, then it can only be Trinity Lore in 
the eyes of a Serpent, and only be Quardition Lore in the eyes of an Eagle. 
The view from a bird’s eye. Sattelites in the night. 


An old necessity. The bloodwars Lore. 
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35. Myst 


Myst Lore. The mist of Mystique forms a Dragon’s armor out of Myst. An 
armor to safeguard you from the sight of one man rendered blind and safe 
you from a free tongue by a newt. A blind sight is often lost and enclosed 
within a clouded mind. It is the fallen father, that gets sold his own creations 
through the crown of his enclosed and jailed son. Always remember that the 
Devil will feed you, your own blood. A crown of kethers, locked in chaos 
and forsaken by a father’s deeds. Control of the Myst lies in the Hex cubes of 
the damned. Myst soars among the ancient races of the Dragons. A cultured 
madness of a highborn is bred. A highborn of the Dragon’s lore. Angels soar 
to cease the dawn of the birthgiving light within Dragons, the winged crea- 
tures within the creation of Myst, which the broken destiny of Earth, laided 
upon the twilight of your serpent tongue. Hex a cube no more, lest you want 
your soul eternally incarcerated in the core of such a cube in order to descend 
down into the purgatory of souls and into the depths of the hell of Hades. 
Amen unto Amenta. Myst rises the mystery of self in the existence of the 
fellows, rendered blind by mind, not sight. Apostle versus Prophet, and I do 
trust both elements will utter the words: To each age it’s books. 

The polytheist Arabs are those that join Gods with God. So saidth Tehuty 
from Atlantis. So saidth the duality tongue of a devout serpent, that bends 
and mends it’s tongue, into the tongue of a Gecko. The dual cloven tongue 
of the native Americans, that always seek one truth among the many truths 
within this reality, this our earthly existence. But let a cloven tongue descend 
unto a cloven hoof, so you may seek the seat of Ammon. So you may grasp a 
glimpse of our woven reality. As all time is a construct upon our jailed minds. 
But do spare me the retoric of that ancient worn line, “ Above as below”. 
That is the insult of paganism, that reduced the seat of Ammon, to the uterus 
of women, in order to fornicate. And yet, I will never judge a fornicate, and 
in all likelyhood never endulce in one. But know that Ammon’s horn is and 
always will be the seat of the soul, that often by unGodly powers gets called 
unto an altar of Sacrificial stone. Such is the sacrilege. But the seat is within 
our brains, and all good sex starts in the brain, as most people would know. 
The nature of water is simular to the nature of light. Water know of no fixed 
boundaries and will eventually enter any element. Like the fact that rock and 
clifts gets broken down by the waves. So is life to become as water? It is 
what, we need to maintain our lifes! Water is a liquified substance and it's 
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nature is totally elusive. Much like the nature of Narcissus and his truthtelling 
water mirror. Yet, water holds no shape nor any colour, like the nature of 
light. Yet, I would claim that water hold substance, and light do not. And so 
we all seek a higher lore to the rule higher law upon our bodies, only to fail. 
Some Ancient tongues would call it divinity. However, it cannot change my 
belief system, that your bodies are the very vessels for the celestrial beings. 
The home of our inner soul. Residing in the seat of Ammon. Ammon's horn. 
Some might even claim that our inner beings are locking and unlocking our 
inner portals, taking us beyond, in our dreams, till we eventually become 
angelical self-aware. Till our dreams come true. But know that such 
knowledge always have been misused in the name of countless religions. 
But I do believe that any occult instrument, any esoteric tool, were all created 
to safeguard people. They were all created with the best of intend, trust me. 
Tools created to restore our psyche. The right approach from such illusive 
masters, that serve such elements, is to emphasize the elements concearning 
the healing of our souls and bodies. Done right, with added humor, then we 
have also entertained in such process. 

Which brings me to the very indoctrination of children. It will always be 
around. But surely if all children are educated and entertained at the same 
time? Who is gonna beef about it, do you even want to spoil such pleasures, 
in growing a new soul? Maturing a child, with the joy intact. Then why? 
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36. The curse upon the Undead 


Undead Curse. The undeads are the organisms of the living that trespass into 
the dead barren surface world of the Earth. The keepers of this realm. Few 

in number, but strong in heart. But know this. This world is such a cold and 
dreary place, where none of us know were to turn for comfort. There exits 
only one sanctum under the heavens. One place of brightness left. 

The sanctuary hidden within the twilight of the forsaken. Such a dear place 
for those rendered heartless, when our hearts cease to exist in this realm. To 
guide us into a much older doctrine by the sacred heart of ancient Egypt. The 
rule of the dead. When our hearts are dead and gone, then, never be weary or 
dreary. There exist worse things in existence that the element of death. Trust 
me. A prayer said to the dead Kingpriests: My divine Serpent God. My Queen 
Dragon of counsel. Thou rendered death upon the hearts of devout priests and 
anointed them into ancient Kingships. You granted them fire of the Dragon 
lore. Kingpriests. Kings torn in rags of history’s repeat. 

Ancient Kings downtrodden but excelled in spirit. Blessed Dragon and 
mother unto Gods. Make thy Holy patron known. Spread thine glory amongst 
Serpents and let Kings work out their merits by their own salvation. The 
merits of a dead Legion that always abides by thy will. In the name of glory 
render the God energy Khu, unto those men. Amen. 


The count is the count of 495, then know that I truely love small counts, 
in any earthly order. 

The count of the Kabbalah, be it the count of 10 and 11 or even 16. 

Then know that I always will supersede you. 

Immortal Eternals. 

Sacred father of ALL. The chariot of the world. Rule Enochian plains of the 
Nephilims, before the throne of might, from where you discover all things. 
Glorious be all ears and eyes, because mouth and nose will betray you. 
Children, half-loved from birth, calls to see a strong firmament as they try 
to grasp the fire in their seeking souls. O'flower of mothers, flower of all 
whores, form all forms of things to come. Amen. 
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An alternated body is a dead body. The reign of undead tending their inner 
creature, seeking only solace and peace. 


Phantoms Quest 


Driven is the nature of any quest. Sweet child holds many names. A God 
holds many entities, all trying to birth a name. Birth in the name of "GOD". 
The names of our historical acccounts: Phantom, Ghost, Spirit, Entity, 
Demon, Angel ... only to name a few. To some creatures or myth. They are 
not. However in regards to our mortal flesh, our body, our organism, in this 
case, the humanoid organism, then it can never change the fact of individual 
thought within our inner Kingdom. It cannot change the driven nature, that 
which propel us all ... SOUL. A phantom, an inner celestrial being that 
resides within us. A soul taking host in our bodies. Seated in Ammon's horn. 
Some of us await this moment, since the very day that we are born. However, 
if the rituals in connection with the transition leads to death, then we all know 
that it is rooted in a false concept of Earthly possession, not seeing to heaven, 
be it of false lore or not. In other words possession of the Earthly matter. 

Yet, some still seek a coffin, despite of our illusive nature in regards to death. 
I never believed in death, in the first place? We all know of termination, we 
fully understand that organisms will perish, due to tear and wear. But do we 
not all believe in transition, only seeing beginings. Unless you are a killer. 


36. The curse upon the Undead 


In fact, if we only experience beginings, which many has to endure, then we 
all grow tired of always having to begin anew. Growing tired of all things and 
slowly turn to tradition. Meaning that some of us end up treasuring the very 
element of killers. Ironically. But it is an illusive art. The Egyptian Death-art. 


The Haunted Cathedral 


This story is based on the evidence by the priest father Daly. The events took 
place in the Cathedral of Millport, located on the isle of Cumbrae, Scotland. 
As far as I recall, the event took place in the mid 1990'ties. A woman was 
accommodated in the Cathedral of Millport. The world's smallest Cathedral. 
It has a Bed & Breakfast, assigned to it. During her stay she was constantly 
attacked every night, whilst sleeping. Kinetic attacks. I have on occassions 
experienced the same phenomenon. Inner turmoil that seek to tear us apart, 
internally. However something always safeguard and keep our inner rings, 
intact. That is my account and I hope and pray that it will stay that way. 
Best guess is that none of us can account for a lost soul. Do we even possess 
a conscience past a spilt atom? A lost soul, I guess that Christ was the very 
first upon such an altar. 


Where No Birds Sing 


Have you ever asked yourself: When was the last time that I heard a bird 
sing? With the spring and summer, comes the song of birds. Like clockwork, 
sounding at every sunup and sometimes at sundown. I am fully aware of the 
fact that my handlers have deemed me to be mentally ill. Yet, I can still 
account for periods totally free from singing birds, despite the seasons. 

I have experienced all four seasons without the song of birds. Maybe why 
they would call me mentally ill. But it is the very reason, why I even question 
the very element of nature. I have experienced human nature, I can tell you 
that. And it truely doesn't make things better. A sad statement of sorts, but 
hey, my middlename is depression. I would love to be the psychologist of all 
the hotty pornstars in the world. Those seeking psychologist sessions. They 
would be laying on my shrink's couch, to emerge hours later, with some wet 
residue running down their cheeks. The crying game, we all have dreams. 
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My Dead Lady 


Come to know it. The living of the dead. So I wonder who is she? Is it a miss 
Jehova or a mrs. Tutsy? Best guess is that they both are dead elements. Both 
stuck in the duality of two sacrificial stones, gazing upon the rotting corpse of 
Christ. Know that all males end up there. Flocked unto the hill by two sisters. 
Yet, I know her looks by now. Such dread of a Demonica. They will always 
seek our depths in order to avoid any celestrial salvation, that will lead them 
into the boredom of an asexual world. 


The First Sin 


Starbirth. The element of white dwarphs (stars) has been highly debated in 
the scientific communities. Which elements are to be consider true of any 
gravitational pull? None of us know. Too many theories. However, I firmly 
believe in the very element of portals. (Sounds naughty, I know, but still!) 

I believe in the inner and outer portals. The reason why we should treasure 
the terminologies of worlds, spheres, realms, and dimensions. In order to 
logic any chaotic mind. Given age, we all learn meditation and learn to 
embrace spirituality. Although male elements stuck in the gravity of logic, 
will name the very existence of spiritualim and creativity, to be the works 
produced by utter boredom. They will condemn it as false lore and witchcraft. 


Our Haunted Flesh 


The twilight of no rest. Know that any violation on body and soul always 
have been hated. Some victims do experience such ordeal and it's sexual 
nature. Most people have been in such situations and ordeals. Yet, there are 
two sides to a coin. There are two elements assigned to it. The attacks can be, 
external or internal, in nature. Violation of both body and soul. 

Yet, most of us pray that our minds are strong enough, evovled enough to 
survive such a sexual duality, and it's very nature. Maybe the reason why 
Ancients sought the worship of the Trinity lore, to begin with. 

Unwritten laws, socalled lores, ruled by the mighty Dragons. 
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The Apple Of Sodom 


An apple divided in the mind, seeking any tree of knowledge. I trust the very 
nature of an apple-pie might offend you, if it is served with the notions of 
nature's rot. So why sell such notions? Unsellable, although the notions might 
be rooted in reality. Ecologists might want to face fact, once and for all. 
Economists always do. It is the very paradox, the rotten element or the fresh 
element. Some will claim that to conseal rotten nature is rotten. Others will 
claim that to expose rotten nature is rotten. Maybe it is the very fact of nature. 
Faul. But do agree, that serving both sides of a platter, serves both's survival. 


Necromancing An Egyptian Mummy 


And so my rotting flesh turns to dust. The medicins of an alchemist's black 
fires in the firewater, trimming my body into the appearence of a Skeleton 
warrior. Too fatiqued for any battle, but resting amongst pens that runs the 
bloodred ink over virgin pages. Entering the heartless heart of the Osiris. 
Amenta. 


The Undead China Rose 


So is the fall, forever with us. Such a doll is made of China, see to it that 
she does not break. Yet, she rises from the Necromancer's mist. Raised as an 
Undead. 


An Ankh Of Life And An Ark Of Tears 
Some history rewrites, serve only doom. Before you render a child unto the 


barren, then fully understand that the very Ankh of life always is followed by 
an Ark of tears. 


Vampire's Ankh Number Eleven 


Darknests. A true Gnostic Vampire's Lord said: Know that a symbol might 
conflict with religious belief-systems or be a bringer of peace among them. 


37. Necromance bless upon a stiff 


Necro Bless. O Holy Spirit of wisps. Holy Ghost. Ressurrect these royal 
bones by the recited childhood spend within pains. Thy sevenfold curse upon 
the living. The sevenfold curse of wisdom and the falsehood thereof. 
Wisdom of linage that only follow us into our graves to grant us nothing 
more than the poor misery of profound wisdom by doubt. 

Ressurrect these bones and baptise with fire and let the waters of old folklore 
evapourate into the doubt of a cloud. Those clouds of cloakers that conceal 
the crafts and vessels in mid air. Render me, that cloak of invisibility. Render 
such splendors unto thy Serpents, so they, at their own account can bathe in 
the blood of antiquity. But always keep the bloodlines of the Dragons sacred. 
Ressurrect that alter of Dragon bones within twilights sanctuary and keep the 
Serpent’s blood hidden and sacred till sorrows end. Amen. 


37. Necromance bless upon a stiff 
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37. Necromance bless upon a stiff 


38. Telekinesis 


Telekinesis. The divine powers of the human organism. As always the word 
will descend from the Father unto the Son. The reality of individual thought. 
Human rights. The cerebral hemisphere situated within our brains. The power 
of thought and the power of manifestations. That element of reality applies to 
us all. It applies to the living as it applies to the dead. Eventually we all end 
up there, sitting in the Devil’s lap, the Hippocampus, also known as Ammon’s 
Horn. Where souls reside to judge right from wrong, to divide the light and 
the darkness, within twilight. But always instruct yourself: 

I AM GOD. My body is my temple. A temple fit for the fallen love of defiled 
demons, but do remember that such a kingdom resides 

within us all. Fallen unto an earthly Kingdom from the seat of heaven. 


38. Telekinesis 
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39. The bless of a Sanctuary 


Body Sanctum Bless. Make a Holy mark upon the walls of your dwellings. 
Within your abode, your home. Then address the elements when it is 
required, to say it out loud. But for prayers, always recite them from within 
your inner kingdom, if your soul is capable and equipped with such lore, for 
thinking out loud. Merciful Serpent God, I beg of thee, in the departure from 
the sacred immaculate heart of Osiris, through the merits of the black 
Serpent’s precious blood offered freely to the white Serpent in mass by the 
quake of Christ. Sacrificed unto dreamt up citadels in the sky. Sacrificed at 
every unholy mass by the pikesmen of the red cloth. Grant me sin, converted 
to truth. An alter of souls smitten by the flesh of mortals, Humans. 

A purgatory to console the heart of Osiris, the heartless. The Serpent born out 
of the Dragon’s blood. Grant me a silent and happy death, by old 

Egyptian lore, sheltered from the elements, in a tomb of holy refuge. Some 
people cannot read scripture, nor lore, but have to resort to spot the white 
Serpent amongst all the letterings. Ignorance bliss. And yet, many men, 
proclaimed Holy, will eventually lay their books unto a dustful shelf, to let 
the cobweb of wisdom cease their mortal bones. To await another Messiah. 
They will always proclaim such lore, so they can flock the flesh of those 
deemed unholy and unclean, although they, themselves, always catches the 
scent of a soapy arse. If surrounded within such a damned shrine, then know 
that the Taj Mahal, isn’t a palace, but a tomb. And indulge yourself in prayer 
and inner meditation. Because you, yourself, by now, must have worked out 
that your birth was, that of nature. A love child to some. Yet, a bastard child 
in the mindset of others. Pray: * Answer my every need with humility. Say: 
May my sacred blood protect me. Dragonblood aid me. * Clear my mind of 
doubt. Say: fulfill my temptations. Dragonblood help me. * Soothe my 
loneliness and calm my soul. Say: May the weary bones rest. Dragonblood 
assist me. * Fail not my plans and my hopes. Say: Raise the dead from 
sorrow. Dragonblood aid me. * When others fail, secure me. Say: Make my 
ill thoughts leave. Dragonblood help me. * Restore my balance. Say: Indulge 
ejaculations for the Holy Spirit. (Jerkoff or Playoff in the morning and in the 
evening). Dragonblood assist me. * Cast a heart in failure, but elevate it by 
root. Say: May the heart roots overcome. Dragonblood aid me. * When I am 
ill and my mind and hands cannot work and I am lonely. Say: May the souls 
of Holy Serpents enter. Dragonborn of Serpents help me. In spite of 
weakness, falls and shortcomings of every kind: 
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SERPENTGOD OF THE DRAGON’S BLOOD 

HELP ME AND NEVER FORSAKE ME. AMEN. 

Thy blood of the black Serpent were spilled in the quake of 
Christo Constantine. Amen. 


These following are the equations based on the Gregorian 24 hour circle, 
those that best secure balance of body and mind, that is for my part, given my 
50 year old path, in this Earth life. 


1) The Sleep in Air: Try to get a full ten hours worth of Sleep or rest. 

2) A Drink of Water: Try to Drink with moderation, when the thirst beggeth. 
3) The Fire in the Work. 6 hours worth of Work. Your efforts based on your 
own individuel intake. 

4) The Spirit of Leisure: 8 hours worth of Leisure. Meditate upon your work 
before you begin. Then the Work is already done. 

5 The Soul in Foods: Eat a variety of different Foods, and in accordance with 
your own individuel burn, which often is age related. 

6) The Matter of Sanctum: Demand safety for every of the five elements 
which are listed above. Exercise those right. Demand those rights. 


That is what my life, would look like. That is, if I had any say in the matter. 
To introduce a payday, every seventh day, would even be better. That is, if I 
had any say in the matter. Which none of us do, lest we own or can lawfully 
dictate our enterprises. 
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40. Twin Gates 


Twin Cylon Curse. Whom are the benefactors of the Holy Twin Genetics? 
Those Serpents that are born out of the Myst by Dragons. The Dragons race 
of divinity. The sacred Dragon blood. By record it was first harnished by the 
zionist strain of the Moses organism. One twin brought to life and sheltered, 
while the other twin gets killed in order to harnish the knowledge of Gods. 
Some will wrongfully call it: A-power. 
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41. Sky Rune 


Sky Rune Bless. Eventually the Dome will crack. Upon such a dawn within 
twilight, then grant me a treasured Sky Rune so life can re-enter elsewhere. 
So life can travel within a twin necromancer’s dead bones. So that light of 
dawn will raise the skeletons by their bones and render flesh to their inner 
blood tree of their skeletons. Faith upon such a ruler. 
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42. Destruction of Time 


Destruction Hexes. The old lore of the Metallurgy. To transform elements by 
knowledge of Holy fire. But do treasure the positive elements concearning 
the changelings of old folklore. Treasure and uphold life and the goodwill 
positivity. Let destruction manifest as a creastruction, in the tradition of a 
changeling. Amen unto Amenta. 


42. Destruction of Time 


What is the true nature of a rendered clockwork anyway? 

Ever thought along such lines? However, it makes me, what to address the 
very nature of the toilette. The toilet. The science of the water-closet. 

The old Thomas C. Crapper. The inventor of the toilet, never accounted for 
the northern hemisphere nor the southern hemisphere. 

All the globe-trotters of the modern age (whenever that is?), have travelled 
the entire globe and concluded that when you flush a toilet, in the northern 
hemisphere, then the excess water twirl in a clockwise direction. Whereas the 
excess water twirl counter-clockwise, in the southern hemisphere. A Fact. 
A fun scientific fact. But may I inquire, if we worship such a nature? 

Do we stay true to nature? Do we even worship Mother Earth? 

Mother Nature? To be an utterly fly-fucking individual, then why not let 
clocks run clockwise to the North, and let the clocks run counter-clockwise 
to the South? Oh boy! Mindblowing ideas dreamt up on the crapper. 


SHIT HAPPENS! Thank Cod. Yet, I am still puzzled to which way the 
visors on the clock should be turning. Clockwise or counter-clockwise? 

But we cannot have it both ways? Right! 

Eating lunch in the North and shitting in the South? I would hate to see those 
two factors the other way round. SURELY? 
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THE DESTRUCTION OF TIME 


The Illusive Element Of Time 
Clockworks 


DIFFERENT TIME ENGINES 
20 Mayan Engine: 10:00-19:99 
28 Egyptian Engine: 14:00-27:59 
24 Gregorian Engine: 12:00-23:59 


TIME? (TIME DESCENDING) 
Wimbledon: Time! Game, Set and Match. 
Simpleton: Thoth! Geb, Seth and Ma‘at. 
Come to know, that you already are DEAD. 


43. Ghost Shell 


Ghost Shell. You are the Ghost within my shell. The curse within my Hell. 
The life within my dead flesh. You became the soul incarcerated within my 
ribcage. Dragons are the evovle of all organisms, The evolve of Life. Much 
like a heart centered between two lungs. Yet, we both await to expire from the 
elements of this realm. The DNA deemed obsolete. 

A picture tells a thousand words, as well as the count of 26 letters can form 
an endless array of worlds. But to erect entire worlds in the blink of an eye 
will require that you can conquer the wheel of time. 

Be you most hateful and lease be upon you. Know that there is an exception 
to any earthly rule, but there are no exceptions within your inner Kingdom. 
The seat of Ammon. Come to know yourself. Know thy self. Amen. 


DAEMONDACAST INVEHITUR 


[5.5.1.3.5.9.5][4.9.5.9][9.9.6][2.9.5.2.6.9] 
The 16 rebellious Angels crucified as Saviors on the 16 bloody stakes 
erected by the impaler named NOSFERATUS 
The King of pale that kills all the Turks. 


THE 16 DEATHDEALER EXTRAORDINAIRES 


1. GADRIEL 

God amongst dead resides in eternal lease. 

"If we may not rule the living, then surely we can rule the dead. Know that all 
women eventually will awake and come to know of their true power". 


2. ASHREM 
Anubis saluted holy rest entering masonics. 
"If you cannot order the chaos, then chaos the order". 


3. SAMIROUS 
Same ailments messes internal rule on uterus sacred. 
"She will be thrusting, birthing, bleeding". 
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4. AZAZEL 

Any Zeals are zworned eternal legions. 

"Closed is the flesh. Opened is the mind. I am blind, barren of children. 
No son nor daughter. No angelical selfawareness". 


5. PALATOSS 
Pains are later attached to our smitten souls. 
"Enter her pains by divided lips". 


6. ABADDON 


Are baddies all doomed dead on necromacy. 
"Your sword of flesh will prevail or it will fall, never to grow again". 


7. AMESSO 

Alpha meets eternal sworned sacred Omega. 

"Every end serves begining. Every begining serves end. 
The Earthworms serve both". 


8. TAMAEL 


Taken are mothers assigned endless lease. 
"A marriage of joined feet, takes the hands off the sheep". 


9. BEROTHES 


Brothers eternal rot on the hill endlessly sworn 
"Thy brother's cock is thy neighbor's rooster, in the fire breath of Dragons". 


10. LILITH 


Less is less in thorned hells. 
"The Adamas curse and it's two companions, Adam and Steve visited upon 
Eve, in the death of night". 
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11. LUCIFER 

License under crowns in flesh enter riches. 

"It is the dead light of fallen creations that haunt us all. Truth is dark and 
black. Most people will only swear by black beauty". 


12. ENTHOUS 


Eternal nephilim travel hells outside uterus soulless. 
"Somehow all life fall by South and gets ressurrected by North". 


13. KNIGHTDOOR 

Knight's night in gloom hails the death on own rot. 

"Some doors are meant to be opened, other doors are meant to be shut. 
While some doors are meant to be sealed for all eternity". 


14. SEPTHORN 
Some endlessly perish through hells overseeing rotting nephilim. 
"Know that, not all roses have thorns". 


15. SEXTUS 

Souls eternally xeroxed to underworlds sacred. 

"All seek the dead meat, the dead sex, to erect their male meats in all their 
fornications. It is that which propels the world, the very drive of lust". 


16. SERENITY 
Souls eternal, rule endless night in treasured youth. 
"Some will choose to go blind. I will not. I have prepared for you". 


So know that GOD loves us all SO much that he created hell for all those 
people that disagree with him. All male and female witches hate God, if he 
is being portraited with a male stature. All witches have always hated God, 
because they are the ones that have to bear and suffer God's imbeciles. 
God's children. Such is the current account from the great Ouroboros. 

The recordum of the winged Nosfera. And if all scripts of chapter and verse 
were to be banned, then what will be served on your platter? Heads and 
brainmatter, to splatter? Or will it be Horse manure served on a dish with a 
glass of Horse piss? Then I might inquire to whether the horse piss is from 
tower ONE or from tower TWO? I will most certainly call on Enterprise, to 
serve me a good malt whiskey. Blessed be the HOLY waters. Amen. 
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As goes for the black arts of the Necromancy from ancient Egypt, then I will 
never forget the ordeals that I went through at the age of my 15 earth cycles, 
when I travelled the marshes of the dead, close to Glen Coe. All ghosts have 
shells, it is called a body. An organism. Such keys rendered to me at an early 
age. But it can never change the fact of the words, that always will transcend 
from the father unto the son. So it life for most fathers tending sons. 

Know that I have none, other than those I keep closed in my heart. 


But I trust that the human race finally have lost it's ways. Since the 1930'ties 
every Whiskey-distiller was informed of the bottleneck designs of all the 
Whiskey bottles. If you dump a used cigarette in an empty Whiskey bottle, 
then it is designed so that no smoke can rise from the Whiskey bottle, due to 
the design of the bottleneck. Ergo, you don't get cigarette smoke in your eyes. 
But it is a free world. Right? Some designs alter and we all sit down and get 
cigarette smoke into our eyes. Shit happens! We have lost our way. 

Much like one of my old tiresome routines. I often watch old documentaries 
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on the television. You know, really old footage, that has alot of static (grains) 
in the visuals. But I cannot help wondering about the repetition of statics? 
Ergo, those people in the footage department, must be real lazy bastards. 
Talking about being ghosted! 


44. A suicide upon a dead corpse 


Suicide Hexes. Disregard the law of toxinity so that you may die. So seek 
carefully to render life to your bones so you may thrive and survive whilst 
treasuring good will and life. Knowing. That is the bad seed, the element of 
the slaughter that always send our minds into states of depression. But the use 
of Blvck Alchemy can restore such faul imbalances. Trust me. But know this. 
Time and the element of distorted Time, will always be the biggest killer of 
all. For ALL time to come. Amen. 

And if a book hold such a depth of the inner abyss, that it automatically, will 
grant you death, to awaken within your own inner Kingdom? 

A book that will render the fainthearted suicide, should such religious texts 
and such lore be recommended or condemned? 


But I guess, books of suicide always have been among us, 

making the very knowledge of words, the bomb in any reader's life. 

You sometimes stumble upon some unsolved mysteries in the old antiquated 
literature. It still puzzles me that old manuscripts or the old codexes, reveal 
some knowledge that still is maintained in our literature. Our history of 
scribes. Funnily enough, then I stumbled upon an old codex, the codex in 
question is entitled: 


Cantatorium Codex Sangallensis 
(Hope sister isn't too mad at me?) 


You find the old codex, in question, and sit down to turn the pages. 

You seek to make some sense out of the scripture that at first glance appears, 
to be utter nonsense. Written in ancient Jibberisch. 

But we all ask, that is it that the text is trying to convey unto me? 

Whats does all the weird signs and symbols, mean in the vocal symbolism, 
that must be older than, Tut-mosis or Moses, himself? 

But I suddenly sumbled upon an index page, were certain words, filled me 
with amazement. Certain words, still recognizable, in today's standard. 
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The very INDEX, that burned into my eyes, had the following chapters: 


DOMINI 
CAPRIMADE 
ADVENTUONI 
STATIOADSCM 
ANDREAM 
POSTPRESEPE 
ANTIPHONA 
ADINTROITUM 


When you look upon the chapters, certain modern words pop-up. 
The words: Made. Advent. Statio(n). Dream. Post. Anti. Phone. Intro. 
I trust those words will stand out to anyone versed in modern literature. 


But it alo makes you wonder if the resistance towards mass communication, 
have been around, long before, Alexander Graham Bell, invented the phone? 


ANTI PHONA...? Maybe Christ refused to pick up the phone, because he 
knew that some moron only would send him onward to the bull horn. 
It might actually also be the same account, in regards to Adolf Hitler? 
Jesus One. Christ Two. God Who? 
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45. Hung, drawn and quartered 


Quardition Spells. The path under the Cross. Air, Water, Fire and Matter are 
the four elements unto this realm and existence. A Cross that we all bear. 
Poetry styles. Allow me to address the known disciplines. To the extend of 
my knowledge, there exists four known or accepted disciplines. A quardition. 
The present Quardition being: The Japanese Haiku. [Canzone] The British 
Sonnet. The British Limerick [Edward Lear]. And finally the discipline of the 
Ballad, the art of rhyming, which I trust is wellknown unto any Musician. 


¢ Haiku is a three line poetry. 

¢ Sonnet is a 10-14 line poem. 

¢ Limerick is a 5 line poem. 

¢ Ballad is the poetry with rhymes. 


So are the historical facts. But know that I will not and can not dictate, nor 
rule any given scribe in their own quest for words and the birthing thereof. 
However, in my sparetime, to kill my boredoms, I have experimented with 
my own poetry style, trying to render it, into a new lore, a new discipline. 

I call it a Poemshard. The poetry style of a Poemshard, is the art of comprised 
intel, precise and to the point. It may contain rhymes, it may not. But the 
main discipline is four lines or four sections. The discipline is based on the 
six dolours of the Ancients. It is based on the four elements in the Sth dolour. 
Those four elements being: 

A) Postulate. B) Trial. C) Conclude. D) Thesis. 

Therefore, allow me, to wheel my tongue into a tongues of the Serpent and 
speak out loud with my rotten tongue of duality, in the traditions of a Christo 
Constantine. Proclaiming the following, to be a Poemshard, for all kings of 
sages, ruled unto all ages, holding new dawns. 


A Poemshard: 


I feel like life has left me. 

The amputated fingers of a Phantom, seeking my heart to locate a pulse. 
And all I can conclude is that my heart has been rendered still, once again. 
I, good Sir, must be of the damned, I must belong amongst the unruly dead, 
as my heart is no more. My heart be still. 
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A Haiku: 


In twilight rest the sleeper’s coffin, within it, a trusted Lord. 
I am stiff as a board. 
I am bored as a stiff. 


A Sonnet: 


Times of the pyramids, with her face safely on the pillow. 
A sunbeam travels along her pale body, 

where it gently caresses the black snakes, 

which lay embedded deep within her skin. 

Pearls of sweet sweat swirl like magical fireflies, 

in the dark virtue of her tattoo. 

She lays dorment in ancient sheets of silk. 

Yet, fast asleep in the freshly squeezed sin. 

All a while, a blue bottle crawls around on a can of Coke, 
where it manifests, the unity of life. 


A Limerick: 


An universal wave. 

Existence, 

is a flux between a continuous, 

decline and incline of various energyforms and matter, 
on various levels of existence. 
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A Ballad: 


Rosenrot, she knows not. 

The rose is dead. 

The boy is blue. 

The words in red, 

will alarm you, too! 

Blue is the outside of a tomb. 

Red is the inside of a womb. 
Wampires will seek an opened wound. 
Devils will reek of death and doom. 

A dead heart, 

short of a fresh start. 

Such crime is within a rhyme. 

The prime is the death of time. 

A brave was sent to his early grave. 

A slave was imprisoned in his dark cave. 
But know, that Iam done with the words of a blacksmith. 
His mind was dull, so his iron was lit. 
Times are forever hidden. 

Hearts are forever smitten. 

A judgement call was the fall of us all. 
Rosenrot. 

She knows not. 
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Quardition Spell 


QUARDITION 


Quartu Mexito Maria 


Exodus Terminus Domino 


Prayer 


Blessed be the Holy Spirit. May the Trinity remain undivided forevermore. 
Come yee all. Come O' Holy Ghost and fill my cup with spirits and kindle 
my soul with the inner fires of your divine love. May Creators all create 
behind the hidden sacramental veil, that we all love enough to consecrate 
all the creators and their creations. 

Hail All Immortal Legions. 

Hail Mary, full of grace. 

Hail all Angels of Creator Gods. 

Appoint me guardian Archangels in every hour of need. 

May you govern day and rule the night. All hail. 

Amen unto Amenta. 


46. Ashes to fire and fires to dust 


Ash Poison Hexes. The plague upon any intellect. Never ever burn a book, 
lest you know how to turn ashes into virgin paper. Fear burned knowledge 
laid in ashes. Like the ancient fire of the Alexandria library that send the 
human race into centuries of darkness. 


Phantoms of the tomb 


Such cobwebs will visit upon the dusty robe of an Ouroboros. They sought 
the Mayan gold only to drown in the blood by the Nosfera. The great wings 
of the mighty Nosferatus. Spanish infidels with Mayan gold and then, the 
mountain fell hard upon their souls, sending them to everlasting rest. 
Sacred are the dry bone-matter of mere mortals. 


Ghostly wings in dreams 


And so we drink our blood and lay to rest in our sleeper's coffin. Only to 
astral-travel to unravel the great void of our inner dimensions. Yet, we still 
hope and pray for divine guidance among the realms filled to the brim with 
the madness of souls. Those fallen that seek to call upon us. A ghostly moon, 
hidden in the night. A morningstar, from where the dead visit upon the dawn 
of the living. A dawn broken by the very betrayal towards life. 


A dead man's story 


Seven autumns died and passed. Only to be visited upon by a dead man. 
Seven decades later, he finally rests, seven feet under a poisonious Moon, 
hanging above a wasteland of pious dread. Seven minutes to drink his blood. 
Seven days to eat his body. The cause of death, being seven decades filled 
with futile words, that never spawned any fruit, only the forbidden fruit of the 
damned. 


Queen of heaven 


She is the karma of majesty and the Rex of all sworn Kings, but dressed in 


46. Ashes to fire and fires to dust 


the robes of an Queen. An Queen of Havock. Hidden are her internal blades, 
so she can rage war and cause havock upon your worthless mortal organs 
which lays hidden in your inner chambers dressed in a continious rot. Rot by 
life. Rot is also a nature. Nature of the damned ruled by an Queen of Heaven. 


The black Madonna 


Blackend is she, that eats the heartless heart of Osiris, not seeing to the deeds 
of the living. Deeds done in the nightfall of Heaven. She is the caretaker 

and the undertaker of all men. She will be our end and cease the dawn of 

all known kindreds. She that killed an Osiris, although such a sacred heart, 
already is dead. To be of the dead. She must then answer unto the dead. 


A gnome King 


And so the Jacobite will bite down on you, with the jaws of a Jesuit, seeking 
a grail of an everlasting eruption. The eternal bliss entering the bless of the 
eternal damnation. Damnation upon all mortal flesh and upon the dead bones, 
that never may rise again. A gnome of Kings will never rise again. 


The Jesuit 


Military religion were the orders to still our hungers. Holy Orders building 
pyramids and trying to convert them into circles, as a testament and as a 
prove of Holy reincarnation, serving incarnates. But it cannot be done. Trinity 
is the nature of it. The pyramid of the Holy paraclete. It is the count of threes, 
till the Nun get off her knees, so she can despise any Godly order. So she can 
find herself, grounded in faith. 


The Maurs 


And so Dragons of the Dinosaurs cloaked themselves as Ravens and Crows, 
but only to pick the meat of the bones of dead warriors laying on the torned 
battlegrounds. Dead bodies turned to Skeleton warriors. Such are the nature 
of Dragons. Dwarph Dragons called innocent birds. 
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Filled with life and good will toward men. Soaring like Eagles, utterly free. 
Utterly digusting. The boney Dragons answering unto the dead caretakers. 


Plague 


Beneath my dusty robe of the Ouroboros, I hold both, the plague of the dead 
and the curse of the living. But I see no end, but only the begining of an end. 
Eternally exhaling under these false heavens dressed in the colour of blue. 
Thousand centuries passed. The epidemic are the graveyards. Dead cities. A 
sorceress with a black tongue seeking the erupt of a Dragon King. The wheel. 


Judas priest 


Jude, the fallen star, travelling the dead surface world of the Nosfera. Hebrew 
hexes singing in the dead night-air, mocking the present, with the dread of an- 
cient past. Such folly was once upon the jews, till the dawning of dead stars. 


Constantine 


The nature of a circle is a full stop and a period. Microcosmos ruling the very 
letterings upon a page. But know that all is constant. Much like his name, 
never changing. Christo Constantine. Life, however, is a continious flow. 
Amen. 


A heap of Skeleton bones 


And so the son of Ma'at will hunt us all, till the very day of expiration, so we 
may see no end. Damned, like the son of Ma'at, himself. The Dragon's lore. 


Knight's Templers Cross 


Know that you always have worn me out. Tired me unto death. Yet, you are 
the dead elements that keeps raising me, from the dead. You feed me, as I do 
you. It is two hands joined to pray to avoid the one mind that seek to slay. 


47. Frost Giants 


Frost Shock Spells. The words from a Frost Giant might send your heart and 
emotions into a cold realm filled with ice, where you only will seek to tend 
fire. 


The Giant in front of you is never bigger than the God inside of you. 


47. Frost Giants 
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48. Hexing a fire frenzy curse 


Fire Frenzy Curses. The Firestarter. Before an arsonist strikes a match to his 
heart, he might ask his Dragon for the price of a kitten. Ergo, he should 
inquire on how mush pussy he will get for his troubles. I am sure that the 
kitten will become smitten. Amen. 


May I return to the issues of fire, or in this modern day and age, the topic of 
lightbulbs. Come to know that Thomas Edison was an utter arsehole, with a 
dead son to go with it. But we are not allowed to mock the dead, to say it out 
loud, so we have to resort to the use of pen and paper. Mysteriously are the 
works of Tesla far more advanced and far more interesting. Tesla, another one 
of those "hidden ones", and we all begin to wonder to the nature of such a 
mystery. His sound theory over time proven into fact. So we step ourselves in 
antiquated belief-systems, because it is that which resides in our reality and 
that which forms our world. Yet, are all matter not questioned to be black? 
However, I still believe much in demonology, like the nazi-regime during the 
second worldwar. To such claim belongs the belief system of immortality. 
But we can never escape the element of gravity. The claim of immortality 
applies for the soul, but can never apply for matter. Ironically soul resides in 
the matter. A paradox of knowledge. It is those elements, both holding soul 
and individuality. It is the silver of Jude, that wish for gold, and it seems that 
it never will grow old. 
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49. The crowns upon our heads 


Kether Crown Hex. There are two sides to one coin. Know that a crown holds 
a head and a tail. A Cobra (snake/serpent) and a Vulture (bird of prey). 

A Cobra will always lie though the rot of teeth, to safe you from a Vulture. 
Know that, Empyrean is the very rule of Heaven and Imperial is the very rule 
of Earth, the rule of matter and the rule of Hell. Welcome to HELL. 

But don’t we all know it. We all suffer the good days intertwined with the 
bad days. A brainy day followed by a “thick as fuck” day. A good writer’s 
block-day followed by a bad painters Art-day. I guess, that such are the traits 
of humanity? But it truely feels like mental illness, that sickly gravity that 
always brings forth the self-loathing of self. It is Tiny feeling small. 

I truely hate gravity. I fucking HATE it. HATE HAS 4 LETTERS SO DOES 
LOVE. Enemies has 7 letters, so does friends. Lying has 5 letters, so does 
truth. Negative has 8 letters, so does positive. Happy has 5 letters, so does 
anger. Right has 5 letters, so does wrong. Heal has 4 letters, so does hurt. Cry 
has 3 letters, so does die. Illusion has 8 letters, but disillusion does not! 
Disillusion hold 11 letters. So is the hellblade of trusted Sir Lancelot, the very 
element that leaves us disillusioned, only to arrive at the one truth of illusion. 
Quite ironic, it would seem. It is the dual swords of Sir Lancelot. Duality of 
blades, rolled into one Hellbade by a Serpent’s tongue. But we all ask, what 
will our future rule detail? Doctors that destroy health. Lawyers that destroy 
justice. Teachers that destroy knowledge. Media that destroys information. 
Governments that destroy freedom. So everything is upside down. What is 
up? What is down? Everything backward. We can only arrive at the fact, that 
religion destroyed spirituality. Everything propelled by modernday doctors 
hooked on benzos, because they don’t have the nerve to drink a tank of gas, 
in front of the matchmaiden from Hell. Know that most doctors are heavy- 
users. A bit ironic, it would seem. Like some ancient manuscript, with 256 
pages, all in colour, unearthed by an archaeologist, and upon further 
investigation, he discovers the title of the ancient manusript to be: 

"The life of a Duck jailed in Ducksburg". One Duck is the monogamy of 

a singularity. I do believe that the word Duck in pural form spells Ducks. So 
is Daisy, an asexual hellhole, bestowed upon all fathers and sons. I, for one, 
am DONE baby-sitting, while you fuck the babysitter. Is there a Duck in the 
word Fuck? But word has it, on the wire, that the next Avenger movie: 
AGENTS OF SHIELD, will take place in a kindergarten. Sad really. 
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It is the answer of a Dante, unto the master of Puny, riding his pony. 

The famed multi-artist, Lion Ma Sinci, of revered Renaissance. 

Leo, leo, ludicris. I truely cannot help you to renew tradition. I truely cannot 
help you with life, because you are DEAD. 

O trusted Lion of folly’s deed, go see Sir Lancelot and his trusted steed, the 
black Arabian stallion. Do you, in all honesty, think that Sir Lancelot, will 
sent his trusted arab stallion on it’s way, in order, to mount a white donkey, 
by a lease of a dead Viking? Do you know what I am saying? 

Or do you just run Butters over toast and roast? 

The Sir fuckalot from Camelot (Came a lot, whenst cumming) and 

Sir Lancelot, never ever gets laided. It would seem that the world is mad, and 
the world has always been mad, madder than Hell. 

Welcome to HELL. Know that there always will be Empyrean lore against 
Imperial law. There will always be wings of spirituality against those half- 
breeds grounded in gravity. I never had any faith in democracy, but I will 
always have full faith in Enterprise. As long as I get my Whiskey, Cigarettes, 
Cannabis and canned foods, and a proper steak from time to time. Amen. 


Plague Ships 


Somehow, all seek to rule the inner and outer fires, but only end up ruling 

the ashes of their burned lovers. Such are the plagues upon love and sexual 
needs, never fulfilled. A non-physical relationship of the dead, where the only 
thing that grants us sexual gradification is the flight within the human mind. 
Pornofication of the greater Los Angeles. Californication. 

The exploits of the famed porno industry displayed on the public forums. 

It would seem that the ancient plague ships are very much alive, breeding and 
beaching the desert shores of nations already dead. I trust that the home of the 
brave, ironically enough, in the very end, only seeks a home. 


The Crown And The Cross 


We are all born with the inner seat of Ammon. The seat of the soul. Yet, few 
of us will ever be able to get our seat crowned in bless, entering the very bliss 
of heaven. 
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Upon such a dawn, that eventually descends upon us all, we awake in our 
pineal gland, and seek a sound rule to secure our wealth, our body and mind. 
To treasure, the treasure, named life. For those individuals still able to wheel 
it. Life, that is. Any crown knows that if you loose the rudder, you end up 
with the lost way of a rotter. A lifestyle spend in the rot of humanity. 

A lifestyle, treasured by some. What you see, is what you are gonna get. 

A revered sort of lifestyle, treasured by all fallen Angels. The very defiance 
against "God" as being one person. 

The higher knowledge of organisms have entered your very own system. 
Dragons were once upon a time, mighty creatures of sexual magic, fully in 
charge of all our sexual and carnal pleasures, so was it once upon a time. 
Still most men yearn to let such creatures re-enter into this dead world, to 
render sexual flesh unto their bones. To let them rule our sexual flesh. 
However the Trinity lore upon Dragons have always steered away from their 
doctrin due to the doctrin of the cross. The very teachings that try to safe 
life, by turning butchers and slaughters into scavengers, that respect life, and 
still survives, as a minimum. To maintain peace and to safe them from the 
red dawn of the bloodstained battlefields. It still remains tales of old lore, an 
ancient trait that has been among us for countless centuries, yet alone, 
millenniums. A hard lived trait and trade upon each age and each eon/aeon. 
Any lessons to it, if lessons still exist? Maybe the lesson upon all males, is 
that they need to lose their horns when seated in the seat of Ammon. 
(Ammon's Horn). We all travel such voids of duality. The sexual realms and 
the asexual realms. Asexual realms guarded by those residing in Dwat. 
Dwat, the rule of the dead. The very necromancy. All seek to die while they 
still are alive, so we can obtain a Ka, a vessel and a home, a base in this 
Earthly existence. 


The Thorn Of Arimathen 


Come to know that, some crowns hold thornes, depending on the road and 
path travelled. The obssession with the male arithmetic that always counts 
every thorn that enters the sexual flesh of females. It is the sexual obssession 
upon all our minds, the collective mind hive of humanoids. Biology. 


49. The crowns upon our heads 


Those male individuals that still hold sexual appetite will always seek a 
crown, although few know of the thorns in such a reign. Sex sells, a fact that 
has been around since the Merchants of Venice. The revered deathdealers of 
the Necromancy. A doctrin still alive and well, fed by prostitution, by those 
that are fallen. It is the sad truth assigned to the Necromancy. 


The Dark Gardens 


I seek a black Dragon in a dark cave, so she might enslave my sexual flesh 
and mind, so she may tender my soul. I trust such favors are highly treasured 
among any sexstarved individual. But the very garden of Dragons are dark 
gardens. It is the trade of celestrial beings, in a childhood cloaked. The inner 
beings, the celestrials, that dwell within us all. Yet, almost all males, when 
engaged with a free-spirited sexual woman, will only last three minutes, 
sexually. The red pulse of a Ranchor fucking, to glide from a wet cunt to a 
luped arsehole. Yet, most tiny men of this world might turn out to be the best 
deathdealers in the trade of wellhung cocks. Yet, their own groins are of the 
dead. Dead bodies seeking a safeword and a secret codex. But in this day and 
age, of high orders, prostitution is not enough for some individuals. Yet, all 
males will seek the milk of a good whore, any whore in order to ejaculate. 
But such male nature, makes it even harder for women to get off in pure lust. 
Female ejaculations being a rare treat. I trust it is all about how the women 
were raised. All women are nest-builders, a fact. Therefore they always seek 
security in their fornifications. They seek muscle and not the traits of a nerd. 
It might be that bless of women that all men seek. But I believe, it is all due 
to your own origin and roots. But very few men will take orders from a 
woman. As all males seek the sexual orifices of females to subdue them 
sexually. To use their tools in utter sexual exploitation. 

The very "powers" of such sexual carnage always brings about the sexual 
erupt from the male penis. Sad, but true in essence, till you have dawned in 
the realisation that our reality, is ruled by utter regulation. So most Tiny's (not 
well-hung) will end up as "watchers", because no woman will suffer a puny 
cock. So will a tiny watcher ever become a King of Dragons? Not likely! In 
the mind? Maybe, but never in her sexual flesh. Her three sexual orifices. 
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Maybe all the more reason to be mindful in regards to alcohol consumption, 
because science has strong evidence that it leads to misformed genitalias, 
upon both genders, on any infant. But in return, being a Tiny, I await the last 
orders, sounding from the bartender in any given pub. Awaiting a fine bottle 
of the finest Malt Whiskey. I am Tiny, damage is done. So what is the point in 
the health preachers of the sex industry? Tiny cannot use any advise rendered, 
damage is already done. Order is too small. Buttoms up, Cheers. 


Surgeon's Choice 


Come to know, that any blade is unholy. Be it a surgical blade or a stabber's 
knife. You might consider your reign and rule to be of invisibility. Know, 

that it truely isn't. Time reveals all, is one of the older sayings. We all dawn 
in such a dread and reality. Some moron that seek the trade of a stabber in 
order to pay and justify the wage of a surgeon. Maybe get rid of some of your 
boiled up hatred, along with it. With all due respect, bon appetite. I trust we 
all know that virtually all religious texts, will state:" Thou shall not kill!". 

But what is the selling point in the eyes of a killer? Is a stabber only halfway 
home to become a surgeon? Making amends. Know that we all come, to love 
hate and come to hate love. The old Yin and Yang, seeking the balance of a 
Tao. Seeking the protection of the Paraclete, those holding the Trinity lore of 
Dragons. The three of the Paraclete. Hopefully setting us free, in order to rest. 
Amenta. 
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Modern Scottish 27 
The Highlander 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


Aa Bb Cc Dd Eé Ff 

Gg Hh li Jj Kk LI 

Mm Nn Oo Pp Qq Rr 

Ss Tt Uu Vv Ww Xx 
Yy Aa Zz 


The Type Lab in the year 9230 YZ 
(Gregorian year 2024 AD) 


“If only I had miself a wee htis on a remote island” 
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The holy cross of Air. The foundation. The founding of the first father. The 
clone Cleon the first. Pentar Hex. The four elements of the Cross, is the price 
of knowledge that we all bear. But each individual will eventually seek a 

5th element. Love. Men will always seek the love of whores in a rundown 
brothelkeep. But know this. A selfproclaimed God of male stature is an utter 
falsehood. A male God is an utter dog. He will ask for meat every day, he 
will ask for milk every day, till his mind withers due to the tempers red pulse. 
He will ask of all sexual favors till the element of a man withers and he 
sounds like a needy child, returned unto his childhood within ignorance bliss. 
MOTHERFUCKING DUMB. What people will do for money! Which makes 
you wonder, who was the first person that made money by spitting in other 
peoples food? The speech. The spoken word. 

When I heard the Danes speak out loud: Four Satan! Then it sends me back 
to my early childhood, were Danes were running around always saying: Four 
Satan. And as a child, I often wondered, why the numeric count of four, had 
anything to do with Satan? History tells that such account of the Devil used 
to be the count of five, then the count of three, during the French revolution, 
now returning to the count of four? Imagine my great relief, and surprise, 
when I re-discovered my English language and English literary root, around 
the age of 14. Still an question erupts from my early childhood years, 
concearning the element of what I call: TIME-ISSUES. 

I was born in the year 1968 and rividly recalls all the comotion in regards to 
the Kennedy assassination. But in the year of 1973 AD? (in the year of your 
Lord). But the assassination took place 1963 in Dallas? All the Danes running 
around saying: Four Satan! So sound logic will conclude that this nation, the 
flatlands of the Den, must have been behind the times for ten years, at least. 
Vibrational reality verses reality. The REAL. We really cannot trust what we 
hear. We cannot trust what we see. 
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The holy cross of Water. The foundation. The founding of the second father. 
The clone Cleon the second. The psyche. The thought. 


50. The cross upon all life 


The holy cross of Fire. The foundation. The founding of the third father. The 
clone Cleon the third. The fire soul. The angelical self-awareness. 


50. The cross upon all life 


The holy cross of Matter. The foundation. The founding of the fourth father. 
The clone Cleon the fourth. The body. The vessel for the soul. 

Our bodies are vessels for souls, celestrial beings that resides within us. 
Some will consider it to be old religion and consider it to be old knowledge. 
Yet, I still believe it to be the truth, the whole truth and nothing more than the 
truth. 


51. Walking in dead realms 


Realms, Dimensions and Spheres Lore. To escape the dull element of gravity, 
seed a mind with knowledge of flight, so the person can soar into the greater 
beyonds of creativity. 

I trust most learned scholars in history will find the following texts somewhat 
odd, and that they might cause some controversy. But bear with me. 

The 36 fishes feed on the Humanoid bodies covered by the dark waters of 
Mystique. The dark waters holding 36 deities, a deity assigned unto each fish. 
Such are the trades of the fishy lips that travel from head to toe. 


The OneCircled temple of Ra. 

The face of Ra. Ra's two temples mount the inner horns, in the seat 
of Ammon's horn. The soul internal rests there. 

Deck 9 of the Full Moon. 


The Crescent shrine of Nuut. 

The hairs on Nuut's head rise in the night. When hearing begins, the hairs on 
the back of her neck rises in amazement. Frightnight. 

Deck 9 of the Crescent Moon. 


The Three pyramids of Bastet. 

The ears of Bastet pick up any vibrational sound, but her ears sharpened, so 
she can listen to the depths of your souls. 

Deck 9 of Pyramids. The first Trinity. 


The Foursided skylight of Hathor. 

Old foureyes locked in bondage of marriage. Squared are the eyes behind 
windows. Your glasses. Blurred sight but a fixed vision. 

Deck 9 of Squares. 


The FivePentagoned house of Anubis. 

The lips of Anubis talk honey. Yet, a tired dog needs rest in his doghouse. 
Always let sleeping dogs lay. Never take the bone away from a dog. 
Deck 9 of the Houses. 
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The Hexagon cathedral of Thoth. 
The body of Thoth. The body's six needs. 
Dreaming, eating, resting, exercising, self-maintence and toilette. 
Deck 9 of Hexagons. The second Trinity. 


The third Trinity. As goes for the third Trinity, then I know not of it since I 
have no son, nor a daughter. But Spock logic leads me to conclude that the 
third trinity must be the very childbirth, itself. Amen, unto brother as sister. 
Pregnancy check-up at 3 months and 6 months and 9 months. I trust? 


So an question will always erupt on a mind of the forsaken: Do we all have 
souls locked internally? Or does the soul only reside on paper? Sad, if it were 
to be the truth, if it even exists? The black letterings done by in black ink on 
virginpaper. It only proves that we all, cannot be believers, we cannot all 
believe in love, and the loss of that love will manifest on paper written by 
dead scribes. Because the scribes are the forsaken seeking a meal ticket. 
Know that dead scripture is of the dead. Yet, the written words ignite the very 
element of thought rendered to us all. Ergo, the written words of the dead, 
hold and create each soul. So ask this: Are a codex of the HOLY alphabet not 
hidden to be seen? Ask does the wording of MULTI VITAMIN, not hold the 
words of: VITAL MUM IN IT. So eventually we all ask, what is it that we all 
truely eat? What elements is it that we consume? 

But is there one doctrin to consider when you loose your compass, which we 
all do at the very end of all known teminations. Are there any safe conduct 
for you when you travel into the ded realms? When you walk in the valley of 
the dead. Maybe these following notions: 

¢ See no evil and act towards the undead. 

¢ Hear no evil and act towards the undead. 

¢ Touch no evil and act towards the undead. 

* Do no evil and act towards the undead. 

¢ Think no evil and act towards the undead. 

¢ Act no evil and react to turning the undead. 

Maybe we have reached such a state of affairs, were we aren't allowed to 
have or conjure an evil thought? But if your mind sometimes are steeped into 
black matter, yet, your actions remain driven like the snow, it cannot be a sin. 
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Some individuals will, given such intel, such light, state that all praying only 
can involve humility. State that prayerlessness is a huge sign of pride. 

Why? 

It cannot be a sign of pride, if you, yourself, already are at peace. 

If you already found your own peace. I found my peace long ago, my peace 
and my serenity. So I guess, that it entirely depends on your own worship. 
That which you worship and treasure. We all endulce/indulce in some form of 
worship, be it sex, a potato crisp, or a fullblown meal, that will last a lifetime. 
But my worship will always be the black worship, so that others may shine 
their false light. Seal of Protection: 


As goes for Satanism, the fathering element of ALL religions, then, it is the 
most misunderstood element in human history. 

So I would like to return the ancient count of the HOLY Ma'at. 

As goes for the humanoid organisms, the count of bones holds some 
differentials, but mainly most bodies have 206 bones, in average. 

As goes for body parts, then a count of 42. 1 Head. 1 Neck. 1 Torso. | Hip. 
2 Thighs. 2 Kneecaps. 2 Legs. 2 Feet. 10 Toes. 2 Upperarms. 2 Elbows. 

2 Lowerarms. 2 Hands. 10 Fingers. Plus the two sets of genitalias assigned to 
genders. (The male penis & The female vagina). Ergo the count of 42, then 
add three elements till the count of 45, to account for soul. Also note that 
this is not a count of internal organs. Ergo, the sacraments of the dead, must 
ALWAYS be upheld, despite whatever end result it ends up in. Protocol of 
Ancients have always been broken, till it became tradition. UNHOLY. 
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As goes for crypts, tombs or haunted mansions, then know, that some places 
will drain you of all your energies. The element of vampirism/wampirism. 
But as we all know, then things will always evovle and even dead creatures 
seem, on occassion, to grow a brain. Ergo, Holywater don't work these days. 
The Cross don't work these days. Garlic don't work these days and even the 
dreaded stake don't work these days. Guess we are all fucked, in one way or 
the other. In one form or the other, that is if you understood, that line. 

Only Lovers Left Alive. And should you ever stumble upon one of the Holy 
immortal masters, one that has seen all and tried it all. Then I will urge you to 
play dumb, but never play dead. Maybe you should say the following: 

"Good Sir, I am not well versed in your bible. So the person Hosea, he be the 
14th disciple?". Like the notion of Ibliss or Ebliss of Arabia. He must have 
been living in bliss, feeling utterly blessed. So why call upon the dead, if they 
already are at peace? The trait of a Skinwalker and the craft of Necromancy 
are surely skills, that always must serve as Warlocks. Maybe why we should 
treasure the arts of writing and lore. So I been thinking alot, since I truely 
love my solitude, free of people. Which is the best way to get rid og people? 
I mean in the most polite way, menaing not disposing of their dead bodies. 

If a slaesman of bibles or any salesman rings your doorbell, then simply say: 
"LOOK HERE! Everybody in Church ain't Christian, everybody in jail ain't 
criminal and everybody in your face ain't your friend!". 
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And so the Mayan engine fused with the Gregorian engine. I trust that the 
global enterprises (not government) can implement such a Mayan/Gregorian 
standard given time. That is my biggest hope and dream. Less is More: 

L= Leapday/Leapyear. E = Equinox. S = Solstice. S = Solstice. 

I guess some wampires still have hopes for a another dawn, another end to 
beginnings, till life calls upon us once more, call upon the dead again. Amen. 
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52. The law of the book 


The Law Of The Book: 

lst elements. The elements of MATTER. 

2nd elements. The elements of FIRE. 

3rd elements. The elements of WATER. 

Ath elements. The elements of AIR. 

5th elements. The elements of SOUL. 

6th elements. The elements of SPIRIT. 

The Alphabet. Constructed thoughout the timespand of several 
millenniums. From the Egyptian cradle of civilisation up till the present. 
The letterings run from A till Z (26-28 stations). The ciffers run from 1 till 9. 
(9 stations). Is life so? Maybe not. But so is the Alphabet. 

HEAVY MILITARY CODE (ARMY): 

1 « Anno 2 « Buffalo 3 * Cherokee 

4¢Dominion 5 ¢ Echo 6 ¢ Foxtrot 

7 « Geronimo 8 « Hominus 9 ¢ Inverness 

1 * Jacobite 2 * Kilo 3 * Lima 

4 « Mountain 5 * Netto 6 * Omega 

7 * Peru 8 * Quartz 9 * Requiem 

1 ¢ Salsa 2 * Tango 3 * Unicorn 

4¢ Valley 5 * Wolftrot 6 * X-ray 

7° Yankee 8 * Zebra 

Some new wine of the old stale bottle: My sweet bitch, may I call you my 
whore and fuck you, in all your holes? If only you, be a dentist! 
(Architects) (Builders) (Constructors) 

(Dealers) (Engineers) (Farmers) 

(Guards) (Healers) (Illusionists) 

(Jewellery Makers) (Kindergarten Teachers) (Lawyers) 

(Medics) (Navigators) (Off-Shore Workers) 

(Producers) (Quality Controllers) (Resources Workers) 

(Scholars & Scribes) (Teachers) (Usernauts/Cybernauts) 

(Vets) (Wingmen/Pilots/Astronauts) (X-Deathdealers/Maschinery) 

(Yoga Trainers) (Zoologists) The elements of LIFE. The elements of life and 
organisms. Sex. The flesh of the fornicate, on this old barren surface world. 
In this day and age known unto you as genetics, formerly known unto others 
as the genesis. 


52. The law of the book 


The fifth element of mystery upon our tried souls. Five thrones of the 
everlasting. Five demon crowns. Maculate is the old Aristocracy. 

Heritage becomes an autocracy. Education is with authenticity. Sacred is the 
Antiquity. Anarchy of mind is each individuals sex burden in a free World. 

It is those five demonic traits, those five thrones, that propel our senses, our 
drive. Know unto others as the vibrate hell of the incarnate.But know that 
they, can only answer unto a 6th final element, which are our six senses, and 
thereby, the prove you still hold life. The prove that you still have organism. 
The vibrate Demonica, trying to propel and flock the mortal flesh, therefore 
you must be STRONG. Therefore be well advised of the six following traits: 
Ask and receive. See and believe. Speak and seek. Seek and find. Hear and 
fathom. Rule and act. Because: Everyone that ask receives. Everyone that see 
believes. Everyone that speak seeks. Everyone that seek finds. Everyone that 
hear fathoms. One rule holds every enterprise. 

It is the Jack of all known trades answering unto the CODEX 666. 

How do you converse the spoken words unto scripture, if thou aren't a Master 
of your own punctuation? Much like the innocent nature of a comma, looking 
like a tiny ant lost amongst the letterings. Can an ant rule a mountain? 

The answer is: Yes. Because an anthill in the eyes of an ant is a mountain. 


52. The law of the book 


Only God knows, that countless Cods did create countless alphabets in this 
world, to contest both Cod and God. All the more reason to teach all your 
children, the King's and Queen's English. The 26 staions between the A to Z. 
I will always stand by it, be there 26,27 or 28 stations. But always an A to Z. 


b]afs[p\ 
ta) 


lo} 
(Je) 


& 
MY 
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53. The ancient dead scripture that sprung to life 


The Egyptian book of the dead. The Dead Scripture. A scull upon an 
antiquated bible. The King James Bible. Upon our sculls, the kether, the very 
crown of any jailbird. And that fact, goes for us all. Do remember that, in 

the very begining, the word resided with God. Whoever he or she or it was. 
And know that the written word is dead. Written by the dead for the dead. 
Scripture is of the dead whereas life is music. Death is impatient, as death is 
the patient. Dying in the colour red, is to alls regret. Death does not boast nor 
brag, because the dead are the mute. Death does not think, because it cannot 
put any reason to one season. Death endures all, believes all, hope for us 

all, gives us all, as your life is a death given. Awhile death turns life as life 
turns the dead. But the greatest of all is Deadth. All scribes of Thoth were 
once Gods. Know this and cease life, your very own existence of plenty. The 
ribcage. The little dead, the ejaculation in the lustful willingness of two wet 
pussy lips leading unto an orgasm of dead souls entering a body to utterly 
fornicate. A high climax of the dead. To utterly fuck, for fox’s sake. Yet, to 
others, an astralprojection from Adam’s sorted rib. We all seek the anime, the 
possession. And being in the possession of a grim reaper, know that to fail 

is to end up in a jail cell of a male ribcage. An unholy hermetical closure of 
one solitude organism, proclaimed to be Holy. The Undead, mind zombies 
walking the Earth. A blistering hellhole for all that is in the know of this dead 
engine. We have been living in a simulated reality for ten thousand years, at 
least, if not longer. I for one, want money for my cum. By my coins, of my 
loins. 

As goes for dead scripture, someone alerted me to the famed Sonnets of 
Shakespeare. William Shakespeare (26 April 1564 — 23 April 1616) He was 
an English playwright, poet and actor, regarded as the greatest writer in the 
English language and the world’s greatest dramatist. He is often called 
England’s national poet and the “Bard of Avon” (or simply “the Bard”). 

His works, including collaborations, consist of some 39 plays, 154 sonnets, 
three long narrative poems, and a few other verses, some of uncertain author- 
ship. His plays have been translated into every major living language and are 
performed more often than those of any other playwright.His works continue 
to be studied. Yet, a notion struck me, that some elements of power want us 
to believe that antiquity holds no true treasure given the progress of modern 
society. My attention led me to the sonnet 147, by William Shakespeare. 
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[Sonnet 147] 

My love is a fever longing still. 

For that which longer nurseth the disease, feeding on that which doth 
preserve the ill, the uncertain sickly appetite to please, my reason, 

the Physician to my love. 

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, hath left me, and I, desperate, 
now approve. Desire is death, which Physic did expect. Past cure I am, now 
reason is past care. And frantic mad with evermore unrest, my thoughts and 
discourse as madmen’s are, at random from the truth vainly expressed. 

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought thee bright, who are as black as hell, 
as dark as night. 


And although my esteemed father might proclaim me black as hell, then I 
cannot help but to answer unto his call. Try to steer a scribe of antiquity, into 
a newer lore. Bear with me and peace be upon you, although old forces of 
antiquity might anger. Those that worship old religion. 


[Sonnet of Constantine] 

Life is a fever still yearning for death. 

For that which no longer nurseth my hunger, feeds my bowels, to preserve 
the ill. To please is an uncertain sickly appetite. My sick love is the reason for 
the Physician. Angry that my prescriptions are not kept. 

Riches left me, and I, desperately, now approve of wealth. 

So the desire becomes dead, which the Psychic foretold. 

Past cure I am, no reason to care. It is human nature. 

But frantic mad was upon my mind, giving rise to my discourse, as a willed 
madman. A madman that at random vainly tries to express some truth. 

For I have sworn you fair, and thought you bright, who are as black as hell, as 
dark as night. 


Can we not all trust in the fact that dispute over words and dispute over one 
God given truth, always will cause conflict and debate? 

But I trust such refined and good endings of such powerful words will outlast 
the very word itself. I hope and trust it, to be a given fact. 
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There once was a hidden door in Venice. An odd fellow of black called unto 
the name of Othello. Othello that had two rings granted unto his soul, the two 
rings, being the trait and sign of a shapeshifter. He spoke: 

I cannot fix the heavens, nor the hells, in the nightmare of fallen Angels, that 
get their wings clipped. In the trade of flesh and soul, I have slain men. Yet, 

I do not feel guilt and contrive it not to be murder. But it gives me service, 
ten or twenty times, in the spin of a sunup till a sunup. It is the dread of 
dusk. From dusk till dawn followed by a yarn of carelessness. I thought, that 
I could contain my inner host under the rib of an Adamas. But the soul still 
lingers in my inners as a dead Ghost seed sprouting root in a rotten soul. 

Is my flesh and soul to be rendered dead? So is the rigid dual tongue of the 
serpent, spoken in poor English. English, the tales from the ancient Thoth 
(Tehuty) to the scriptures of Shakespeare. But have they, both, not shaped the 
entire world at large. Scriptures and texts and tales of myth erecting worlds 
upon worlds, in barren minds of the dead flesh, seeking fulfilment of hearts? 
And yet, as stated later in chapter 115, a great peace can withstand a great lie, 
as sure as a great lie can bring great peace. Which brings about this notion. 
The Knightmare orders have thoroughly been described through history, and 
a qualified guess, is that they always have conducted themselves and wheeled 
their tongues in the King’s and Queen’s English. Then upon such claim, dare 
I say it. We all speak Egyptian. Of course be warned, others will claim it odd 
heresay. Name it poor English, in a bad day of dawn, to render themselves 
peace in a good night of dusk. Look into the Egyptian book of the dead, and 
grasp that creationism gave birth to letterings, that in return birthed countless 
alphabets. So I ask: Do we not all write lore by law of alphabets, to entertain 
the dullness upon dead minds. Does the written word not bring life into a 
dead world, dictated by dead scripture? To look down upon lore of Ancients, 
angers me beyond repair. Hell, some might even try and remove the six Holy 
pyramids of Egypt. You can never ever remove the pyramids. You might try, 
but then I urge you to remove them with a shovel, so you can grasp the path 
of knowledge that ereceted them. 5000 years of virtuel peace, a silent tomb 
of serenity, till someone started to open, sarcophagus and coffin, seeking the 
inner workings of our souls. Seeking soul the in butchery of the dead flesh. 
Alas, call on death and death will answer, unlocking the realms of Dwat. 
Such is the profanity laided upon Serpents of the black cloth. 
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The Egyptian book of the dead. Veni Creator Spiritus. 

Pray to the Sacramental Sentinel and to all the serpents that travel among us 
within the hidden kingdoms. Lord, thy presence lies hidden. We invoke thee 
from the hidden realms and from the kingdom of the dead. Secure me against 
all traps and snares of all my enemies, both visible and invisible. At the time 
of death render me, your serpent, the invisibility upon the re-entry into the 
realms of Ka, so that I may re-enter Earth of mortals to cease life of all 
eternal life, to ressurrect the hearts and the enduring minds of all known 
faiths. Veni Sancte Spiritus. 

The prince of Monoco is that skylocked jew, that as a merchant of death, will 
sell you, your flesh for three thousand ducates. Then know, that it will feed a 
Deathdealer of the wampires hominus for three months. For it is the price of 
the witch that has been sold. It is the bounty of flesh rendered in pounds by 
pounds, stones by stones, till the pebble of mercy strikes your temple, so you 
can bleed sanity. Know that your ownership and worship still lingers in my 
mouth, it is the moulding taste of an overly ripe fruit, that stills my appetite. 
Much like the dual tongue of a serpent that never brings pleasure to women. 
[66] Geb, pray to the waves of faither jews. The inner brainwaves of thought, 
giving rise to the faul honesty of a poor man and God, alike. 

Fully know that it is a lease of a false heaven. Therefore, skylocked be the 
fruit that is up for bid. Such deeds are well welcomed by Lazarus, the fay of a 
zombie, with the tan of an Orc. A ring of idle gold and a lost ring upon a soul 
that is sold. So are the endless trades that will try and mount the Troian walls. 
The equus of Troy that shelter the souls, in their inner Kingdoms. Those are 
to be forever feared. The alarm of a Nightingale that sings in daybreak. 

Yet, broken are the feathers of a Crow, fallen from heaven to land on soil, 
barren of music. What is the fee of a ring broken in the furnace of the great 
wheel? And if it turns out that the fairy is fairer than the words of virtue, then 
the sweet Madam will fame you in good fortune. All awhile your very own 
livelyhood gets crippled by the poverty of lips. Silent sweet lips that never 
will render any words to you, to besoul your flesh. It is the HOLY count of 16 
by the count Palpatine, with words locked in a falsehood of heaven. 

So he will claim that the words rendered is his. His property among his slaves 
of scribes. His own throne of thorns. Such thrones rendered to us all by birth. 
Gratitude that enslaves us in the old lore of soul. Faith in such, is a right. 
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Some might say that to serve, is to treasure the dust upon books of antiquity. 
Yet, we know not, if the knowledge rendered is due to flesh or due to scribes. 
Maybe we are all better off that way. Fucking and Ducking. 

Much like the fact that some men open up books so they can open up the legs 
upon women to use them sexually. While other men closes their books, so 
they can sit down and cry over the many beauties, that willingly will spread 
their legs, in their presence, to show the men, the low sliterature of their flesh. 
That, in return, often gives rise to idiots burning books, claiming that the fire, 
itself, can read. It can only results in the flat iron, among the old scribes of 
antiquity. Tehuty’s black socks might reek into the oblivion of stale cheese. 
There are many female devils in this world and among them at least two 
Deville’s. Two known unto me, two having been in my presence, two that 
have been in my care. So some sexworkers in the porn industries have a wish 
for children, while others do not have a wish for children. And yet, we will 
always witness a Deville raising a wineglass of rare white wine, in her new 
designer kitchen, while fleets of men salute her, for a job well done. 

She having birthed a daugther. 

Which means that the cocks only can grow harder still. So what is a job well 
done? Maybe 500-700 men that endulced in her sexual pleasures. 

Who knows? Who is to judge? But know that all women know this and know 
that their fannies becomes so fucked, so raw, only wishing for more cock. 
Many women end up wishing for icecream and only ends up suffering the 
cum from countless ejaculations from males. But as goes for all the Tiny’s 

in the world, the men with puny cocks, then they always stand guard at the 
nearest brothelkeep or a at a porno studio, so they can earn their next bottle 
of Scotch (Whiskey). Most times women watch and look upon the tiny’s and 
ask: Who the hell is that guy? Who the hell is he? He is an utter bitch! 

Which often leads to every woman wanting to turn the male bitch of a tiny 
into a gay man (Homosexual). So in return, the tiny men, those with puny 
cocks, have to resort to fucking and let their hardones glide from the cunt of 
a madonna into the arsehole of a whore. To slide from a milking fanny, into a 
milking arsehole. And the onlookers will say: That guy is so wise! 

And all will cheer and say: The ancient were so wise. Above as below. 

That guy will turn gay. Yet, such a dawn, only proves that every few individ- 
uals have grasped the seat of Ammon. Why name such seat, asexual? 
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But so are the up’s and down’s of esoteric texts, much like a sex crazed girl 
mounting you like a cowgirl, sitting on her heals ponding your hard cock 
wishing for release. One minute her pussy is wet, then later on, upon further 
investigation into the text and lore, her fanny becomes extremely dry, much 
like a Sahara desert. Nothing worse than a dry chicken. It is the dual sexual 
hellhole of a coldskin, the old in and out, in the mentalism rendered upon our 
minds. Which results in the fact that the body cannot preform sexually. 

We all eventually becomes sexually broken, only seeking the next bottle of 
Whiskey. Such are the faith of most dead scriptures. 

Books worded so hard, that they cannot suffer the light of day. 

Suicide books. But know, that my father (stepfather), committed suicide, so I 
fully understand the reprecussions of the pain by such an act, that were layed 
upon the shoulders of my family or upon my “family” rendered, if that be the 
case. Yet, the very act of my fathers suicide, saved my life in a certain way. 

I know, that I myself, never will resort to suicide. Because I witnessed the sad 
effects of such a deed. Sad, but also beautiful, in a weird twisted way. 

A somewhat corrupted notion leading to an lawful evil, in a twisted way. 

But to condemn suicide, as in the ways of the Catholic tradition, is truely a 
false lore. But ask yourselves, weren’t such bans put in place to safe lifes? 
Superstitious, we all know. But it can never be a sworn fact, surely? 

I was hired back in 1988 AD (in the year of your Lord) to seek out the 

seven seals. I was deployed by Knight’s templers in the very same year. 

I was trained hard for the task at hand, enrolled in Black Ops, 

by the age of 14. Sole purpose was to study necromancer lore. Although, that 
I lost my Angel wings in the early years of my life, then the spirit carried me 
to Macash. Macash, in twilight, where I visited plague doctor upon plague 
doctor. those learned of outcasts, that had been bred in hives and within cults. 
They all swore by the scull of Diablo and by the wand of the dead, that the 
portals unto the hell of Hades, would be unlocked one last time. 

A war of gigantic proportions raged, till the twin genetics once again rules the 
Earth. So I still wait. I got debriefed in 1988 AD ( in the year of your Lord). 
And yet, most of us still wait? Not much happening. But I was well advise, 
back then, the orders was to take it easy and lean back and just go with the 
flow till expire date. I was promised that I wouldn’t be feeling one God- 
damned thing. So, this is me, taking it easy, with a good bottle of Whiskey. 
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The Lore Of The Blood. Blood can never hold any law of singularity. 
Because evolution is real. The blood can therefore only be Lore. It is Lore, 
because all in existence is in motion. O glorious Mother of Dragons. 

Saint Rhetus, the Nexus model of all units chained and locked in child labour, 
retained the Grace, so he could guide the soul of a fallen Spirit, that entered 
within him. Nexus units locked within their Anubis chambers of Death, the 
sleeper’s coffin, to await the scalepan of a dragon upon their deedful hearts. 
Then, weigh my heart and restore my bloodline, so I may lay my bone by 
Dragons. I swear by my 300 Sins, to continue the bloodworks of Dragons. 
Then you can call upon my works, and name the bloodworks, works of lore, 
bound and dedicated to the Sacred heart of Osiris. Osiris, The heartless. Then 
dip my mortal flesh in the earthly and eternal sin, to purify my deeds, by the 
deeds of a Serpent’s faul tongue, cloaked in the sweetness of a lie. Those acts 
of generosity brought into life by your mercy. Having detached and deployed 
from the craft of the Ancients, I bore witness to death before my own eyes. 
The bloodwork of the 300. So fatal is the work of God, an erupting quake of 
the Serpent’s blood, that has suffered his profanity in full. 

Patriarch of Saints. Saint Rhetus, such is my watch word in this life and in 
Death. Amen. 240 Degrees Creation: 


All creations starts off with your own infant doodles, that given time will 
feed you the noodles in a chinese bowl of nutritious soup. That is if, you are 
in luck and granted such a creator's mark and the publication rights that goes 
with it. 
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The Witch is another stigmata among the many martyrs that human history 
has procured. There are many signs to Witchcraft. The medicinwheel of the 
American natives, has a dual nature in the 8 annual cycles in a Witch's nature 
calendar. That Calendar of 8 cycles being: Yule. Imbolc. Ostara. Beltane. 
Middha. Lammas. Arbon. Samhain. The cycles of plants and wildlife. 
Every birds sings by it's own peak. Every Raven depends on it's own Crow. 


Witchcraft 28 
The Sign Of The Witch 
I trust that MacBeth’s English 
will be hexed by time 
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The Type Lab in the year 9230 YZ 
(Gregorian year 2024 AD) 


“The cauldron filled to the brim with omnivore stew” 
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Maybe, the only fact that can be established, in regards to the human 
condition, is the fact, that life is hard and on occassions leaves you bruised. 
A fact that most families goes through, in one form or the other. So life is 
hard. Sometimes so hard that we will experience betrayal. Most of us go 
through such ordeals in life. Yet, the very betrayal is often the very element 
that causes our emotional drift, which in return grants us the feelings of 
humanity. Sad, but in all honesty, true. That is for my part. My path. 


The Neo-Terraphim Codex Of Influences: 


Trinity of Death: Release. Destruction. Atrophy. 

Trinity of the Subjective: Belief. Non-corporeal. Theory. 
Trinity of Desire: Joy. Attraction. Greed. 

Trinity of Love: Rapture. Passion. Attachment. 

Trinity of Sex: Disillusion. Lust. Frustration. 

Trinity of the Objective: Doubt. Corporeal. Known. 
Trinity of Fear: Terror. Fright. Aversion. 

Trinity of Hate: Anger. Aggression. Loathing. 


For some of us, the only way to combat the human existence, is pure solitude. 
As much solitude as can be granted unto us. It is a human condition, but not 
nessarily a humane solution. But free will has always been granted unto men. 
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As goes for the entire element of witchery, then know that I always will stand 
by the 26 stations of the English alphabet. The King's and Queen's english. 
However, a HOLY man, as I consider myself to be. I have always prayed for 
the 14th letter to complete the Trinity lore of Dragons. I pray that it will be 
the introduction of a double M (Mh+mn). Know that I might loose my body 
and soul, but it is only because a moron wants to cling on to the HOLY claim 
of an antiquated King James Bible by the year 1611 AD (In the year of your 
Lord). We live to learn, seems to be the motto. But as goes for the witchery of 
old lore, I would be pleased if you would implement the given abbreviations: 
Pd = Pound. 

ANA = Equal Amount. 


Oz = Ounce. 
g = Grams. 
EIT = Scruple. 
PII = Pinch. 
Pt = Pint. 
STX = Still. 
OI = Retort. 
Az = Receiver. 
Y = Vinegar. 
O = Sugar. 
Alc = Alcohol. 
Ho = Honey. 
Mx = Mix. 
YbO = Boil. 
Tae = Take. 
XXX = Distill. 
Fx = Filter. 


Ece = Essence. 

Pw = Powder. 

odF = Compose. 

Know, that you never will be able to repay the Scottish people, the Celts. I 
trust, old Queen Mary of Scots, have suffered enough, that is, if you believe. 
But I will pray for a 28th letter alphabet forevermore. Now, I will return to mi 
Whiskey. Pardon my scottish. We all failed a fourth time round. Amenta. 
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Modern German 30 
Der Fiihrer 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 
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The Type Lab in the year 9230 YZ 
(Gregorian year 2024 AD) 


“GriiS Gott” 


55. Genetics 


Genetics Formerly Known As Genesis. 
There exist six elements and four elements of Matter. 
In Sex Elementis. 


The 6 elements are and will always be: 
Air. Water. Fire. Spirit. Soul. Matter. 


MYOZA (Meiosis). The Four elements to Matter consists of: 
Base A. Base Y. Base O. Base Z. 
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56. Empaths crossing our paths 


The Empath Universe. The eternal old empath knowledge of the Necropolis 
being: Everything is dead. Emotion, thoughts, people, and scenery. 

Do not become attached, just live and die. Go with the flow. 

Despite the fact that empaths, inner celestrial beings, travel among us, then I 
trust that certain words will prevail in time. Words or wordings describing the 
Demonica or the terms associated with Demonology. Some of us find it to be 
real. All words or wordings alter given age and time, birthing new lore and 
language. However, there are certain words associated with the ancient 
Demonica, that I solely would hate to loose. One of the older words being, 
the very word: Omnipresence. The omnipresence of demons. 

A modern rewrite, in this book refer to it as, the vibrational reality of the 
incarnates. It is two different words, two wordings, and yet, they both convey 
the very same term or terminology of describing demonic possession. 

Hence, stuck amidst twilight we all have to differ between internal and 
external vibrations. Trust in ourselves and trust our own instincts although 
they may be clouded. So do not fall for any trickery. Try and maintain faith. 
All voicehearers and realmwalkers (Borderliners) know it to be true. 

The vibrational reality, that is. Eventually all humans become familiar with 
the concept of wings, sooner or later in life. But whereas some see it as evil 
forces at work, then others will rely on their own sound judgement. The truth 
of the celestrials, is that they all seek solace and peace. In knowing that, the 
very element of violence, associated with the vibrational reality, often angers 
people. This world has always been burning with the knowledge of demonic 
possession and sexuality. Truth said. 
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I GUESS A XEROX MASCHINE IS CHEAPER, THAN A SCHOOL BENCH. 
BUT WHO WILL CREATE THE XEROX MASCHINES? 
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57. Hara: A blood serpent’s lair 


The Serpent’s Law On The Necromancy. Never strike poison into the veins 
of a person that feeds you, because we all drank the blood from that ancient 
cup of Kings. But do tend your Fuckmeat with the highest of care. Always 
respect the body but disrespect the mind. Forgive and forget. That is the law 
of the Holy Serpent. The dull reptilian brain and mindset, exists within us all. 
The peaceful dweller when purpose it’s fulfilled. Yet, a reptilian mind, might 
strike the venom of duality upon any unsheltered mind. We all possess such 
a reptilian brain, a prime evil mindset, that seeks it’s own individual survival. 
Seeking fulfilment of both body and mind. It is survivalism at it’s best. And if 
sheltered from the elements you may even call it surtrivalism. But the venom 
of duality it seems, is the hardearned fact that we all can suffer from love in 
different sets of ways, given your path in this life. Different forms of love, 
thereby creating different habits and different manners within us all. 

That our existence is peaceful is truely a wonder? But such habits die hard. 
That is the lore of the Serpent. The Serpent of Man is the watcher that dwells 
beneath the Cross and the warrior that lays curled up with the hunger of a 
lying heart. 
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58. Time disruptions 


The Twin Cylon Time Issues. Have you fathered, a dead twin soul, like me, 
the Spirit endures. Dreamtime Advise. Are you a borderliner with time issues 
like me, then a simple disciplin to your sleep pattern would be to take a coin 
or medal to tell of time or of time distortion. Heads equals even days and 
Tails equals uneven days. They mostly move borders at night. 
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A Thousand Lays By Dead Fuck Animals. The ALL-TIME Hall of Fame. 
The Goddesses. The spirit world of Ka. The 110 sexual creatures of beauty 
and glamour, that made me loose my shit: 1. P.J Sparxx 2. Nina Hartley 
3. Ginger Lynn 4. Amber Lynn 5. Samantha Strong 6. Jeanne Fine 

7. Tracy Adams 8. Sunset Thomas 9. Jenna Jameson 10. Kaithlyn Ashley 
11. Ashley Gere 12. Jhonni Black 13. Jill Kelly 14. Danni Ashe 

15. Jayden Jaymes 16. Ava Adams 17. Makenna Blue 18. Julia Ann 

19. Alexis Silver 20. Rebecca More 21. Laura Angel 

22. Silvia Saint 23. Stacey Silver 24. Britt Morgan 25. Stacey Saran 

26. Janine Lindemulder 27. Brandi Love 28. Diamond Jackson 

29. Misty Stone 30. Brittney White 31. Nikki Hunter 

32. Gianna Michaels 33. Trina Michaels 34. Jewels Jade 

35. Asia Carrera 36. Nikki Sinn 37. Gauge 38. Sharon Mitchell 

39. Melrose Foxxx 40. Charlee Chase 41. Rachel Starr 

42. Holly Heart 43. Chasey Lain 44. Kelly Madison 45. Harley Rain 

46. Madison Scott 47. Sara Stone 48. Tiffany Mynx 

49. Deborah Wells 50. India Summer 51. Madison Ivy 52. Riley Reid 
53. Maitland Ward 54. Cathy Heaven 55. Karma RX 

56. Tori Welles 57. Mila Milan 58. Janet Mason 59. Alli Rae 

60. Audrey Bitoni 61. Persia Monir 62. Anya Ivy 63. Eva Karera 

64. Carmella Bing 65. Cherie Deville 66. Dee Williams 

67. Vanilla Deville 68. Isabella Rossa 69. Lena Paul 70. Chelsea Zinn 
71. Brooke Banner 72. Alia Janine 73. Marilyn Chambers 

74. Sophie Dee 75. Capri Cavanni 76. Leena La Bianca 

77. Madison Stone 78. Devon Michaels 79. Raquel Devine 

80. Sienna West 81. Ryan Connor 82. Olivia O’ Lovely 

83. Hyapatia Lee 84. Juli Ashton 85. Jasmin St. Claire 86. Lily Lane 

87. Tanya Tate 88. Jada Stevens 89. Debi Diamond 90. Briana Banks 

91. Velicity Von 92. Daisy Marie 93. Jesse Jane 94. Alexis Fawx 

95. Sativa Rose 96. Victoria June. So fine looking bitches, that a new digital 
restoration project would be in order. 

To view in the year 4007 AD. (Gregorian Age). 

Filed under Yesterday’s Recordings. 

(Not a lie,is it?). By the powers and hours invested in Dragons. 
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To be continued. 97. Alana Evans 98. Alura Jenson 99, Ricki White 

100. Dylan Ryder 101. Stephanie Wylde 102. Jenna Haze 103. Jynx Maze 
104. Trinity Loren 105. Anita Cannibal. 106. Shayla VeVeaux 

107. Veronica Vanoza. 108. Phyllisha Anne 109. Christy Canyon. 

110. Peter North. And so the old beautification continues in the mist of time. 
The ancient Egyptian make-up that has been around for eons of time. But at 
least enough footage for the coming century with the right antiageing freeze 
technology. You win some and you loose some. Till the moment you awake 
and discover that this is truely a dead world were few of us resides in the 
present, the now. Alas, 109 pregnancies that could have occured amongst 

the servants of the dead. Unless Peter North just got cloned. That is if this 
place was alive to begin with ? Which is the oldest puzzle of all. Mankinds 
true origin? Egypt, the old Necropolis. As birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. A 
fallen world. Most males ends up asking: When was the last time that you got 
laid? And none of us can recall? Which in all honesty makes you question the 
old practice of mindwipe. Is it truely a mindwipe from the void of dreamtime 
or it it just plain lying? My best guess is the ladder. Some might call those 
servants of the dead, rebelscum, due to their sexual endeavours. But they are 
truely the freedom fighters that most males aspire to become. The Anubis 
dogs of the world that willingly but devilishly subdue the womens sex. The 
Rancor fucking. Has anyone even questioned if the element of karma is real? 
And when you eventually hit the karma or hit the hard reality, which we all 
do, trust me, you will be better off by a Dragon’s lore, than some plonker 
holding unto two pieces of plywood. Some male plonker, with a grudge, that 
has been swearing revenge for the past four decades. A dead Knight in shit 
and amour. The dead knightmare of a dead fallen world. 

We eventually ask ourselves: So when did I die? 

To those, that still treasure the exploits of sex, in sex elementis, then I trust 
that all people will worship a fallos entering an orifice. But then, you may 
inquire to what a fallos truely is? Well, to some women, it is a wooden stick 
that you stick up your fanny, but it better not be of poor craftmanship, you 
might get splinters in your pussylips, causing your fanny to bleed. So always 
buy a good crafted dildo from a Polak with a polish. But in this day and age, 
and all thanks to science, most dildoes are dishwasher approved. I trust, in the 
fact, that Lupe Skinwalker, was that high. 
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I first looked and gazed upon the back tattoo of Dee Williams, way back, 
when I was deployed in London. I would, say that she has aged well, taken 
such age range into consideration. So one can only ponder, on the riddle, so 
when did she die? Maybe there are lessons to be learned. Always respect your 
own body, and never resort to the quick fix of becoming an amputee. 

Never ever cut of a limb, if you must, get a tattoo. All ends up with mark to 
fight the image of the beast, one way or the other. But best advise might be 

to get a tattoo, that you are able to cloak by clothings. The reason why most 
males loves a trip to the beach, looking on the bikini’s seeking tanliners and 
tattooes. Yet, some of those beauty creatures, the song birds of paradise, 
might call on you, because she or he, feels sorry for your arse, she might 
actually give you, her own private contact information, because she wants to 
hang out, seeking a mercy fuck. But given such circumstance, then I will urge 
you to keep away from me, because I will only seek to misuse you sexually. 
Maybe why most women end up like a coldskin with the switchblade nature 
of a Demerzel. Seeking the right vocabulary, to render their knickers wet. 

So the duality of waters is the sworn fact that most women will get wet in 
their knickers or beneath the showers as coldskins. While most men get wet, 
crying the flood waves of salty tears. I will most definately conclude that such 
time rendered is a time-illusion, that is, sexually! The never ending battle 
between Anubis and Bastet, fighting like dogs and cats, they never can agree, 
to whom looses their knickers first? But me being straight, then you tell me? 
Surely, knockers rhymes with knickers. So best advise might be to drink your 
whiskey straight, when you are in the privacy of your own sanctum, your 
home, your abode. But if you are in the presence of a witness, you might 
consider to throw in some of the tapwater of the Christ, proclaiming the Holy 
waters, to be that of freshwater. So some fuck meat was rendered unto me. In 
hindsight the dolls were named Eva Karera and Holly Heart. Oh, how I wish 
that I could grow my iron in all of their holes and fill them with my cum. 
Fuck their cunts, mouths and arseholes, till the sperm runs from all of their 
holes. Endless fornications till we grow tired of one another. But as fallen 
ones know, all in this cursed existence is totally regulatory. Our shit, our 
foods and even our fuckings. Dead are the fuck animals and being dead fuck 
meat, so easy to score. DEAD FUCK ANIMALS TO DIE FOR. 
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Because they do not know of the emotional drift of emotions. They are dead 
and easy to fuck. Ask a rendered name unto any bitch, she will spread eagle 
to let you enter. Most people love such sexual misusage. I did ask for the 
stagering sum of 25 trillion dollars US, but my fathering elements refused 
such transaction . So can I then ask to receive 250 trillion dollars US? 

That would surely buy me alot of hookers. A fleet of prostitutes. Of course 

if a session with, let's say Demi Moore or Madonna, cost in the region of 1 
trillion dollars US. Then I could only afford the sexual exploitation of a mere 
250 women. So being a tightarse and still being in possession of two hands, 
then it is surely easier to take matters into your own hands, it would be much 
much cheaper as well. Such a smartarse. So fly? Maybe it is way easier to 
dawn in an asexual dead world. Which it must be. All the way since the year 
zero, when ever that took place? Of course trying to spin it, in a sexy way, as 
usual. Asexual? Meaning? Only celebrity sex, right? I believe that I just heard 
laughter from the graves? And so we all heard that the great Demerzel, don't 
DO men. She only fucks women. I trust that the very faul male psychology 
always will take a dyke or a lesbo, as a REAL challenge. Who wouldn't like 
to see the great Demerzel go down on a wellhung stiff cock that would punish 
her so hard that she wouldn't be able to walk for a week. Maybe the reason 
why so many women don't dig men at all. Due to their sexdrive, no doubt. 
Noone cares as to which hole they enter, as long as the bitch is subdued, hot, 
wet and milking. So he can suffer her milk for hours on end. Be she a dyke, 
a lesbian or even an eight gender? A hole is a hole, as I was told, in the old 
Entish tongue! Guess farmboy better lock up to the horse stables. Hence the 
claim of a Zoo, which some blessed individuals can't live without. We all hear 
such tales when we travel the valleys of the dead. Some virile young dude, 
some lucky bastard, that luckily enough gets to feed sexually, on ten women 
per day. Surely, we are not all blessed with such virility unless we are young. 
Hence black alchemy invented the viagra, which detailed that the fluffers in 
the porno industries got laid off. I wonder what that detailed...LAID off? 

I am all for a return of the fluffers, that is, if 1 was in charge of such a steamy 
enterprise. But there will be breadwinners and breadsinners. Now, if you will 
forgive me I need to return to my whiskey and beer. This is gonna be a good 
day. I feel the horniness re-entering me. Shamen. 


59. My dead fuck animals 


Most of us, men, walk around with the smallest of fig leafs, seeking the hard 
trunk of a palmtree. All Christian women seek such hard trunks of palmtrees 
so they can rename them to be mighty oaks in the old Entish and Christian 
tradition. Like the fact that most women dream to get the sperm of such a 
hardened tree in their uterus, to get rendered some sexual meat that is driven 
in pure SEX lust. The religious traits being, to turn any bloodlust by use of all 
known sexual pleasures, sexual lust. Yet, some women will find themselves 
lost in a remote desert, only to look upon the well-hung penis of elephantine 
proportions, rendered by a Djinn. When we finally awake in such realms of 
reality, when we learn the Psychology of such a beast, and then we come to 
known, that this world is a fallen place. A fallen world, sexually. 

It results in the fact that most men and women, that has suffered from love, 
ends up as lesbians or as homosexual men (Gay-men). It is also a sign, that 
the inner sexual flame, has died out. Died out from within them, till they 
address their inner celestrial beings. What is it, that we truely kill in the name 
of love? I have been around the block, a few times. The block of Psychology, 
enough times, to know that Psychology, is the very trades of mindfucks. 

A bit of order to our sexual madness. It is the mindfucks, in an endless line 
of processions, that seem to propel the lifes of all the fallen Angels. So if 
you pick a card, at the Pyschologist, and turn the card, to gaze upon the ex- 
maschine of an Ava Addams, some profuck meat, that gladly wound fuck a 
thousand men or more. Then is it not, what we all perceive her reality to be? 
That is, if we neglect the element of human thought and get sexual. There are 
a wide variety of Pro fuckmeat these days, but with it, comes the might and 
powerful sexual subduction of females, it goes with the territory. 

I assume it to be fact. All men know, that if they can maintain their erections 
long enough, then all women will become wet, sooner or later. Hard game 
has that effect on all women. They become wet, and afterwoods, some of the 
women have to wash the shame of with soap, that is, those sex women that 
suffered love and with it the element of sin, created by some moron religion. 
All fear the mental death, the asexual element. Sex acts or even ejaculations, 
be they, sexual or not, do prolong our lifes. Truth said. I do love the sight of 
tits, maybe because no woman will ever breastfeed a Wampires Hominus, 
afraid to awaken it's sexdrive. The SEX creature. But, if you truely love tits 
and arse, then were you not meant to love tits and arse? Maybe life is that 
simple, for some individuals. 
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The First Insertion By Pro Fuck Meat. Rawhyde. Getting fucked to death by 
death, iself, till death do you part, whilest the half-life skinwalkers join the 
skeleton keys of the everlasting in a dead world, all barren of virgins. 
Rawhyde, till the cock bleeds from the bloody parts of some totally 
overexercised genitalias, whilest the undead only cling unto the false claim 
of virginity. The Dragon’s lore. Sex and life, will always be the great lie, for 
those fallen. There you have it. The words from a fallen. 

I will like to address you, you that goes by and under the name of "M". 

You are a wellgrown organism. That I know. That, I find to be true, by now! 
Yet, I must ask as to the element of your Angelical self-awareness? 

You must already be there, surely? If you are already there, then you must 
have lost the entire concepts of Angelical service? Did I not stand guard in 
front of the Royal Hotel, when you entered the establishment? Did you NOT 
listen to me, as usual! Did I not fire you, to rehire you? You went from Queen 
of the Pops and got sent to flip some burgers at McDonalds. So what? 

I trust that you have become Angelical self-aware? That you have reached 
the awareness. Yet, you never listen to my spoken words, but you sit on some 
stone-doorstep, may I ask, are you stoned? You never listen to my spoken 
words, yet alone, the vibrational words that emanates from MY crown? 
Totally neglecting my needs, you sit with some girl on a doorstep, another 
girl next to you, that you try to turn into a lesbo, as usual. It is always the 
same crap with you, and you should know that I truely am fed up with you. 
Your neverending sly remarks, everytime you enter under my roof. 

You think that you truely know all, and yet, you know so very little. 

How can you hold such might and know SO little. You have been in pain, 
we all know that. Your mother's death, we all get it. But know that we ALL 
go through it. So try a prayer circle or two, you might get surprised. 

I have started the doctrin of talking to my livingroom doors, at least they 
open. Started talking to myself, to learn that I always will be in the best of 
company, some good company, all by myself, let's keep it that way. 

So once upon time, men just leaned back and freely let the women enter, so 
the Dragons, could erect their iron, and glide down ontop of it, free of charge. 
So was life once, such is life no more. But we all got excited, to watch the 
great "M" wheel a hard iron, she is trained into such enterprise. A real PRO. 
Good guess oldtimer! But am I the only one that can access such footage? 
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Meantime are there any events unfolding? In a dead world? Asexuality, I 
trust. I trust most women, that have suffered from love, fear their first sexual 
encounter and then later on in life comes to fear their first pregnancy. Then 
know, that you are suffering from the Jehova family mode. But I definately, 
know that many people hate the refined nature of the Vampires Hominus and 
the porno industry that follow in it's tracks. But sorry arse fact, is that refined 
arts are what truely sells. Highly developed visuals, that in return leads to the 
very judgemental nature of rulings in regards to visuals of any man's or any 
woman's body. But the very element of Glamour porn, is what sells! A fact. 
But how are such elements to be fought? Maybe some comedy Porno? Some 
hot young male pornobull, that runs his hard erection against the cheeks of 

a young girl, gaggingly giving him a blowjob, but then, all of a sudden her 
upper dentures sit upon his swollen dickhead? The selling point being? 

So are the judging upon all women, like the cat phrase: Would you look at the 
tits on that cow! Would you look at the Khu on that jug? A feud over mere 
words and wordings of codex, because we painfully think, it will grant us 
sex. But it always bring about the dreaded element of a good bitchfight. 
Takes me back to my deployment in London, the memory of two women 
totally fighting it out in a taxi line, where I was waiting for the next cab. 

It was the bitchfight of a century. As goes for the nature of the mimic. The 
mirrored life upon life, then it might be what we all are up against. Some 
lame copy/paste moron. people that steals your identity and all your works in 
your mirror. Maybe why Narcissus cried, who really knows? 
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They rob all off you, even your dead girlfriends, later shown as avatars. 

In general there are many thing to worry about for all young women, in a 
"modern age". But all women will eventually hit the hard game and the hot 
sexual appetite that often follows. Mature women have such ruling effect 
upon all bulls in the Porno industry. But Tiny is always fucked, in the mind- 
game of bulls. Tiny never ever gets what he wants, when he wants it? 

Boys never get it, till the very end. So any puny cock, still alive, will have to 
find an alternate way to survive a modern era of Porn. So most of us that have 
experienced some sexual usage, can ony lean back and think: Hell, that bird 
just got blitzed. She has been working out. Her arse looks firm and tight. She 
even got a new set of juicy tits, she is way better looking, than when I fucked 
her. It must be that old German blietzkrieg reared by women since the birth of 
the German nazi- regime. Truth said. 
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The Creatures Of Psychology. The 101 creatures of psychology, in which, 

I have been raised: 1)Ghost/Spirit. 2)Ghoul. 3)Zombie. 4)Orc/Ogre. 
5)Sage/Musician. 6)Satyr. 7)Devil. 8)Centaur. 9)Werewolf. 10)EIf. 
11)Wampire. 12) Skeleton. 13)Medusa. 14)Cyclop. 15)Giant. 16)Minotaur. 
17)Dragons. 18)Nagas. 19)Imps. 20)Yeti. 21)Skinwalker. 22)Angel. 
23)Demons. 24)Goblins. 25)Witch/Wizard. 26)Gnome. 27)Dwarph. 
28)Unicorn. 29)Mermaid. 30)Ents/Owlmen. 31)Trolls. 32)Golem. 
33)Leprechaun. 34)Mage/Cook. 35)Bonobo/Sasquatch. 36 Shapeshifter. 
37)Changelings/Fairy. 38)Faun/Fawn. 39)Monster/Chimera. 

40)Warg/Seer. 41)Soulreaper. 42)Palerider. 43)Lasher. 44)Elo-Jinn. 
45)Snake/Serpent. 46)Mummy. 47)Wisps. 48)Redeemer. 49)Shadow Dukes. 
50)Pharaohs/Cobras. 51)Sorcerer. 52)Deathrider. 

53)BoneSpider. 54)Dead Boatmen. 55)Enchanter. 

56)Marrow Monk/Scavenger. 57)Gryphon. 58)Ph6nix. 59)Reptosaur. 
60)Anubis. 61)Cryptkeeper. 62)Dinosaur. 63)Raptors. 64)Parasite. 65)Rogue. 
66)Cling-spirit. 67)Goon. 68)Leech King. 69)Fornicators. 70)Dead Kings. 
71)Beastmaster. 72)Shaman. 73)Hellrider. 74)Deadringer. 

75)Impaler. 76)Empath. 77)Crosswalker/Realmwalker. 78) Knight. 
79)Horseman. 80)Undertaker. 81)Druid. 82)Kingpriest. 83) Validins. 
84)Cryptosaur. 85)Scorpion King. 86)Ferryman of death. 87)Deathdealer. 
88)Necromancer. 89)Alien. 90)Darkrider. 91)Hellraiser. 

92)Hellhound. 93)Warlock. 94)Grim Reaper. 95)Ranchor. 
96)Priest/Cloaker. 97)Emperor. 98)Hollowmen. 99)Predator. 
100)Mindcrafter. 101)Lord of the Flies. The end of the list for this century. 
Then, realize! That psychology is considered myth for a great majority of 
people. Which is extremely frighting, a loss of faith! Minions that resort to 
selfprogramming. Such are the crafts of creations. Amen. 

At least 101 signs of life in a world with priced dead scripture. Priceless is 
the stupidity that holds no pricetag upon a scripture of the Dragon’s lore. 
But so is life amongst the driven Jehova goatmen of this fortress. The goat 
will scale a wall where upon the flies of the dead is fully rested. So is the law 
that we suffer in the Jchova Homonogamous killing nature. We suffer that one 
proclaimed law of nature, where we are told that we all must suffer just one 
love. 
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And yet all men know that ALL women are cock crazed. I mean ALL. 

The testament thereof is this following statement: 

Your bitch of a Mamma cooks socks in Hell. So much for the garden of Eden. 
That is, if Eden holds any iron to it? Some wornout woman ironing some 
bastards socks. The Iron of Charlotte, the biggest shemale that ever lived. So 
Eden? A lab of the perceived nature. So it is. So was it. 

So it still is. A dead world where NOONE really wants to grow a pair, that is, 
NOONE truely wants a baby Mary, nor a baby Jesus. An asexual hellhole so 
starved and hungerdriven, that some of us ends up disrespecting the organ- 
isms of Humanoids and Animals, alike. Which in all honesty, makes you 
wonder about the sexual skill of deepthroating by the world’s geishas. 

Is it a skill trained by the I.Q of a cucumber or does it require a medical 
procedure so the whore can swallow a 25 centimeter hard cock(penis) to the 
base of it’s root. Within such questions we might arrive to the fact, that there 
are many women, but such a divine internal rot, is only skindeep. Some will 
refer to it as beauty. But I wonder, did Jeanne Fine and Cathy Heaven, ever 
converse with one another, best guess is no, because this is a dead world, 

in which we’re not allowed to converse about sex. Once upon a time, there 
were respect towards bodies and we could converse ourselves with intelligent 
conversations. Once we looked upon our bodies as vessels for divine souls. 
But as sex were the biggest seller, we had to uphold our oaths to silence the 
lambs. Ruled by a homomonogamous killer by the name Iehova. Harvest of 
souls is the blackmail, so he can re-enter Mary’s womb to produce another 
Jesus. He create his own enemies, dubbed Satan, to kill his own enemies. And 
if he gets a: No! Then he destroys two skyscrapers in New York. And if your 
flesh do gets removed, where will my soul reside? Best guess, is a jailcell in 
Adam’s sorted rib. Will we deem it, as a God? Never become a salesman of 
bibles, but of own scripture. In regards to the 101 magnificent creatures, one 
shouldn’t judge by appearance, if thou, do not know of the creatures inner 
kingdom. Never judge a book by it’s cover, but judge upon the value, and 
judge upon the price layed on your soul. You can never tell a persons creed 
or a person individual religion by mere looks. Sure, we see the traditions of 
the costumes, but can we tell of their customs? Surely not. Habits lie hard, till 
you reached the surrender of a mute. So saidth Tehuty of Atlantis. 
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As goes for the element of gravity, and the knowledge obtained by the 
flocking of your own skin, then I trust any creatures always will hold these 
abilities. 1st Ability: Power. 2nd Ability: Intelligence. 3rd Ability: Strength. 
4th Ability: Stamina. 5th Ability: Health. 6st Ability: Heal ratio. I trust any 
modern day warrior know of such trades, that is, if you ever have been in 
the armed forces, serving as a Navy Seal or a Marine. Then again, you might 
have been playing way too many computergames, just like me. As goes for 
weaponry, it will always be judged by it’s Durability. The very state of the 
craftmanship that went into it’s creation. The quality of metals et cetera. 
Good craftmanship has always endured the time of ages, and therefore 
quality can always be measured in time. And now, to a dull and somewhat 
lame statement: Good Craftmanship will always be around as long as there 
exists good Craftsmen. Logical, but at least stated for the record. 
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62. A Dragon’s lore 


Dragon’s Lore On The Necromancy. Have true love ever worn a glove? 

My best guess is: No! Unless you are that one orphant child, lost within the 
death of a cold winter, without any warm mittens. But know this. 

All Brothelkeeps of the Necromancy has a frontchamber, a negotiation zone, 
if you would. Here you can negotiate the pricetag upon your sexslave meat. 
And it usually details a map or a menucard over the whore’s sexual services. 
For most married men it is hard to work under pressure to release pressure. 

I remember, one time, where a prostitute took me aside in a brothelkeep, and 
showed me her concept of a sex menucard. Swedish is a handjob. French is 
a blowjob. Asian Tao is a 69’er including deepthroating. Danish is Analsex. 
Greek is a creampie without rubber (preservatives). German is Hardcore SM. 
And finally there is Scottish, which detailed food, a pie and a bottle of 
whiskey and enough time for the shit to literary fall out of mi arse. Maybe 
the reason why most individuals feel a certain sense of lost nationality, and 
consider themselves citizens of the world, citizens of the entire globe. 

Then after, I fucked the whore, I said to the old prostitute: So countless many 
foolish men that dont know of GOOD sex. She immediately put her hands to 
her back and complained about her backproblems due to her oversized tits. 
And I said to her: Dont I know! HARDASS Fact on the globes. Big tits are 
indeed, the cause for backproblems....FOR MOST MEN! And the whore 
asked: so who shall suffer my milk? I said: That part shall be made pretty 
easy! The bastard that impregnates you! So in the awe of hinesight, what is 
the price of milk in this day and age? Inflation going up or someone going 
down? Maybe that is why you never can dictate the milk of a whore. You can 
never dictate a woman’s love. Maybe we are better off without. 

Let us embrace that great wheel of CAPITALISM. Amen. 

Any mortal, by now, know that the might of Dragons can turn any iron, into 
the pottey, in the hands of a potter, by the use of their magic. Dragon’s magic. 
Any Dragon can by her fire breath give life to matter and create a man made 
of clay, to be utterly burned. Dragons create their own fuckmeat, so they can 
wheel their fuckmeats as their sex slaves. Such is creation. All irons were 
meant to glow in the darkness of a Dragon’s cave. But most dumbfuck males 
always ask the question: Can my Dragon grow the extra milage? Can my 
penis become hard enough, can my dragon grow some extra centimeters on 
my hardon? 
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Any man facing a Dragon experience his hard iron erupting and then it turns 
into pottey. So I guess all men needs to go to pottey, from time to time. 

But by now, I can only pray, that certain elements of the codex 666 lore, have 
touched the male minds, and their brains, that is, if they have one? A brain 
that is. So I trust, in the fact, that any knight locked in his armor, and still 
wheeling a sword of actual iron, hasn’t grasped the concept of fucking. 

Boys will be boys, and most boys dont want to grow into men. Truth said. 

So I wonder how the danish brothelkeeper operates these days? Do wom- 

en just call someone and asks for iron, and the local scrapyard-dealer turns 
up with an outdated glass of iron vitamins? I would define it as asexual. 
Wouldn't you? Or is asexual, the name of an A-group, run by a famed Annie, 
that in the end said: "Fuck it, and forgot to bring her gun!". 

It must be love, surely? I hope to become an old man and fast. So I can return 
to my whiskey's and alcohols, trying to kill the boredom of existence, which 
by the way is a chronic disease for all of us, sooner or later. 

Some will refer to it as Life-depression. It kinda goes with the territoty. 


A DRAGON’S LORE 


The Inner Creatures 


MASONIC 
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Eventually we all come to know of our inner creatures after a lifetime of 
soulssearching that led us nowhere. And still the sexhunger linger in us all. 
Whom ever removed the writing on the wall. Whom ever removed the R.E.M 
have declared war on all of our combined PSYCHE. Some of us have a hard 
time sleeping, always horny as hell, due to the vibrate reality of the incarnate. 
Some of us doesn't sleep for up till 300 days. Some of us suffer from the hell 
of an endless insomnia, turning us in insomniacs, borderlining a zombie. 

It is hard to function in such dead realms, only visited upon by dead Dragons. 
We find ourselves dead, yet, still alive. But cursed and hexed. The very curse, 
in all likelyhood, being the fact that all women sooner or later, in life wake up 
and discover the extend of their own divine powers in sexual endeavours and 
in sexual erupts. That in return always angers the patriarchs that walk around 
smitten by a blind mind, that has lived in comfort, by the ills of tradition, 

for most of their lifes. Such habits are hard lived, such habits often die hard. 
Somehow, most mature women that are sexually active, enters such a driven 
nature, where they sometimes neglect the needs of their own children, their 
own offspring. Such sons and daughters will always seek the shade of an 
Angel's wings. Stuck between a rock and a hard place. 


THE SKELETON DRAGON 


The Vilant Of Simplicity That Killed Bastet 


] 1. IRCUMRESS 

( 2.CACER 
IL 3. TALISMA 
M 4. MULTICUMUS 
() 5. NOTO 
Q  6.PUNUS 
CP 7. PEHETRA 
Tt 8. EREPHEUS 
MM SO9. PUNOS 

1. IRCUMRESS 5. NOTO 

(Intra Crassum) (Notio) 

2. CACER 6. PUNUS 

(Acer) (Premens Unum) 

3. TALISMA 7. PEHETRA 

(Vitales) (Penetratio Mortalis) 

4. MULTICUMUS 8. EREPHEUS 

(Insanium Convertunt Mulieres) (Confidens Premens) 

“The Madonna” 9, PUNOS 


(Premens Duos) 


Be you most merciful and peace be upon you 
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The Skinwalker’s Sexual Code Of Conduct. The best advise ever given unto 
a dead world, in the quake of Christ. When ever you get a chance for sexu- 
al exploits, take it, it may be your last. Amen. Pray to it, that it will be your 
last. Such becomes the hyde of a Skinwalker concealing the rotting flesh on 
the walker’s bones. Clothes does become the man as it becomes the woman, 
much like, a fig leaf that fell in the late fall of autumn. The fall of Eden. A 
failed Creation. So do always remember the famed lines: What you see, is 
want you will get. The old tales of the Skinwalker originates from the native 
American tribes. They tell the story of an Elo-Jinn taking over our bodies, till 
the organism is withered with the age of Ancients and the Skinwalker’s dead 
skin clings on to a false lore of life. Such worship, is a law of the dead and a 
lease of a Wampires Hominus deathdealer. The walking skin of a half-life. 
And those condemning the lore are merely the halfbreeds that only seek to 
rule the law elements between two existing plains of reality. 

We, the half-lifes, only seek to shed our Serpent's skin and glide into soul. 
But we only dawn in a shadowy twilight, which is the eternal damantion 
upon life. The very damnation of knowledge rendered unto mortals. 
Salvation turns out to be some old men in the Salvation army, that has been 
blowing their trumpets and horns, since the 1930'ties. Their efforts have all 
been in vain. We all live to die, unresolved. It has been that way since the 
black depression of the year 1929 AD (In the year of your Lord), the black 
Tuesday, where someone idiotically declared war on Capitalism, itself. 

Must have been that old stale red coat, that always try to justify blood for 
money. Birthing the word itself, Bloodmoney. What is the tarif for abortion 
these days? Those steeped in wealth, never want to address the elements of 
soul nor souls, but only tend the Earthly realms by Earthly possession, while 
they still dream of a Heaven. Sad really, as I consider such sworn freedoms 
of the heavens, to be a lost heaven. It is actually bearing more resemblance to 
Hell, that is, if you take interest in detailed living and it's lifelyhood. Which 
most people do, but only to be branded as flies. 

There are breadwinners and there are breadsinners. Starved Skeleton warrior 
of Tutankhamon sitting down to a dose of the old dreaded Alphabet soup, 
running their noses in both soup and nudels. The nature of children, their snot 
from their snotty noses, entering your precious soup. Bon Appetit. 
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64. Blvck alchemy 


The Blvck Alchemy. Myrrh, incense and frankincense and the last oil upon 
the crucified corpse of the damned. The living dead. But those damned 
elements of the fallen, know of the knowledge of the black (blvck) alchemy. 
The doctrine of cleasning body and mind, in order to fornicate. Maybe why 
many people will refer to the elements as: Tobacco.Alcohol and Mariuanna. 
Hash, mariuanna, cannabis. Sweet child has many a name in the saying of 

an Amen. Maybe the reason why many men that has suffered from love ends 
up as alcoholics. People unlawfully condemned and considered fallen to 

end up in a hellhole, where a bottle of whiskey gets handed from the father 
unto the son. So the son might cleanse himself and suffer the Dragon’s lore, 
once more. The bliss for some is the bless upon others. One plonker’s bliss, 
the other plonker’s piss. Much like a father unto a son, when it is the lore 

of Dragons that erects their elements of matter. A doctrine of Holy shit, to 
cleanse the body before the fornicate, is considered high lore for those 
creatures that are capable of fucking in the Dragon’s wells. The Shamen 
within an Amen, should do? Then again, maybe, you will be better off in the 
hands of a Shaman. And once, in ancient past, somewhere in Cairo, stood a 
distiller, a highly trained brewer and a professional distiller imported to Egypt 
through Greece. Narcissus, stood on the factory floor, in the great distiller 
halls of the old renowned Ramessa Distilleries. The famed company, at that 
on one time, produced the famous Hasskey Whiskey. He opened up one 
hatch on one tank and looked into, a great pool of whiskey, when he suddenly 
caught a glimpse of his own reflection, in the whiskey pool. And he thought 
unto himself; “So, I do have a brother! It must be that heavy drinking bastard. 
Yet, upon such a known fact, there is truely no need for tears of the Nar- 
cissus. Because, we all end up there. Brother upon brother looking into the 
bathroom mirror, and try to reckognise, that old cunt in the mirror, starring 
back at you. And old skeleton looking back at you, and with a pruney arse to 
go with it. Yet, we still dream and hope for better days, the human condition. 
But most modern scientists will agree to the following. The 7 most essential 
components to prevent vascular disease are the following: 

Magnesium. Omega 3 fatty acids. Vitamin C. Ginkgo Biloba. Probiotics 
(Bifidobacterium, Lactobacilles). D-vitamins and B12 Vitamins. 

As goes for blodthinners it is said that garlic is a very effective component. 
But we are all different individuals, that at the end of the day, need to seek out 
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our own balances, learned through the imbalances of our diets. 

As goes for the following statements, then I do not know if it is heresay or if 
there is any truth to the matter. It is, however, the witchery and the knowledge 
of the scribes of antiquity, that were handed down to us through the ages. 
They have sworn to certain conclusions in regards to our six vital organs: 
Brain: 

Ginkgo Biloba, Ginseng, Kelp, Cayenne peber, is said to be good for the 
brain. 

Heart: 

Cacao, Garlic, Motherwort, Tumeric are said to benefit the heart. 

Lungs: 

Mullein, Yarrow, Yerba Santa, Peppermint are said to be good to cleanse the 
lungs. 

Liver: 

Milk thistle, Dandelion, Antichoke, Burdook root are said to be good for the 
liver. 

Digestive System: 

Chamomile, Licorice, Goldenseal, Fennel are said to be good for our whole 
digestive system. 

Kidneys: 

Ginger, Bilberry, Cranberry, Astragalus are said to benefit both of our two 
kidney functions. 


But maybe we must also conclude that each and single one of us are unique 
individuals, with our own different organisms, bodies that never react in the 
the same way or fashion. We all end up having time issues. Only advise, is to 
live your life while you still have it. Spoken from the father unto the son. 

We each have a different burn, be you sexual or non-sexual. But based on my 
50 earth years, I will conclude that the inner burn is age related. So the state 
of your health, depends on which woman, you get entangled with. 

It problably depends on which witch, you end up with. 

The witchery calling unto your threshold. So intel is of importance. 

It is pretty much like the amazement, and the looks upon, certain witnesses 
faces, when you ask: If they are here for the orgy. 
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And now a full page dedicated to the Mayan Gold, 

known as Chilli peppers: 

The chili pepper (also chile, chile pepper, chilli pepper, or chilli), from 
Nahuatl chilli (Nahuatl pronunciation), is the berry-fruit of plants from the 
genus Capsicum which are members of the nightshade family, Solanaceae. 
Chili peppers are widely used in many cuisines as a spice to add pungent 
‘heat’ to dishes. Capsaicin and related compounds known as capsaicinoids are 
the substances giving chili peppers their intensity when ingested or applied 
topically. Although this definition would technically include bell peppers, 

in common language they are often two discrete categories: bell peppers 

and chili peppers. Chili peppers originated in Mexico.After the Columbian 
Exchange, many cultivars of chili pepper spread around the world, used for 
both food and traditional medicine. This diversity has led to a wide variety of 
varieties and cultivars, including the annuum species, with its glabriusculum 
variety and New Mexico cultivar group, and the species of baccatum, 
chinense, frutescens, and pubescens. Cultivars grown in North America and 
Europe are believed to all derive from Capsicum annuum, and have white, 
yellow, red or purple to black fruits. In 2019, the world’s production of raw 
green chili peppers amounted to 38 million tons, with China producing half. 
Chilli are known to have anti-inflammatory properties like rosemary, reduces 
cholesterol level and improves blood oxygenation. It also helps digestion by 
increasing the secretion of gastric juices. It is an excellent homeopathic 
remedy, like marjoram, for healing colds, sinusitis and bronchitis. 

The Mayan eggs. The devil’s eggs. It is a secret recipy, that hold the six 
elements, but I can only remember four of those elements, as of now. 

Oil, Tumeric, Chilli, Garlic. Something always happens chemically, when 
you introduce and combine those elements. But know that Oils, and Vodka on 
38,5-40 procent always neutralizes the hotness of the chilli. However, I doubt 
that the chilli looses is medicinal purposes. 


He @*e@eCeFe Neil 


Water - Oxygen - Carbon dioxide - Carbon - Iron - Sodium chloride 


Bene obtinuit ideam. Possedi utilem ... et cetera(etc). It will either manifest 
in reality or not. But idea is so obvious that I trust it ain't new. The first dude 
that came up with the renewal problably died from it! Best guess ever. 
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Tobacco is the common name of several plants in the genus Nicotiana of the 
family Solanaceae, and the general term for any product prepared from the 
cured leaves of these plants. More than 70 species of tobacco are known, but 
the chief commercial crop is N. tabacum. The more potent variant N. rusti- 
ca is also used in some countries. Dried tobacco leaves are mainly used for 
smoking in cigarettes and cigars, as well as pipes and shishas. They can also 
be consumed as snuff, chewing tobacco, dipping tobacco and snus. 

Tobacco contains the highly addictive stimulant alkaloid nicotine as well 

as harmala alkaloids. Tobacco use is a cause or risk factor for many deadly 
diseases, especially those affecting the heart, liver, and lungs, as well as many 
cancers. In 2008 AD, the World Health Organization named tobacco use as 
the world’s single greatest preventable cause of death. So be it. 

In chemistry, an Alcohol is a type of organic compound that carries at least 
one hydroxyl functional group (-OH) bound to a saturated carbon atom. 

The term alcohol originally referred to the primary alcohol ethanol (ethyl 
alcohol), which is used as a drug and is the main alcohol present in alcoholic 
drinks. An important class of alcohols, of which methanol and ethanol are the 
simplest members, includes all compounds for which the general formula is 
CnH2n+1OH. Simple monoalcohols that are the subject of this article include 
primary (RCH2OH), secondary (R2CHOH) and tertiary (R3COH) alcohols. 
Cannabis is a genus of flowering plants in the family Cannabaceae. 

The number of species within the genus is disputed. Three species may be 
recognized: Cannabis sativa, Cannabis indica, and Cannabis ruderalis; 

C. ruderalis may be included within C. sativa; all three may be treated as sub- 
species of a single species, C. sativa;or C. sativa may be accepted as a single 
undivided species. The genus is widely accepted as being indigenous to and 
originating from Asia. The plant is also known as hemp, although this term is 
often used to refer only to varieties of Cannabis cultivated for non-drug use. 
Cannabis has long been used for hemp fibre, hemp seeds and their oils, hemp 
leaves for use as vegetables and as juice, medicinal purposes, and as a recre- 
ational drug. Industrial hemp products are made from cannabis plants select- 
ed to produce an abundance of fiber. To satisfy the UN Narcotics Convention, 
some cannabis strains have been bred to produce minimal levels of 
tetrahydrocannabinol (THC), the principal psychoactive constituent. 
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Some strains have been selectively bred to produce a maximum of THC (a 
cannabinoid), the strength of which is enhanced by curing the fruits. Various 
compounds, including hashish and hash oil, are extracted from the plant. 

In the United States of America, “industrial hemp” is classified by the federal 
government as cannabis containing no more than 0.3% THC by dry weight. 
This classification was established in the 2018 AD Farm Bill and was refined 
to include hemp-sourced extracts, cannabinoids, and derivatives in the 
definition of hemp. Globally, in 2013 AD, 60,400 kilograms of cannabis were 
produced legally. In 2014 AD there were an estimated 182.5 million cannabis 
users (3.8% of the population aged 15—64).This percentage did not change 
significantly between 1998 and 2014 AD. And yet, the Scottish Highlands are 
still not covered in the holy weeds. It will be a sight for sore eyes. Mostly is, 
like a soapeye rendered by soap and not by a violent fist. 

Cannabis, Mariuanna, Marijuana. Weed. Pot. Reefer. Grass. Dope 

Ganja. Mary Jane. Hash. Herb. Aunt Mary. Skunk. Good Giggles. Roach. 

It would seem that such a plant is indeed a favoured child, sweet child has 
many a names, in the saying of an Amen. I would hate to loose it. 
Amphetamine (contracted from alpha-methylphenethylamine) is a central 
nervous system (CNS) stimulant that is used in the treatment of attention 
deficit hyperactivity disorder (ADHD), narcolepsy, and obesity. 
Amphetamine was discovered in 1887 and exists as two enantiomers: 
levoamphetamine and dextroamphetamine. Amphetamine properly refers to 
a specific chemical, the racemic free base, which is equal parts of the two 
enantiomers in their pure amine forms. The term is frequently used infor- 
mally to refer to any combination of the enantiomers, or to either of them 
alone. Historically, it has been used to treat nasal congestion and depression. 
Amphetamine is also used as an athletic performance enhancer and cognitive 
enhancer, and recreationally as an aphrodisiac and euphoriant. It is a prescrip- 
tion drug in many countries, and unauthorized possession and distribution of 
amphetamine are often tightly controlled due to the significant health risks 
associated with recreational use. The first amphetamine pharmaceutical was 
Benzedrine, a brand which was used to treat a variety of conditions. 

So is the never ending battle between upper’s and downer’s. Some will call 
it, God or Devil, positiv and negative, but which is which? Is it not duality, 
much like the fact that our houses are lit at night by “false light”, so you may 
read this book. Besides, reading a book at a bondfire is a fire hazard. 
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The Karma Ramessa. The false concept of the divine Khu, has been around 
since the dawn of creation. The swamp of creation from which we crawled 
out of. False light, to personify God as a person, when all know that the Holy, 
but unearthly elements govern our destinies. Idolatry, is the worship of idols. 
And yet, I would say. It is something to do. The fucking, that is! If you are 
capable of a rise and a fall. So what is to be considered Holy? Acts of the 
Holy Sacraments. May my bones rest with the lore of Dragons. 

Holy Mother unto Dragons and true Goddess. I adore thee with the whole 

of my heart. Although my heart ceased to exist in the ancient realms of the 
forgotten and entered a biotic state of mentalism. Mother, I hear thee. I only 
wish that I were capable of drowning myself in the lore of Dragons. 

I wish that I were able to love thee. But my heart withered in a perfect storm 
and in the lore of a true rapture. In the meantime, I wish to adore thee, not 
only for those Catholics, who do not adore nor love the sacraments. Thy 
sacrament of unholy sacrilege. But say unto all men with hearts, converse 

to safeguard and defend all conversions of alcoholics, heretics, schismatics, 
libertines, atheists, blasphemers, sorcerers, mahomedans, jews, arabs, jesuits 
and idolators. But do ask yourself: Do I really want to restore a Khu. 

Do I really want to kill an innocent man or woman, to proclaim myself a 
God? You already know that you will end up suffering a child with an infant 
mind! Mother of Dragons lead us into a new dawn and into a quake of Christ. 
May your deathdealers uphold the most Holy of our sacraments. The Holy 
tombs, our refuges, our homes. Amen. May I die and rest in peace. 

May I rest eternal. May the mountains speak and the rivers run. 

So be it. So is it. Amen unto Amenta. And so started all the mess, concearning 
the God element, that we chose to call Ra. It started eons of time ago in the 
mist of creation, itself. All served under such entity, from within the seat of 
Ammon. The soul's seat. But all turned their backs on him, because he sought 
to rule all females from his throne, by sexual pleasures. It might have been 
such doctrin that birthed the entire concept of Karma? In return, it surely and 
most definately birthed the very creed of avengers. But the celestrial beings 
concluded that duality a long time ago. Ergo, if there is Karma, there can be 
no Love. If there is Love there can be no Karma. Therefore, can man even 
claim to possess the doctrin of nature, itself? If not, it is the nature of man, if 
Karma doesn't exist in nature? Given the notion would we even worship such 
nature? Most people would denounce themselves from that nature due to 
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the Love message of the Serpent. Christo Constantine, a serpent of a dragon 
born by the Sethian lore of the Ancients. All know him under many names. 


THE SOROBORUO MYSTERY BOOK 


In the beginning the word was with God. And the word was God. 

Till Christo Constantine fathered the mark of the beast, the countless signs 
of Gnostics by wampires breed. A countless number of Alphabets created by 
Sethian lore, so he, at any given time could strike at the heel of God. Amen. 


And so the Jacobites of the Jesuits rose to their feet and asked: 
Please do tell of these words: 


Bismillah al-rahman al-rahim 
mihar-la namhar-la hallimsiB 


Maybe the answer is more simple if you gaze upon the words themselves. 
You might rule by the might of being merciful. But we all see the Ra in him, 
in order to become like him. Ra, the High King of God and Gods. 

Therefore unearth his ears and eyes, to raise the tomb of the dead. Naqib 

and Najib Angels are the two bodies, birthing the water in the swamp of life. 
The swamp of the human existence. Life. Paradise floating paradise and Hell 
floating hell. The inner Kingdom of light that forms your body and it's form. 
Two eyes, two ears, two nostril, but above all, the seat of souls, the seat of 
Ammon. Ammon's horn. The High King. Revelations will descend from the 
seat to rule the Earths and the Heavens. Human features layed upon the 
mystery of the beast. The five Angels birthing life in Heaven and Earth. 
Seven seals of the dead broken to signify the seated throne upon all mortals. 
The night sky of the winged Nosfera do carry the Lord's throne. Twelve were 
seated by the reign of seven. All awhile eleven mortals ascended unto the 
realm of immortals. So inform all intel before me, but come to know of the 
skill as to never revealing knowledge that already is answered. 

It is called peace. Why reveal salvation, when the true salvage, is the dawn of 
treasure. The dawn of self. 
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All reveals itself, and all revealed feel blessed. All that hold their tongue 
might feel lessed. And so waters of Angels will turn on you. The red ruby 
has affected all life, that bear a heart. There is only one Ram and one Ram's 
head, to be found in Heaven. The Holy seat of Ammon, is an ancient belief 
encased or erased in our brains and minds, but only to bring forth souls from 
the mighty Ouroboros. A dusty robe of ancient Ouroboros and with it the dirt 
path of the dead that guide and lead all the living. 

Yet, we all know, that all light will return to their bodies. It is seven Angels 
of five Angles descending. A tree of the Moon and a tree of the Sun, that will 
root Earth by the living. Five Angels from the hive of minds. Five Angels 
blessed with the souls of Ancients. But their names hidden unto any Earthly 
realm, but known unto the Moon well, the well of souls. 

To secure hapiness and imagination. A spring of water, that quench the thirst 
endlessly, upon a body of water. It is the bright Peacock of Jude in a majestic 
firestorm, that will sweep an artist's canvas. 

It is the internal erupt of creatives. The five rivers of: Water, Milk, Honey, 
Wine and Beer, will flow to all that calls upon the water of life. Vulcan is 
the fires of 124.000 Suns, that glow within the Purgatory of Hells, assigned 
by doctrines of passed souls, called tradition. It is the souls that journeyed 
with the ferryman of Death, only to be visited upon by Ra and Ouroboros. 

It is 124.000 Suns of daylight glorifying the might of the Heavens. Heated 

is an Earthly life, as it is written. Cooled are the elements of morningstars, 
moons, that rule all life upon the dead. 124.000 Suns to join the hearts of all 
the heartless. To join the hearts of Prophets and Saints and Magistrates. The 
strength of will upon the wish of a soul shard. Shadow-might of a scattered 
heart. Shadow might cloud a mind to reign a dark heart, such shadows are 
cast unto Unholy ground, but only to soar the Heavens, like an Eagle. 

Yet, shadow fall on Earth and journey into the eternal voids of the great 
beyond, in an endless lease of life. Darkness of doubt is the night of mercy, 
that only will birth a serpent. A Christo Constantine, created by the Sethian 
lore of the Ancients. So we all journey beyond, given the disruptive times 
of murder, to face the eternal dread, to be visited upon by damnation. Such 
are all trades in life. The Heavenly spheres of stars call out to the humanoid 
count of twenty to secure life and protect all bodies. The Djins answering 
unto the Elo-jinns are the sexuality of servants unto humans. 
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Thousand scribes of Thoth will write to fulfil the word of God. While one 
woman of many, named Mary, will seek her Lord, but only to awaken into the 
mischief of life. So traitorous is any hellish place proclaimed to be Heaven. 
Ra, the High King, will call unto Azazel, only to be sold into the deadly old 
craftmanship of the craftsmen, that crafts flesh into clay. It will always be 
about the flesh that will abide by soul. Sexuality. Trade in body and soul. 
And Ra said: Why raise Hell unto the Heavens, if you already know that you 
were sent to Earth? You belong to the Earth? 

But do look inward to find your soul in Ammon's seat. Come to know of self, 
know thyself, to reign thyself, so you may subdue Earth and all women upon 
it. Know that the High King, the Egyptian King of Kings, creates all the inner 
celestrial beings, internally and eternally locked. Yet many ask: 

Will my flesh be flocked? Sexually? 

O' glorious beings of celestrials. They seek the Heaven in the Earth, to awake 
seven feet under, in the Underverse of the Underworld. 

But jacobites, be weary and always be alert to your own actions. 

124.000 Suns of vacillating Spirits have come before you at last. To declare, 
an eternal spiritual warfare, led by the craft of war, ruled by Wizard. 

And not to be wheeled by the butchery of the Doctors surgical blades. 

You might call unto an assassin stapper, so the surgical doctor can earn his 
wage, but eventually you will awake in your own Unholy nature. 

The black cloth always takes you in. But you must answer unto the dusty 
robes of an Ouroboros. Faithless is any fall unto the Earth, not knowing of 
Heavens. The High King of fury will order flesh to his bones. Cloaked are 
such daggers of Azazel. Azazel will continue the rebellion, till all is ordered 
in the seat of Ammon. You might even proclaim that all considered divine is 
due to arrogance. Then you must not know of Heaven? Heaven is that: 
ARROGANT. 

A lesser Satan becomes a greater Satan. It is to stigmatize man in the tongue 
of Christo Constantine, his very testament, that dawned us all into madness, 
because we all learned, that less is more. It did serve survival and humanity 
for centuries. But it only lead to 6 ranks of rankers, that will ask for more, 
whilst condeming the heavenly seat, and will only answer unto the Nosfera. 
That is true survival. 
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A Thousand? He goes by many names. Existence is a homeless trying to 
secure a home, and then freedom within his home. But eventually all in their 
homes will ask: Is it creature unto land or land unto creature, not asking nor 
seeing to the curse of gravity. 

But all know that all colours will amount to ten disciples. No more. No less. 
Souls are indeed created, be you a plant, a dog or a goat. But in the end we all 
seek the sexual flesh of Dragons. All praise be unto Cod. And a mighty fish 
he must be? Real fishy! Praise the lard. 

But at this junctions, I might have to ask if there are seven rankers unto each 
spiritual beings? A High King will always grant us grace when met with a 
pardon and a hardy hello, of that I am sure? 

Ebliss, the curse upon my inners. Like the old tales of the Japanese samurais 
that had such high pains in their bowels, they gladly ended life, commiting 
harikiri. Do you only accept defeat by mortals by a promise of eternity? 
Then I might ask, like an old Queen, who wants to life forever? 

Maybe a sound advise is: Never to eat of the tree, but become the tree? 
Gabriel said: Never eat of the tree! Did you hear the count of three? Eating 
three square meals per day, till dawned into freak obesity? 

So I will ask: are we all cursed as phantoms in this here paradise? 

You formed all women, like beautiful shadows, never to be revealed, nor to 
be touched. Never to get rendered my sexual meat. I can bear witness. 
Damn it all to Hell. 

So were it two rings in your ears that birthed paradise, or the use of your 
newly bought bullhorn? But you must have learned your lesson by now. No? 
Stapping people in their shoulderblades, never grew anybody, 

any angelwings. Hence the word shoulder-BLADE? 

Stapping a Fatima, never grew her any Angelwings? 

So I guess most men eventually will be called a High King, in order to fully 
impregnate a ton of women. So they can create people of Earth? 

Repopulate by the Clay people? 

Men will always be tempted by Dragons. Men will always seek the most 
sensual women and grope their bodies, but always dawns in the peaocks of 
Jude and the snakes of the Ouroboros, emerging from of the orifices 

of lustful women. I did say, that I have tried all, seen it all? 

Come to think of it, did I ever try to fuck a can of worms? 
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True reality, if any, it the endless trade between Ra and Ouroboros. 

Any man called as High King, will be engulfed by shadow, like a dead 
shadow cast unto Unholy ground. So I guess, that all women lay in shadows, 
even if they walk by day. At least they are free of sin. Always been told that I 
am good at guesswork. But I fucking hate ALL puzzles, that have more than 
20 puzzle pieces in them. So are all humans to be enslaved into the four 
conditions under God? God or Gods calling us in all tongues of: 

Arabic. Farsi. Greek. Hindi. Sindi (You always been slow). Georgian. Slavic. 
Syrian. There really is no need. All women know of the needy traits and all 
men know of the meaty traits. We are all just looking for the sugar treats. 

We all came to worship knowledge, but only the inner secrets safes us, as 
individuals. We all end up like straws in the wind, reaves in the wind, in the 
path of mighty Dragons. The broken straws, broken by wind. Excuse me. 
Did you not exist in the flesh? Did you not take possession of your own flesh, 
when you entered this world? Then why is it, that you will not take your own 
flesh with you, when you rise into the aeon? What is better than the flesh is 
what animates the flesh, sexual words. It came into existence, because of you. 
It belongs to you. It is yours. Existing beside you, while you walk this world. 
That which you miss, is what you attempt to learn. Resurrection is revela- 
tion upon those risen. Any man upon a Cross swallows death. He is mentally 
swallowing the visible with the invisible. What's being taught? What is being 
told of Karma. Does it even exist? Are we not told that the living all will 

die because they live with an illusion of Death? Hence birthing the ancients 
claim of this world being an illusion. Can anything be revealed if the nature is 
endless change? Time issues. 


O'Legions, do not lose yourself in the Devil's details. But obey your flesh, for 
the sake of your body balance and it's harmony. That is, for as long as you are 
alive. Who train people for the unseeable, if everybody in the very end will 
find their own way? Recovery is only the covers being layed ontop of your 
corpse twice. The sacrilege being Death, itself. Always have faith in fate. 
Amenta. 
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The Dead Knightmare Orders. What are the merits of a Freemason unable to 
free a Son from the Dragon’s lore? Another tidal wave upon the brickwork 
layed by a mason, that only will call unto the Dragon’s templers. 

The templers are the heavy artillery of tanks locked within the engine room 
of the eternally damned. It is a structured Sun upon a Son. Sacrilege. 

The merits of a Dragon, is a lease of freedom, when she gets freed by the 
wings of the Nosfera, but in her folly, she will test any man of prove to his 
undying love to her heart and lore. Call unto death and death will answer. 
And such a satanic test might detail the element of stangulations upon infants 
in order to prove a higher lore in the pursuit of power. What do you mortals 
seek? Death? Pain? Poverty? Misery? The sacrilege upon your very own life? 
And if life is to be tested in such a manner, as a blue born baby’s 
stangulation, by men unto their infant Sons, then ask: Is life worth living? 
Whatever Hell is bestowed upon your mortal bones, whatever test is layed 
upon you. Contend it and seek shelter elsewhere. Amen. 

The Knightmare Orders are the esoteric orders that dwells among us, hidden. 
Some will refer to them as the Kingdom of God. It is in true essence the very 
synagogues of the dead. Governed and ruled by Christo Constantine. 

It is the orders of the dead, that lays hidden in all souls, within your inner 
Kingdom. It is the Masonic orders of the Earthly rule. Know, that only four 
such orders are known to me. Only four legit orders. They be: The Serapion 
Order govern by the mighty Serpents. The Rosicrucian Order govern by the 
mighty Crows. The Freemasons Order governed by the mighty Anubis. The 
Odd Fellow Order govern by the mighty Ravens. 

Do take account, that I only have visited upon one such order. 

The Rosicrucian Order, the oldest order unto this realm, the oldest order 
known to man. The order older that ancient Egypt, ruled by the Emperor, 
himself. Also know that the oldtimer that took me in, in my childhood, 
faithfully intrusted me the keys to the Rosicrucians. I was 3 years old. 

Funny fact is, that you slowly awake, although you have suffered 30 years of 
ignorance bliss. Being blissfully unaware. Then all of a sudden you get floded 
by memories, when you reach the age of 35. So all of a sudden, I remember 
the Nanny with the fanny. Blond girl, blueyed girl and young tits that were to 
die for. I tried to grap a feel age 3. Then she later on in my life reappeared in 
my Grandfather's Summer house. She continuously reentered 
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my life on several occasions. The mystery is that her appearence haven't 
changed much over the years, she doesn't look a day over 179 years old. 

So, I guess, that the old Egyptian Order of the Rosicrucians must have been 
around for all the known ages. That is my best assumption. 

So I trust, that the oldest trade of prostitution, run from your own home or 
tomb, is the oldest trade in existence. The trades of the Dragon's lore. 

So I trust that the old trade of sex were all done in some home or shelter, 
surely the sessions weren't preformed on some desertless grasslands filled 
with predators and carnivores, alike. Although I guess, that some female 
Bonobo's handed the Alpha Bonobo male, a banana, in ancient past. 

The female Bonobo wondering if Aragon, himself, would fuck a female 
Bonobo, being accustomed to shaven tits and arse, provided by the rule of 
Lord Palpatine and the Gillette corporation. 

Rosicrucians, a sex trade of sperm and eggs, done in your own home, just 
might be the Emperor's last weapon of mass destruction. 

Yet, we all awake in mystery upon mystery. The old mystery of our trusted 
Nanny without the fanny. So the Nanny sends in her father and mother to 
soothe my soul. The Nanny's father granting me two poems, so I may better 
myself in the arts of reading. The Nanny's mother providing me with the pro 
bloodthinners to balance my Whiskey consumption. I am a bit slow, I know. 
The girl must be in trouble. [1.1.5.5.5][8.6.3.4.5] (Therefore protect her). 

All guesswork, I know. But I was informed that the world at large, is a 
mighty tiny place. For the past decade I studied those Rosicrucian scriptures, 
text and lore, at least those texts, that still exist among us. I trust that most of 
the scriptures were burned at the stake together with two Knight's Templers 
on the 13th of October, in the year of your Lord 1307 AD. The very Order of 
the Knight's Templers were founded in the year 1118 AD. Which ironically is 
the very number of the nine Satanic verses upon a salmon that rushed to his 
elderly death. [1.1.3.4.1.5][9.3.1.8.4.9.5] (Therefore protect him). 

The Knight's Templars were a monastic military order, assigned to protect the 
houses of Royalty. But based on their scriptures of old lore, describing the 
elements of Soul and Spirits, then I as usual have allowed myself to narrate 
some of the old lore into new scripture that I will consider closer to Godgiven 
truth. That is, if truth even exists. 
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Mankind has always sought to write law unto the spiritual lore. We have 
always tried to bring some order into a chaotic existence. Three religions 
serves as prove. However, I fully, know that life never can hold just one 
order, but I have nevertheless classified the six elements of the Rosicrucian 
brotherhood into the following: 


THE ELEMENTAL SOUL. 

The first element being the vibrational air that gives birth to the human 
thought. The very prove being the vibrations birthing our speech. 

The gift of thought. 


THE PLANT SOUL. 

The second element being the visions of water birthing our psyche of our 
mentalism, setting the state of our mental minds. 

The gift of vision. 


THE ANIMAL SOUL. 

The third element bringing taste to fires. Our awakened genders and the very 
sexual acts thereof, the heated fornications. 

The gift of taste. 


THE SOUL POSSESSION. 

The fourth element. The cross we all bear. The cargo we all carry. 

It is the scent of a Spirit that gives rise to the uncertainty of Arts and the God 
rendered element of creationism. 

The gift of scent. 


THE HUMAN SOUL. 

The fifth element. The individual intellect that hears and listen in on our own 
vibrate reality. Receiving the words internally, birthing rythm and music of 
song birds. 

The gift of hearing. 
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THE MINERAL SOUL. 

The sixth element being the elements that mystify and spell our matters, in 
order to enchant our scriptures with a humane touch, to guide all scripture 
and correspondence in the ways of peace. 

The gift of touch. 


I have always loved a happy ending, as in the wording, a clean ass. 

But, I painstakingly assume, that right about now, someone is covering a 
Donkey in shampoo and soapy bubbles, somewhere in Africa. 

So are the traits of a comedy by a Dante. Already proclaimed dead as a Dodo. 


The invisible and visible world. 

It is said that the spiritual body glides into interplanetary space and away 
from Earth. Truth to such death claims? All we have is the vibrate reality of 
our inner soul. I trust noone knowns, and if it were to be truth, then few if any 
of us, will be able to explain such plain of existence. 

However science has concluded that the Earth and the surrounding planets in 
our solarsystem appears to be composed by three elements. 

Solids, liquids, gas. Those are the three elements assigned to the chemical 
erupt, yet, if still requires a catalyst, one being fire. So does it constitute mass 
of Earth? Despite the trinity assigned the reality of Chemistry, I think it is 
safe to state that there are four elements unto the Earthly realm. 

Air. Water.Fire.Mass(Matter). Such notions are longlived, because you have 
suffered the same elements. I wonder if such notions erected the fires in the 
past. A creature dawning in the dawn of 4 elements, to earthly existence, he 
then crawled out of his Darknest to proclaim it to the world, the bystanders 
looking at him, found him so faul looking, barely humanoid. So totally ugly 
looking, that Lord Palpatine looked like a young swinging Adonay. So the 
creature proclaimed the four elements to ONE sworn truth to existence, and 
people said: No way in Hell! And nailed the bastard to the cross. I was told 
that it runs in the family, the degree of such sworn faulness. Family was ugly. 
Father was ugly. I am ugly. A Trinity nonetheless. A family clinging on the 
wood, unpolished. The degree of such ugliness runs in our family. Yet such 
statement will in all likelyhood anger all the Grandfathers in this world. 
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The Law Of Toxinity. As goes for poisons and venom and toxinity, are there 
any laws to it? Any karma laws in regards to the claim of a higher divine 
nature? And should there be one given time and the evolve? Will it evolve or 
do it already exist? If studies show that a poisonous snake uses it’s toxins to 
kill a mouse in order to feed, and if further studies show that the venom 
becomes more and more venomous, after each kill, then surely we could 
stake the claim of a higher karma. Or can we? If the level of venom also is 
age related, then is it due to the number of kills or is it growth related? 
Maybe the nature is this, that the venomous snake uses it’s venom on the 
prey to digest the prey, in order to grow it’s own antidote from within, during 
the digestion, thereby strengthening it’s own immune system. That is what 

I can conclude thus far, that is what I have read thus far. And yet, I true- 

ly dont know the truth. Does anyone of us? Will anyone of us, lest being a 
snake handler. But the question arise. Are bigger snakes more poisonous than 
smaller snakes? In accordance with literature and science, the answer is no. 
And one prove is the Belcher’s seasnake, which have a very strong venom. A 
mere 0.003 milligrams is enough to kill a horse. Not seahorse. That is stated 
within the science of old books. But is there an BS to it? Meaning Bullshit? 
So it is not because that I said so, it is because I have read so. But do we want 
to know of such sworn truth. Hell no, let Belcher’s seasnake swin away. It 

is toxin. There are plenty more fishes in the sea and a hell of alot more salt 

to go with it? Which ironically makes you question the very term seasnake? 
Maybe the dreamt up term of a randy sailor sailing the seven dead seas, 
within ignorances bliss. Staring lost into a dead horizon and the dead orifice 
of a habour hooker. That orifice that angers all men upon this Earth. But the 
religious claim of God’s eternal war upon the Serpent’s seed, brings us to the 
entire concept of Evolution, what ever name it is given, creationism or other. 
Snakes are divine creatures, that is, in this book. They are by far the best sur- 
vivors. Yet, the puzzle arises. Apparently snakes cannot digest creatin, which 
is the nail and hair matter of it’s prey. Is it folklore or plain superstition? An- 
other wifes tale? Only a snake handler would know. So avoid the venomous 
kind and see the viper and ask the viper for a roll of toiletpaper. So I conclude 
that snakes and all other lifeforms do have an anus, a rectum, an orifice to 
shed faeces and toxins. So what is it with the regurgitation of snakes? Is it a 
build-in mechanism to maintain a perfect balance? Or is it a natural reaction 
towards overfeeding? 
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Snakes are beautiful creatures and a testament to good design. To condemn 
them as a reptilian race is ridiculous. And if what we read is true, then what 
are we, That is man, the Humanoids? From where do we truely originate? 
And if it turns out that all, I mean ALL, science and knowledge is bullshit 
from A to Z, because we cling on to the claim that nature is divine and 
mysterious and such a mystery lays with a hidden Creator’s folly. 

Then I would state that the lies of such a Creator science have reached a 
dangerous venomouns level, that is strong enough to kill a blue whale and a 
randy sailor. We need to question reality. What to conclude? 

If poisons are a reality and it exists, then, surely, nature cannot claim 
divinity. If is is a falsehood, that is the element of lethal poison, 

then it is safe to conclude that the toxin element is the human mind. 

And somewhere I truely hope that deadly poisons do not exist, but then, I 

am surely, the one that suffer from ignorance’s bliss. Hopeful, yet doubtful. 
Like the question, has any father ever loved one of his sons? When the father 
says,’ Where ever you lay your hat is your home!”, and the sons smartarse 
remark is, ”I hate being a homeless in the heart!”’. Yet, the son fully knowing 
that where ever women throw their knickers are considered Holy ground for 
most. A poisonous mind. Like on the day, that Henny’s blue boys, the police 
officers rang Mister Gullyshark’s doorbell and says, “Good day, Sir! We must 
sadly inform you that your father passed away, this morning at 9:11 am!”. 
And Mister Gullyshark’s reply is, “ I know that, that is a fucking lie, cos my 
father got off’ed by a harbour hooker, with a dead orifice, in 1964, Dudes!”. 
Yet, a question arises. Does anyone even think that a man with a tiny penis, 
will comtemplate to impregnate a female, at all? Not fully knowing, if the 
penis size is hereditary (If it is related to the DNA code) or whether it is diet 
related. Either way, most men named Tiny, ends up, becoming good milk- 
duds, wishing, for a live one, a habour hooker, with a milking orifice and the 
vocabulary to go with it. As goes for the ills of the Phimosis and the act of 
circumsition, why would you even use a blade on a male child, if you don’t 
know of the penis’s future growth or of the penis’s inner length? Best guess, 
in this toolbox, is a doctrine to produce slaves and drones for work. And 

yet, I have been looking too deep into both literature and bottles, but I know 
enough to know that most men and women end up with a vocabulary of mice, 
saying, “In your wet dreams”. But surely, a sound conclusion, can only deem 
the act of circumsition, 
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as being an element, that cannot be of nature. I, for one, have never seen an 
animal in the wild wearing a turtleneck sweather. Only, the well mannered 
democrats hoping for war, fully knowing that there is an ape in the word rape, 
and many women will happily abide. Truth starnger than fiction. Sad, really. 
A simulated lame reality where we all become dumb as cops, the next chief 
of police overseeing your brunch, after you have lost your lunch. 

And the old Wampire Lord Nosferatus awoke in pure driven hate, sunlight. 
“Another great day filled with such bless! A glory unto life itself, another day 
of pains, feeling alive. Go to bed and wish for an end, every night I exhale 

to exhale, till depression becomes a way of life. Wishing for a slow decay of 
the body, surrounded by alcohols and whiskey’s, hoping to literary rot away. 
At least, this time round within a flat, not in a shelter, not in a home, nor on 
the streets. Awaiting the flies to lay eggs in my skin, as the skin cells decay 
and rot, like the left side of my face, filled with boils and rotting flesh. Been 
looking forward, to this for some time, but now, I am blessed with surgical 
gear and tweezers and forceps, to remove the maggots from my skin, then 
dip them in alcohol on at least 40 procent, before eating them, while I still 
have teeth. Now you might think that this is a work of fiction. But I have full 
faith in decay, rot and death. And yet, we do say all children are blessed, fully 
knowing of Mister Lionheart’s Disneyland after dark. Another sales speech 
to secure propulsion. Where is the logic in that?”.” So what is the sales pitch 
this time round? Ecological farm is it.” I hardly eat, filled with anger and 
hatred towards life”. An ecological farm, and yet, the pigs are not locked in 
the same stable as cows, because someone might get a hardone by adding two 
and two together. Still the same shit to me. Most arseholes, don’t even think, 
these days. All that I ask for, is the decay and slow rot, till I end up dead. Till 
all cursed elements awake into my realm of everlasting death. May it be the 
end of thought. TOTAL darkness. The Hominus Nosfera took another zip of 
his Jack Daniels, his whiskey, and then he started to cut off the warts on his 
lower lip. Still praying for rot and decay, so he would feel the hummer, the 
last grasp of life, the last healing forces at work. But I do love the arts of the 
old Necromancy, thought the old Wampire, where ever it is preformed. 

Yes, I seek life to end all life. I have suffered fools, to last me an eternity. 
When all that I can say to you is: I loved you as a son or I loved you as a 
daughter, so go, see about a whore, but remember to betell a witch. 

Always look out for your manhole, look out for number one. Shamen. 
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A law of toxinity. As goes for the medical professions that seek to treat us 
from our own ills by the use of medicins, certain issues pop up, in regards 

to the claim of higher laws of nature. The claim of a soul. The modern day 
deathdealers, doctors, will often agree to disagree. And this socalled modern 
society of the clergymen will never acknowledge the claim of a soul, which 
they will consider to be superstitions and deem it as a mental disorder. 
Mental illness. They will deem it to be of lore. It is the old sworn elements 
of Ancients and the claim that the soul resides in Ammon’s seat. Between the 
horns of Ammon. But nevertheless it raises questions: What is the best treat- 
ment for the host organism? Is it a doctrine of a fixed ratio or is it a doctrine 
of a flux ratio? Maybe both, having it both ways. A fixed ratio and intake of 
B-vitamins? Or would it be healthier to administer the dosages within a flux? 
A small dosage followed by a bigger dosage, that certainly, is the reality for 
most patients, living at home. Always switching between standards like a 
rollercoaster. Much like the known fact that it is highly unlikely to find two 
berries within nature’s orchid that are exactly the same. To the naked eye, we 
can observe two berries on a cherry tree. Twin berries. But they are rarely of 
the same volume, nor do they maintain the exact same components within, 
nor do they hold the same flavour. The bitter sweet sensation is wellknown. 
And yet, we always see parents force a lemon upon an infant to insult the 
child’s tastebuds? Why not let each child mature on it’s own and develop 

it’s own individuality? Let their curiosity lead them to the new sensations. 
But, such a curse from lemons, are to be considered the acceptable evil. An 
lawful evil. Like the sworn fact, that we all break to mend, in the very end. 
Sad, but truely any dead man’s given. Of course, knowing that life never can 
hold a fixed standard, because nature is a plentitude, then we should embrace 
such diversity and not fight it. The twins of a cherry tree might occur, but is 
considered a rarity, a treat within an orchard proclaimed Eden. So therefore, 
due to such known factors, we will arrive at the conclusion, that a doctrine 
of fluxuation might be a safer way onward. Always eat a variety of different 
foods. And, as witnessed within nature, a wasp stings a berry, then turns 180 
degress around to eat of the infected area, to consume some of it’s own 
venom. What does that tell us in regards to the memory of the human 
immune systems? Maybe the old worn statement, what doesn’t kill you, will 
make you stronger. What doesn’t kill you, will return mutated and try again. 
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So if in doubt, then a flux, might be the right way foreward, when it boils 
down to the heal of an organism. I truely don’t know. But I would not be 
surprised if such notions gave rise to the term and the use of placebo’s. Ergo, 
the claim of good shit versus the claim of bad shit. Holy shit and unHoly 
shit. But with some logic, then, can we claim that placebo is an utter waste 
of space? Zero cannot exist as you exist. A fact upon all individuals, upon all 
organisms, all life. Why not replace the placebo’s, those inactive components, 
with the element of fastening? That, of course, does require an individual 
spine. Discipline and meditation. It is problably considered oldfashioned, in 
the eyes of many. The fast. But it will dawn on you, in an much older age. 
But as usual, I will arrive at the conclusion, that there never has been one fix, 
one solitaire solution, because we all have different organism, different DNA 
and immune systems. Nature and the nature of man is such a plentitude and 
maybe the reason why many Luciferians, will refer to it as a hellhole. 

And within such a dawn, we would all hate to loose our alcohols on 40-43%. 
And, of course, cigarettes, kindda goes with the territory. So I can never ever 
proclaim to be a healer, as such elements are unhealthy, if not used with mod- 
erations. Meaning variety within consumption. I do like my whiskey’s and 
cigarettes. I would sorely hate to loose my whiskey and fags (cigarettes). And 
I do on occasions even like my weeds of the holy herb. A downers answer to 
an upper. Doesn’t make me a bad person, but a bad role model. But I do trust 
in the fact, that such morons, such wellversed idiots, like me, always will be 
around, asking for another round, as a testament to a good life. The damned 
humanoids surviving due to their own stupidity. So was life. So is life. 
Securing the zest of life, by the zest of Jesters. The Jesters that lives within 
ignorance bliss, striking at the eye of the Goliath. Humanoids, the forsaken 
ones, wandering the dead barren surface world of the Wampires Hominus. 
The Homo Nosfera, that are the born elements of the true evolutions. 

Of course, stated as just, another flatfoot Homo Sapiens, that did serve the 
pikeman’s cloth of the Wampires Hominus. Just another Wampire lackey. 
Such is the sworn and sad elements to the very human existence within the 
twilight experience. Amen unto Amenta. Sorry, I didn’t get that right? Was it: 
Hear me or Fear me? Oh .. Well. We all fear to hear bad news. Hence, never 
open your mail, it can only be bad news. Born a sucker to die a sucker, said 
one alcoholic unto another alcoholic. It usually, runs in the family. Cheers. 
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The Anubis Chamber Of Death. So are the elements of old Egyptian lore. 
The old Necropolis. Entering a chamber of the dead is not easy. The weighing 
of a heart by old Egyptian Anubis lore from a Deathchamber has never been 
easy. Death is never easy. There is much work to be done and there are 
obligations to the dead. Those that went before you in Spirit. Obligation to 
Death, to the dying and to the liberation of all life. In the very end it is death 
that sets us free. So, therefore, if you love life, don’t waste it. Don’t waste 
time. For time, itself, is of the dead. Time and history are illusions that the 
deathdealers sell in order to kill time, which ironically already is dead. Time 
is DEAD. So the killing time becomes the nature of the dead, till death itself, 
enters to render you a life of lease unto a release of dead semen. The trade of 
a Deathdealer Extraordinaire. The Anubis chamber of the dead. 

360 Degrees is the number of a circle. But come to know, that a full circle, 
only holds a dead world. Full circle? Must be the element of a dead clitoris, 
in some cases? Much like an old ancient routine, the most dreaded of all upon 
the shoulders of men. The green salad buffet of Ancient Osiris. Osiris, the 
heartless. Him, that becomes annouced as a virgin, the ANAL virgin. That 
very element that keeps the womens knickers wet and their souls lustful. 

Like the fact that all sexual males (those still able to preform) always love the 
first insertion in any new meat. Whether the insertion is in her arse or cunt, 
then all males awaits his verdict. Will she milk? Some might refer to it as the 
mystery element rendered upon love and misused by the word: Love. 

Sexual pleasures leading to sexual erupt, and thereby healing. Maybe the best 
survival tactics is to declare yourself a virgin upon each penetration, declare 
yourself green, seeking a woman's "guidance". Yet, not really wanting to be 
attending a fucking dance. Hell, while we are at it, then why not play dumb 
upon each thrust in her wet cunt? I see most men do, watching the on-line 
situations. Men literary drooling, cannot blaim them, all those sex slaves. 

But in the end, all men come to hate the element of the green Osiris, handed 
down from all fathers unto all sons. The socalled BOY-whistle. Know, that 
we all eventually will come to hate that old father and son routine. The old 
school. Of course, opposite attracts. What will a Dragon's lore detail? The 
trinity lore of free sexuality, already sold in our minds. It will only result in 
men, being burned sexually, till they look like an elderly person aged 50 or 
more, but the person in question, is only 30 years of age. The black plague. 

I never want to become a man. 
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In regards to all of our mischief, I might have to ask, to the bewilderment of 
all women, is it suck or swallow? Or a plain SOS, on behalf of women? 

I fear that the old ancient Romans still might be roaming around? 

A testament is the old Centurion, that apparently never heard of LEGION? 


When you are allowed quality-time to think and philosophize, then eventually 
some of us will conclude, that the written word is an art that resides among 
those of us that are dead. The nature of the written word is dead, written for 
the dead. Yet, a dead word might propel and ignite any soul that understand 
the lore of the dead scripture. So the written word is truely dead, birthing the 
spoken words that hold life, rebirthing the thought in those deemed dead. 
Opposite attractions. Much like the ancient traits and craft of Ancients. 
Reflecting upon time. Know that the word or term, psychologist, in an older 
age, were referred to as an apostle or as a prophet. Today many people are 
overly educated and wellversed, as both psychologists, apostles and prophets. 
Maybe so overly qualified and educated that they arrive at the most logical 
of solutions as to combine such a Trinity of professions, into the oldest of 
known professions: A Jack Of All Trades. And yet, some will still ask, what 
is a true name in the saying of an amen? Of course, the debate, in regards to 

a joined foundation upon all life, will always continue. Which brings us to 
the reality of the knowledge Kontinuum. Know that the old King James Bible 
was a source for any scribe's foundation for several centuries. It can, 
however, not change the fact, that the nature of the old wellknown Dinosaur 
Skeleton, the bible, has been rewritten by countless scribes and theologians, 
in the 21st century. Birthing novel upon novel. Countless Scriptures. 
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By the way, come to know, that the word bible means library. Deriving and 
fathered from the word Biblioteca. It is the very scale-pans of the ancient 
Anubis, two scale-pans holding the feather of a scribe and the other scale-pan 
weighing the scribe's heart. The following list of literature, is what I would 
describe as priceless, although worn-out. They show the rebellious nature of 
scribes and artists fighting off, a one world religion and a one world rule. I 
have selected three lists of Theologians, that have produced highly treasured 
texts throughout human history. Having the great fire of Alexandria, fresh in 
mind, then we should fight such ills and treasure or lore of scribes, so they 
may rebirth new chapter and verse. But know that the loss of Alexandria only 
brought about centuries, where we all were steeped in darkness, it was the 
entire loss of the medical teachings of ancient Egypt. Therefore I would hate 
to loose certain literary works. The list of choice is solely on my part: 


Theologians ¢ 1 


1 * Dante - The Divine Comedy. (1320AD). 

2 ¢ Ray Radbury. (1953AD). 

3 ¢ Bram Stokers - Dracula. (1897AD). 

4 ¢ Charles Darwin. (1859 AD). 

5 ¢ Sir Walter Scott - Ivanhoe/Rob Roy. (1817 till 1819AD). 

6 * Lucy Maud Montgomery - Green Gables. (1908AD). 

7 ¢ Elwyn Brooks White - Web Of Charlotte. (1952AD). 

8 * Kafka - The Process. (1925AD). 

9 « William Blain - Witch's Blood (1946AD). 

10 * King James Bible - version 1611 AD. (Anno Domino). 

11 ¢ My religion ... to end all religion - 

New Testament Of Luke Skinwalker. (2020AD). 

12 * Key Of Solomon. (14th-15th century). 

13 « Alister Crowley. (1875 till 1947 AD). 

14 + William Shakespeare - Hamlet/MacBeth/Henry The Fifth/Merchant Of 
Venice. (1564 till 1616 AD). 

15 * Egyptian Book Of The Dead. 3rd. Dynasty. (2670 till 2613 BCE). 
16 ¢ Franquin's black pages - Comic Cartoon Book. (1981 AD). 

17 « John Irving - Life According To Garp. (1978AD). 
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18 ¢ J.R.R Tolkien (1937AD). 

19 * George R.R Martin - Game Of Thrones. (1993 till 2011 AD). 
20 * H.P Lovecraft - Necronomicon. (2008AD). 

21 * Lloyd Pye - Everything you know is wrong. (1998 AD). 

22 ¢ John Steinbeck. (1902 till 1968 AD). 

23 ¢ Jakob Ejersbo - Revolution. (2009 AD). 

24 « Dion Fortune - Magick And Self-Defence. (1930AD). 

25 * Salman Rushdie - Satanic Verses. (1988 AD). 

26 * Codex Gigas. (12th century/1229 AD). 

27 * Samuel Beckett. (1906-1989AD) 

28 ¢ Charles Fort - Book Of The Damned (First Published 1919 AD). 
29 ¢ The Holy Blood And The Holy Grail. (1982 AD). 

30 * Richard Dawkins - The God Delusion. (2006 AD). 

31 * Christopher Hitchens - God is not great. (2007 AD). 

32 * Caleb Scharf - The Copernicus Complex. (2014 AD). 

33 ¢ Stephen Hawking - A Brief History Of Time. (1988 AD). 


Theologians ¢ Il 


1 * Freemasonry. W.Kirk.Macnulty - (First Published UK 2006 AD). 
2 « Pyramid And Temple Mysteries. 

Erik Ansvang And Thora Mollerup - (2007 AD). 
3 e Gods, Godesses And God Humans. 

Erik Ansvang And Thora Mollerup - (2011 AD). 
4 My Life With Kundalini. 

(Gopi Krisna’s Self-Biography). 

5 * Meditations. 

Marcus Aurelius - (Penguin Classics 1964 AD). 
6 * Kybalion. 

William Walker Atkinson - (1862-1932 AD). 

7 « Fasting. 

Hellmut Liitzner - (1976 AD). 

8 * The Kundalini Experience. 

Lee Sannella - (1976 AD). 
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9 « The Secret Doctrin. 

H.P Blavatski - (1967 AD). 

10° ISIS unveiled. 

H.P Blavatski - (Theosophical Press 1998 AD). 
11 * Reincarnation. 

Ronald Ziirrer - (2013 AD). 

12 * EGYPT - The World Of The Pharaohs. 
H.F Ullman. Regine Schulz.Matthias Seidel. 
13 ¢ The Illustrated Encyclopedia of Scotland. 
(Lomond Books 2004 AD). 

14° A Treatise On White Magic. 

Alice A. Bailey. 

15 * The Cosmic Doctrin. 

Dion Fortune. (1988 AD). 

16 ¢ Freeing The Captives. 

Louise Ireland Frey M.D (1999 AD). 

17 * The Universe Story. 

Brian Swimme. Thomas Berry (1992 AD). 
18 * Lemuria And Atlantis. 

Shirley Andrews (2009 AD). 

19 * The Broken Cross. 

Piers Compton (1983 AD). 

20 * Mein Kampf. 

Adolf Hitler (1934 AD). 

21 ¢ Das Kapital. 

Karl Marx (1872 AD). 


This, the second list of Theologians, is the literature harder to define, the very 
esoteric literature that is more difficult to classify into any particular genre. 
Such is the nature of occult manuscripts. But most occult books, tools or 
instruments always address the inner nature of our celestrial beings, for those 
readers that find themselves drawn to mystery lore. But all such instruments 
have always been looked down upon. Sad in a sense, as all such lores, were 
created with the best of intend. Just trying to bring order to our minds and 
stabilize our psyche. Many occult instruments are of old age, but are still 
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treasured by it's many followers. I particular think of the old Kabbalah traits 
associated with the tree of knowledge (The Entish tree of life). 

But a modern day view into the old lore, would establish it to be the tool of 
psychologists, that use it to structure our brains with a network of neuron 
based knowledge. In laymen's term, the tools, are there to bring structure to 
our aquired knowledge bank. Our memory banks. The old tree of life, hold 
ten spheres for stacking knowledge. A tool for all children able to count till 
ten. It is not some mysterious object created from "God", although I trust, it 
still is the viewpoint in the eyes of some devout religious believers. 

We all survive to learn of other dawns emanating from the reality of our 
neighbors, our fellowman, that is, if there is any dialogue or communication. 
Maybe why older people, eventually will loose all interest in any knowledge 
or conversation rendered unto them. It is totally human, to surrender to one's 
own needs and our own individual needs and our livelyhood. Peace. 


Theologians ¢ Il 


1 * William Wordsworth. 
2° H.G Wells. 

3 ¢ Oscar Wilde. 

4 « Shelley. 

5 ¢ Walt Whitman. 

6 ¢ Elisabeth Barrett Browning. 
7 ¢ Emily Dickinson. 

8 ¢ John Keats. 

9 ¢ John Donne. 

10 ¢ Edward Lear. 

11 ¢ William Butler Yeats. 
12 * William Burroughs. 


I do love poetry the refined art of comprised intel. A few lines that convey, 
feelings and sentiment. Today, we use SMS (Short Message Service) in order 
to communicate. Some might consider the art to be shallow in detail, but if 
the message makes sense to you, then you have understood the given codex. 
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The Sacred Heart Of Osiris. Osiris, the heartless watcher, might seek the 
thrills of a living heart as on the day where a Werewolf entered his abode. 
One Werewolf that had the courage to pass his threshold. He claimed vitory 
in the name of a Jehova goater. And then I might ask: Do you have the stom- 
ach for tones of the Serpent’s Royal courts? And the Werewolf will undoubt- 
ably answer: Yes! Then I will say unto you, that I will fuck your wife like the 
whore she always was and I will anal rape your bitch of a daughter. And then, 
your bitch of a wife will lick my shaft clean to so I can re-enter your whore of 
a daughter, once more. Make love, not war. Do love and fuck a whore. 

So is life. For some! Such is the dread upon certain women. So is the faith 
with most women. Because! Know this. ALL women are COCK CRAZED 
till oblivion of mind, untill they enters sexual madness and want all their 
orifices covered by males, till the cum drips of their heavenly gates. But also 
remember the element of reversed psychology. The well known psychology 
of Enterprise. Capitalism. If it is too easy to get sex, the commodity, looses 
it’s value. It becomes mainstream and all kindda looses their sexuality, till 
they get a scent of freshmeat. Human nature has always been that way, since 
some old Egyptian, caught the scent of Tutsy’s burned pussyhairs from ontop 
of Mount Saynee. Of course, being wellversed in female psychology like 
most, if not all males, then I can only arrive to this conclusion of dread: 

If you indeed, are a male heterosexual child, then you might as well declare 
yourself Homosexual (Gay) and get over it. Of course in the past the very 
word Gay described the feeling of being glad, being happy and coy, untill it 
got decoded. And then again having stated or said it, I pretty much, sounds 
like an oldtimer. Maybe, that is the cobweb of a mummy, that visits upon 
these here mortal bones? So must I become a pikesman of the wampires 
cloth? It is a trade, I am sure of it. So why not become a deathdealer? Excell 
in the arts of sexslaves. Become a Deathdealer Extraordinaire. You might not 
get laided for the remainder of your days, but it is something tee dee. Right! 
Much like the words from the Father unto the Son: First milk: age 45 and 
Last milk: age 76. Father like Son. That always rings a fucking bell. 
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And if I were to become a deathdealer producing the porno of the greater 
blendwerk, certain idiotic questions pop up? You cannot solve the softcore/ 
hardcore dilemma by simple editing? It is a dirty job, but someone needs to 
do it. Someone needs to say it. How is this for a divine Godly order: 
1)Deatheaters. 2)Chick Flick. 3)Big Guns. 4)Adam and Steve. 
5)Borderline Age. 6)Real Meaty (Orgy). 7)Fresh Meat. 8)Fuck Meat. 
9)Pro Fuck Meat. 10)Hot Ass Fuck. 11)S&M. 12)Honey Dragons. 
13)Horny Dragons. 14)Great Tits. 15)Skanky Bitch Sex. 
16)Rubberduck Sex. 17)Tanliners. 18)Shemales. 

Think all constellations are covered? 

But I still havent seen a mass orgy preformed within a bungy jump! 

Secure lines? 
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70. Omega Atlantis 


Atlantis. ATLANTIS 6 PROTOCOL: 

1) AIR - Speech (vibration) - The gift of Thought. 

2) WATER - Psyche (mentalism) - The gift of Vision. 

3) FIRE - Sex (gender) - The gift of Taste. 

4) SPIRIT - Art (creationism) - The gift of Scent. 

5) SOUL - Music (rythm) - The gift of Hearing. 

6) MATTER - Scripture (correspondence) - The gift of Touch. 


So if life in this realm, bestow upon us, from the creators. 
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Tic Tac Toe Alpha 45 
The Smelly Feet Alphabet 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will begin to smell like roses 
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The 16 Portals Of The Gates. Can anyone claim a rule on Earth rendered and 
deemed dead 2012 years ago? Followed by the Mayan quake. Can you claim 
such a rule by mortal disciples? That of flesh? Much like the path of 

Christo that stepped unto the element of water, only to witness the sight of 
two abandoned flip-flops floating in the sea of Crete. Do claim such 

disciples of disciplins, so my soul can rest in tranquility. 

Disciples of disciplins of mortals answering unto these names: 

1) Air - True Neutral 2) Water - Neutral Good. 3) Fire - Chaotic Good. 

4) Spirit - Chaotic Neutral. 5) Soul - Chaotic Evil. 6) Matter - Lawful Evil. 
The tomb-guards are: Skeletor. Serpa. Athilos. Pagas. Rhetus. Enuk. 

Can any mortal man, call unto the reign of such disciples? Can any mortal 
man or woman dictate to sexually flock the flesh of mortals, to still their sex 
hunger. So they may explore their own sexuality? Such a hunger is real. 

And a battle of an ill tempered ruler is upon us, at every sunup of each day. 
Fighting God is everyday business. 

As goes for disciples, then surely any artist, will know of the ten diciples of 
colours. The Red disciple answering unto the name Red. The Orange disciple 
answering unto the name Orange. The Yellow disciple answering unto the 
name Yellow. The Green disciple answering unto the name Green. 

The Blue disciple answering unto the name Blue. The Purple disciple 
answering unto the name Purple. The Umber disciple answering unto the 
name Umber. The Ebony disciple answering unto the name Ebony. 

The Ash disciple answering unto the name Ash. The Ivory disciple answering 
unto the name Ivory. The ten KING primaries. So is it for those individuals 
that dwell in a colourful life. 

Yet, must we all rage war in the name of a rainbow, that only will reveal the 
primary colour of Red? If you can kill in the name of God, then surely, you 
can also kill in the name of a rainbow. So which element holds the greater 
beauty, I simply ask of you? Maybe the tresured discipline in this case, would 
be to curse all women in the name of God, and then throw rocks unto the 
rainbow, thereby learning gravity, when the rock falls back down on your 
head to open up a wound, that bleeds your own blood, unto your esteemed 
grandchildren. I trust life, is such, for certain individuals. 
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72. Demonology 


Demonology Catch 22. Demonology. Hunting souls within ignorances bliss is 
bless for some. Know this. The elements of wisps are real. Proven by sattelite 
technology. The Holy Ghost is real. The Holy Spirit. Virgin births are real. 
Ergo, the virginity of mere thought becomes the smitten element of plague 
upon the mindsets of those fallen Angels, in the know of things. But as ALL 
Luciferian scientists know, it still requires a humanoid organism, a body, to 
manifest in the flesh. The flesh of the fornicate. Therefore, this conflict will 
never end. Because the very end is to begin anew. The curse. It is consider a 
hex and a curse for those individuals steeped in the spiritual lore of life. The 
Dragon’s lore. It is a catch 22 of order that never can hold any order, because 
the dead erects life. And with such knowledge comes the dawning upon our 
dwellings. The only refuge of the damned, the only sanctuary, is within the 
twilight, that shelters rebels, angels and demons, alike. A home. So is life. 
Cursed, but sheltered. For now. 

At first, I got a spooked, as the account from the ancient orbiter assigned to 
the Ouroboros, sent some intel that reported the rumour that the Dark Lord 
Seth, had met his end under the rule of Satan. The end of a wellknown and 
old organism, considered to be in the range of 8000 years old. The Serpent’s 
seed of the Ouroboros. It was an account of the luminary clone Adamas, that 
begat Seth, in order to rule all of his daughters, the daughters of lowlife. 

It was said that the ageold organism got removed and was estimated to be 
8000 years old. Given such age and a reign of rule, who really count the age 
of organisms, yet alone ask a woman of her age? She lies anyway. 

But ten till twenty years have passed, since the great solar erruption in the 
year 2003 AD (Gregorian Age). But in hindsight, my best guess is that Seth, 
made it through the stasis in the Ka and made it into reentry. Due to the fact, 
that I am still alive, for now. Yet, Timelord upon Timelord, will instruct us 
and tell us, that time will mend and heal all wounds. Ironically, since time 

is a manmade fabric, enslaving our minds into a rendered clockwork. Yet, I 
do known that some scars never dissappear on it’s own. That is unless you 
have taken over another body. But it will undoubtably change the saying 

of an amen, in seeking a name. The doctrines of names rendered unto flesh 
and soul, alike. For what purpose? To take orders, I guess. Best guess ever. 
Indoctrination of the Psyche. Some will refer to it as mental programming, 
but certain of the old Satanists, still think that they can conjure disease in our 
bodies by thought and psyche, NOT TRUE. 
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But there do exist elements out there, they do exist, those that endures fight 
and hardship to transcend the ills of mortality and they look down upon those 
of us, that still treasure the old lore. It is an ancient claim to some and to 
others, a sworn fact, from the sigil’s of the King Solomon. Solomon the King 
and his 72 immortal beings. Like the fact of the 72 luminaries that still walk 
among us. The true immortals of the wampires breed. Vampires Hominus. 

In the olden days, people would refer to them as demons. But 72 luminaries 
are there, there still is and there always will be. A sworn religion for some, a 
fact bestowed upon others. The 72 luminary Demons of Old King Solomon. 
The 72 Kings and Queens of Solomon: 

1) Baal. 2) Acares. 3) Caleb. 4) Luassago. 5) Marbas. 6) Damon. 

7) Marcabus. 8) Zedar. 9) Astaroth. 10) Zagan. 11)Nosferatus. 12) Amon. 
13) Marax. 14) Bariel. 15) Foras. 16) Balam. 17) Bael. 18) Onas. 19) Dagon. 
20) Ariel. 21) Cassiel. 22) Taumaurd. 23) Caym. 24) Deumus. 25) Eurynome. 
26) Flagar. 27) Gomory. 28) Behemoth. 29) Abraxas. 30) Alocer. 31) Azazel. 
32) Ja-Bree-El. 33) Eblis. 34) Blesstar. 35) Tharsis. 36) Adonay. 37) Abac. 
38) Methusalem. 39) Nephilimus. 40) Anubis. 41) Lazarus. 42) Mayas. 

43) Jacobite. 44) Xenorax. 45) Morphet. 46) Katharsos. 47) Torsooth. 

48) El Shaddei. 49) Chillas. 50) Rothax. 51) Rhetus. 52) Athilos. 53) Berat. 
54) Serpa. 55)Enuk. 56) Horac. 57) Pagas. 58) Skeletor. 59) Catarch. 

60) Goetia. 61) Medusa. 62) Demerzel. 63) Caeli/Kali. 64) Yahweh. 

65) Athoth. 66) Gaia. 67) Archir. 68) Yallah. 69) Sabaoth. 70) Sheba. 

71) Thainé. 72) Sassur. 

Many demonic names derives from the Ancients. So words and names will 
always be debated and weighed in the scalepan of a Dragon. Who really 
knows what’s up next? We might get lost in a new contructed alphabet and 
language, called Dagon? But such thought led me to the hebrew wording of 
the 72 immortals, and it kept me thinking, what would it look like in a more 
modernday English? It gave rise to a codex of Miale, a modernday Hebrew. 
So “Aleph Kaf Aleph” becometh “All Call All”. Given such rewrite then the 
above demonic traits could look like the following list: 
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1) Baal. (Way Hey Way) 
2) Acares. (Out Lame Out) ®& 
3) Caleb. (Same Out Tit) e 


4) Luassago. (Aint Lame Mom) 
5) Marbas. (Mom Hey Shit) 

6) Damon. (Lame Lame Hey) e 
7) Marcabus. (All Call All) 

8) Zedar. (Call Hey There) 

9) Astaroth. (Hey Say Out) 

10) Zagan. (All Lame Lame) 

11) Nosferatus. (LAME ALL WAY) 


12) Amon. (Hey Hey Aint) . 

13) Marax. (Out Say Lame) 

14) Bariel. (Mom Bat Hey) 

15) Foras. (Hey Rest Out) 7 
16) Balam. (Hey Call Mom) T 


17) Bael. (Lame All Way) 

18) Onas. (Call Lame Out) 

19) Dagon. (Lame Way Way) 
20) Ariel. (Pay Hey Lame) 

21) Cassiel. (No Lame Call) 
22) Taumaurd. (Out Out Out) 
23) Caym. (Mom Lame Hey) 
24) Deumus. (Cheat Hey Way) 
25) Eurynome. (No There Hey) 
26) Flagar. (Hey All All) 

27) Gomory. (Out Rest There) 
28) Behemoth. (Shit All Hey) 
29) Abraxas. (Rest Out Out) 
30) Alocer. (All Way Mom) 

31) Azazel. (Lame Call Bat) 
32) Ja-Bree-El. (Way Shit Rest) 
33) Eblis. (Out Cheat Way) 

34) Blesstar. (Lame Hey Cheat) 
35) Tharsis. (Call Way Call) 
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36) Adonay. (Mom No Lame) 
37) Abac. (All No Out) & 
38) Methusalem. (Cheat Aint Mom) @ 


39) Nephilimus. (Rest Hey Aint) 

40) Anubis. (Out Out Say) 

41) Lazarus. (Hey Hey Hey) ® e 
42) Mayas. (Mom Out Call) 
43) Jacobite. (Way Way Lame) 
44) Xenorax. (Out Lame Hey) 
45) Morphet. (Tell All Lame) 
46) Katharsos. (Aint Rest Out) 
47) Torsooth. (Aint Shit Lame) 
48) El Shaddei. (Mom Out Hey) 
49) Chillas. (Hey I Quit) 

50) Rothax. (Way Hey Way) 

51) Rhetus. (Lame No Out) ai 
52) Athilos. (Hey Cheat Shit) 

53) Berat. (Aint Mom Mom) 

54) Serpa. (No No All) 

55) Enuk. (No Out Talk) 

56) Horac. (Mom Bat Hey) 

57) Pagas. (Pay Way Out) 

58) Skeletor. (No Mom Mam) 

59) Catarch. (Out Out Lame) 

60) Goetia. (Hey Rest Cheat) 

61) Medusa. (Mom Got Rest) 

62) Demerzel. (Way Mom Bat) 

63) Caeli/Kali. (Out Hey Hey) 

64) Yahweh. (Aint No Way) 

65) Athoth. (Mom Cheat Out) 

66) Gaia. (Lame Mom Bat) 

67) Archir. (Mom No Call) 

68) Yallah. (All Out Aint) 

69) Sabaoth. (Cheat Bat Way) 

70) Sheba. (Rest All Hey) 

71) Thainé. (Out Bat Mom) 
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72) Sassur. (Mom Way Mom) 


Of course the circle is opened, as usual, I might add. Allowed one error, I 
trust. Well it is all about the astralproject from the kethers. We are all born 
that Way? Serpent is the only worship that I will indulce myself in. The inner 
kingdom and not some earthly realm of possession. 

Universe or universes...?....I choose to go pural. 


6+10+15+16+23+26+30+42+72 = 240. 240/6. 

(6-16-7)(10-3 1-4)(16-47-2)(23-70-7)(26-96-6) 
(30-126-9)(42-168-6)(72-240-6) 

With such odds, I will choose NOT to gamble. And yet, if the horse comes in, 
the horses come in. And with it a fine malt whiskey. 

The Ouroboros is linked into Mother and convey the following numerics into 
the hull and mainframe: 

1°A.2°B.3°C.4°D. 5*E. 6°F. 

7*#G, 8°. 9+] 1 J.2*K, 3° 

4e¢M.5°N.6°0. 7*P8*Q.9°eR. 

leS.2°*T.3°U.4*V.5*°W.6*X, 

7° Y.8«Z. [Linear Compose]. 

CODEX NUMERALS: 

[9.299 .26.495][3 13538.69292][453269][7994][111.666.333][49171238] 
[69715914 ][21.55297][94552927][ 175395 1][65.453269][333.666.444] 
[251365][739782.56][66.49171238][69715914][777.666.222][3133] 
[53459193 1][33519.3133][554.3952][12.453269][888.666.555] 

[554.4645 ][632][4.23.4637][89.655.678.32.4.1.23][977.1495 11 ][564] 


A yet, we might all find ourselves, lost in numbers of codex and code, alike. 
Yet, we still sit underneath out crowns and constantly wonder of the sassy sex 
vibrations in our solitude reality. Sure, she promises you women, thousands 
and thousands upon women and thought up sex. And most men, all get horny. 
But trust me! Many things can be sold, once honoured, but one gaze upon my 
body, I can guarantee that all women will turn into long-life Vegetarians. 
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A Necromancer’s Black Magic. Is the necromancy of brothels an antiquated 
lore or will I live to see another Sun-up? And hence the word black turned 
into blvck. Much like that ancient orbiter that ended the cold war. No one 
truely knows where is stems from. No one of this Earth know of it’s true 
origin? Let’s not fool ourselves. The West don’t know. The East don’t know. 
But an qualified guess, although it might be out there, would be that we, the 
human race, launced it into orbit in ancient past. Maybe we were far ad- 
vanced within the sciences and launched it into orbit and someone “forgot” 
about it? To put it in laymen’s terms. Yet, still a dawnting question arises, 
when it comes to the element of Evolution. Is the element in question a mere 
mech A.I, which means that there is no bio-sphere onboard the vessel? If so! 
Evolution is truely dead. On the other hand, if there is a bio-sphere onboard 
the crafts, it might hold the salvation of the humanoid races. The humanoids. 
Then again, lost in a mind of pure guesswork. Is it just an element of thought 
and an idea that gave rise to the lore of the brothelkeeps necromancy. To raise 
the dead from the graves of ancients? History tells of seven dead realms. 
Seven spirits of seven dead realms that served a dead white Luciferian light. 
Ignorances bliss. Which only can conclude that Christ was the first individual 
to leave this Earth. Curseth Mother Earth. Spot the Seth in the curse. 

What ever force that hangs above us, it is cloaked, one way or the other. In 
regards to the five nukes hitting Jupiter, in the year 1994 AD, then can we 
even tell if it is an artificial construct? CGI? And if nature, here on earth is 

a mere construct, administrated from Dreamtime, then you start to question 
and wonder about the nature of asteroids, are the nukes hidden by a invisible 
cloaking device, projected and portraited as stones? I do know that it sounds, 
a tad out there, asteroids usually are. Yet, paranoia, to say the least, but I am 
kinda born that way. And if the entire solar system, once consisted of, at least, 
nine worlds, but got exterminated one by one? Makes you think about the 
tales of Noah and his ark. Ancient accounts tell of such a great flood, by the 
evidence is scarce, and only linked to theory. If it turns out that the elementar 
(in lack of a better word), meaning the elements that rule us, flushed each 
planet, given a certain biomass, then what? They in all likelyhood flushed one 
system after the other, to move around to colonize after nature has rebounded 
on extincted planets. Far fetched? But mankind have been overly simulated 
and some of us begin to question the very element of nature, is it even real? 
A great flood? Could it happen again, who really knows? 


73. Black Magic 


But it sure as shit raises the very question of overpopulated worlds. I mean 

if there isn’t a build-in failsafe, from point of origin. If there isn’t an natural 
equilibrium in nature, from point of origin. Then what is the point of an order 
towards mass-civilisation, if we dont include nature designs into cities? 

It has been done, to some extend, but the efforts have been scarce. 

Have we as a race ever tried to loose the reigns, and let it all evolve by itself? 
I know that to some individuals it will sound very dangerous. But the reason 
why we haven’t tried to test the eqilibrium theory of this creation, is because 
the world is truely that BIG. But sattelite surveilance, could be used for future 
terraforming, and I trust, given such viewpoint, not for war. Of course, the 
element of a dead world, must be taken into consideration. If we already have 
arrived at the gates? 


The Trinity of the great pyramid of Kheops, is what we observe from the 
ground level, point of Gravity. 
The Trinity lore of the Ancients can basically be summed up into three stages: 


Ist Element is the opening ritual. 
2nd Element is the great rite. 
3rd Element is the closing ritual. 


The Nine Black Rites Of Wiccan Celestrials 


Wiccan's Moon 
Five black cats silently sliding past seven horned toads are the burning of 
twelve black candles, that gets broken by eight turns of a Moon. 
The athame mark is the sign of the wise wound. The illusive mastery of the 
flesh. Divination is always naked in all rites. 
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Fasting 
All cauldrons rule your daily life. Meal by meal. Which by which. Witch by 
witch. Will the nature of the Witch ever change? Ask your wife. 


Requiem 
When the dead are resting, their heads lay on the pillow, while their inner 
souls astraltravel into the inner depths, to unlock and fulfil their true nature. 
A Sleeper's coffin is the oldest refuge for all resting souls, 
tied down in mortal flesh. 


The Ancestors Erected Altars 


The very soul migration from our Ancestors are believed to be real by many 
people. But know, that there exists no greater Ancestor than our orbiting 
Moon. The morning-star. The petrified tear from the Medusa, that endlessly 
strikes headstones and gravemarkers into the depths of Earth, without mercy. 


Rebirth Of An Oak King 


To resurrect wood will only start fires, anew. Cures will follow. Curses will 
follow. Charms will follow. 


The Curled Wand Of Osiris 


The wand of the sacred is hidden. Osiris, the heartless is hibernating in the 
book of shadows, only awaiting the pit of old Sethian lore. A necromancer 
will try and raise that which already is dead. 


Equinox Mystery 


Curled is the Ouroboros snake. The world's serpent. A serpent's spine that is 
stretched between the two annual solstices. A crooked count that keeps on 


cheating Death. 
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Death Of A Sun God 


A God of fire consumed by fire. Such are the sacrileges upon witches. 
Female witches and male witches, alike. 


Legend of Goddess 


Gaia, goddess of life is the inner spawn that birth the flesh of Lazarus, but she 
eagerly awaits the inner eruption of fire tongues by serpents to raise her spirit. 


Wiccan Ethics 


1) Harm none and do thy will. 
2) Stay joyous in Creed. 
3) Worship nature and Gaia. 
4) Thrive with complexity. 
5) Rely on intuition. 
6) Respect the mind-hive in a Coven. 
7) Dread the Lord of Death and Resurrection. 
8) Worship the Moon at thy feet. 


Mute is an Ouroboros, swallowing the madness, in a mad world. 
The silent nature of a false nature. HOLY. 
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& 1: SHEBA 
2: [AIA 
3: AEMEPZEA 
4: ABAX 
5: MATA 
6: AMON 
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The 7 Dead Elo-Jinns And The Black Eden. The seven dead realms of the 
Elo-Jinns. The dead white light of the intellect seeking the heat of the 
fornicated flesh. Fornication is all they seek. Yet, time is the illusive veil, 
enslaving us all in this dead world. This world fell long ago. Mother Earth, 

a great babylonian whore known unto others as (T.E.R.R.A) is the weirdest 
blendwerk of madness upon all minds, sadly, the trust of a lovechild that 
holds the propulsion of the eternal. Sex. Eden is the construct by a mirrorhall 
of madness. Once you awake under your very own crown (Kether), you feel 
horny as hell, but when you loose your crown, then you enter the dull world 
of the flat iron, changing car tyres for a biblical eternity. You desire to fuck. 
You seek to fornicate all, but the Anubis dogs only seek the milk to suffer the 
milk of women. So is it with the fornicator within us all. All seek the love of 
a woman, but few will suffer the milk and the sexual torture by women in this 
dead world. The pro fuck meat is a known lifestyle by some few trusted 
individuals. Heaven for some yet a hellhole to others. It is the madness of 

a woman’s body that keeps setting this world on fire. Maybe the lesson of 
lessons is, that you cannot dictate a woman’s love. And have you suffered her 
full and if she will not answer to needs, the desperation sets in and a male 
will flock the arse of a woman till the buttocks run red, because the 
fornicator will subdue her sex to suffer a milk All is fair in the love war of a 
horny milkmaidens tight pump.Eventually we all became too lazy for the tap- 
water of Christ. Bet on Black Eden as the darkness holds the light. True, I am 
the Son of a whore and with it the minions of lost sheep. Which brings me to 
the seven seals. I was, as stated, hired to track down seven seals. I know one 
has been broken. As goes for the events three days ago, I trust, that I might 
be a hollowman. A preemptive zone of some "God", so he can escape to this 
body to dwell in God's peace. He always swells in hatred, when he gets told 
off by a satanist. He needs to do so, so he can appear to be carm. I am the one 
on the utter hand has to suffer the conversations. So I guess "God" just waits 
till you have turned your back on him, and then he strickes. Another one 
offted. So I often gets awakened in the night by a heavy banging on my front 
door? You stumble to your feet and answers the door and there is nobody 
around. We have all heard the stories from our elders. Sound of keys entering 
the locks, doors opening, cigarette smoke that lingers in the air, you wake up, 
to investigate and there is nobody around. All empaths know of this. 
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We all end up experiencing the DEMONICA sooner or later. 

As goes for "God's peace" of hollowmen, I trust it doesn't exist for those that 
butcher in God's name. The hollowman is peaceful, a skinwalker that just 
awaits his expire date. I wonder if it for my part will be the year 2049, which 
are the last four ciffers in my security number? A Godly order, right? So we 
all just hang around and await to die, to expire our bodies. So if "God" kills 
after every argument, I trust it explains the term "closed argument". I am the 
one that has to suffer the Ghost of him. Is it mere guesswork? But do ask 
yourself: God's peace does it even exist, I highly doubt it? 

Still makes you wonder about the seven seals? The knocking on the door that 
manifests, it sounded to be an actual physical motion upon the frontdoor. 

I know that my frontdoor is totally clean of any marks. It is clean visually. 

So are the seven seals invisible signs? If so how are they rendered unto the 
door? But, please stop using them, so we all can get a good night's rest. Sleep. 
I always hate when the dead wakes me up in the middle of the night. It might 
sound mad, but it truely isn't. All that experience such mysteries, know that 
they are true. YOU ARE NOT MAD. As goes for the vibrate hell of 
yesterday, then it truely sounded like a daughter that got raped by her own 
father. I trust it must have been a Jehova goater that sexually insulted and the 
girl thereafter got rendered a white magic touch of a mindwipe. But know 
that the poor woman will awake 20 or 30 years later with a tightarse and 

ask for a bottle of redwine and a box of kleenex, as the memory of the very 
assult will unlock from a mindblock, and flood her mind. She will end up as 
a reborn Christian and end up an alcoholic, just like ALL the rest of us. So I 
wonder, is it the trades that was followed by a satanist telling God: To fuck 
off? Which makes me wonder about the dead element, that knocked on my 
door? Which Ghost was it that got off'ed? Satan's or God's ghost? 

Most such sessions often get followed by what I call a voicetower erupt. 

But know that there is a difference between a voicetower erupt and a voice 
diode. There is a difference of depth to the vibrations. But I guess that they 
use the voicetowers to spot a diode. So I you hear the word God from a 
voicetower, then learn to keep silent and never speak, they use it to track 
intelligence and to track individuals that have become selfaware. They will 
most likely call you mentally ill and try to remove your memory by medicins. 
Human conscience is that hard, it never ever happens. The mindwipe. 
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The voicetower? 

I wouldn't be surprised if the voicetowers erupted in old Nazi Germany and 
sent the entire world into madness. Remember the motto: "Gott mit uns!". 
Despite the fact that Nietsche declared God dead in the begining of 

the Century. The Nazi's turned the books of the occult and yet they never 
won the war, but it brought socialism into all corners of the Earth. 

The Nazi's that refused to die. Ever since it has resulted in scientific 
demonology that has demanded human right for each individual. 

So given the notion, then I just want to shut my door, drink my whiskey 
smoke my cigarettes and await my expire date. But if it details that I have to 
loose my crown of mentalism, so that I see red, because the animal is free 
and unlocked within me, then I would pass. [ALWAYS HATED IT. We never 
really know what happens, other than the fact, that we all in the end, will end 
up alcoholic Satanists. Everybody have tried to find a way out of this hell- 
hole, one way or the other. It never happen for the forsaken, the fallen. 

So we all end up Satanists, hoping that some Alien race, finally at the end, 
will terminate Mother Earth and her very existence. LIFE IS THAT FAUL. 
So I urge you to play an utter clown, when addrssing such issues, like last 
night, when I was deployed somewhere into Germany, on dreamtime. 

All the fallen ones can do is to throw a bit of humor around, at least all the 
pornstars will die smilling, because in the end we are all fucked. 

Over and out. Fireworks of Germany. But it truely makes you wonder about 
the voicetowers? Has the giant Holy Ghosts, any matter assigned to them? 
As meaning Ghosts? So to fight the vibrations you need a strong spine. 
Which means we all insult children. Grow them into hardness. Given such 
hardness, they might actually survive the folly of any Gods rendered. 

As goes for the voicetowers, it is often used for subliminal messaging. 
Sometimes during your daily meditation you often hear the subliminal 
messages from the voicetowers. But know that you are NOT mad. Always 
respect your body and do not cut off your ears like poor old Vincent Van 
Gogh. I will advise you to buy some earplugs so you may learn that the 
vibration indeed are external vibrations and NOT mental illness. Welcome to 
hell. Many people also play music to drown out the low frequencies. Know 
that all subliminal messaging are conducted at a very low frequency. It is 
pretty much like a LP(record) stuck in the same circle, producing repetition. 
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When you meditate you can hear and recognize the subliminal messages by 
the repetition. It is very low frequency, you can bearly hear it. Much like 
yesterday's meditation preformed in my current location, Denmark. 

The session started of by "Han er lavet af Gud!", then the sentence changed 
into the lines:"Hvad Gud har gjort!". To alert a neighbor you might turn the 
line around and say out loud: " Agurk, Agork!". Then advise neighbors to use 
earplugs or go to bed and try to sleep. So are towers a psychical construct 
and do we need them? We do have adds and advertising? But it requires too 
much paper. I trust many people would rather live in Iran or move to a remote 
mountain in Nepal. If the towers are biological, then surely, we will always 
be haunted by demonic forces. Amidst the vibrational reality surrounding 
our shrines, our tombs, our homes, Our flats in some rundown neighborhood, 
we sometimes sit down and ponder upon, religious madness. I am begining 
to wonder about the element of Highsongs from the Ancient lores. Is it just 

a dead vibrational reality in our minds, upon our crowns? Were the songs of 
Solomon, the true moan of the Sheba? Her wishing to be Queen, but only to 
awake in her Ka, to realize that she already was of the dead? But do we not 
all want to ask Sheba or Bastet, the famed Cat Lady, if she ever got laid? She 
problably did! Got layed in the Ka, the Sarcophagus. I do however, know that 
I came to get laid. And so my jerking sessions will continue, for as long as 

I can uphold an sexual appetite. Because, as most of us know, it will never 
ever happen. Maybe my next book will be entitled "My life spend as a Pez 
dispenser!". A moron produced by a self-proclaimed "God" stuck in some 
Earth realm, produced as a Skinwalker, a skindead half-life, that functions as 
a sperm and shit container, that luckily gets gutted from time to time, so that 
"He", himself can find an inner balance and find "God's peace". The element 
will disapear given time, Of that I am sure. God's peace will disappear. We 
might all awake without the very element of Human thought. We all know 
that there has been two worldwars, in accounted history. I do however know 
that the loss of our collective mind-hive, might erupt a third war. Worldwar 
III. But I hope that the airborn engine of the Skynet/Internet, will keep the 
damage to a minimum. Fact is that most males mastubate to the old airborn 
necromancy older than Baal. The angry men, shaking in anger, inventing the 
term Parkinson's disease. We all just await a coffin, getting buried in the Earth 
realm, to get eaten by worms. Not much faith in such ventures. Truely sad. 
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Modern Hebrew 27 
The Rabbi 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


yod teth cheth zayin vav 
© 
e 
he daleth 
ayin samekh 
lamed 


If you feel offened Yoda, 

then please forgive me. 

Too much water under the bridge, 
now I need a Whiskey or two. 


resh qof tsadeh tsadeha 


“Tree of Oshra”’ 
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Time is an illusion. Tic Toc, Time disruption is of neutrality, passive. 

Time distortion is of manipulation, active. Proving that passive time is the 
biggest killer of all. Much like all the male badasses, that suffer in the third 
eye. True story. We all know, that we will have some good days and some 
bad days. Therefore sound advise would be to enjoy life. But I want to return 
to one of my unsolved mysteries. And mark my word, this is a true account 
of events. I went through a period with heavy alcohol comsumption, heavy 
alcohol abuse. Sometimes the element of time were wavery to say the least. 
Sometimes I awoke in my bed in my bedroom, other times I awoke on the 
couch in my livingroom. But know that, within my Darknest, I have made 
marks on the doorposts, marks of height. My own height highlighted as being 
the height of 171 centimeters. Note that the marks are made by a pen and not 
by the lambs blood of Moses. Also note that the marks are not in reference to 
my personal penis length. But doormarks, nonetheless. Then one night after 
having consumed a bottle of whiskey, I remembered that I went to my bed, 
but to my surprise I awoke on the couch? I was immediately struck by awe 
of mystery and rose to my feet. I felt very small? I went to the doormarker to 
measure my height. 163 centimeters. I couldn’t believe it? I had to pinch my 
arm. So I did, didn’t feel the usual amount of pain. I couldn’t believe my own 
eyes. I even made a mark on the wall next to the doorpost. 163 centimeters. 
The mystery is this, I awoke once more, after sleep, in the height of my 171 
centimeters. I, then looked upon the wall, and the mark of 163 centimeters 
was till there? It still is. Mysteries of mystery. So help me, Cod. 

So when we dawn in such realisations we immediately question time. 

And if the crime is time, itself? Because we all know that every thing under 
the heavens are regulatory. Many mysteries have I had in a short timespand, 
50 Earth years. May I ask you: Have you ever experienced an erection that 
lasted for 3 years? But having the dwarf cocktail model of penises, I dont 
think the women hardly noticed it. I must be “blessed”? Brother. 

Yet, later on in life you discover that the very element of Dragons, are the 
creatures that erects you from within, the internal affairs of women and 
fornications. Maybe why many men with the cocktail model, ends up saying: 
I still have Dragons in my presence? But she must be one major league, lazy 
Dragon. And if the afterparty shows that she also is one major league scum- 
bag, then I am not sure? Is she having time issues or is it just me? 
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And Saint Peter thought unto himself,’ Why is the zest of life transending to 
my feet!”, as he hanged upside down. Seeing a pear tree. Pear tree? 
Whichever love knot it might be, upside down or sideways, be it a scottish 
love knot or greek love knot, then we can safely state that we all end up in 
the knitting gear of a fiery fire bone dragon, that gladly will take out her glass 
eye and stick it up her arse and show it to Han Solo, saying,’Here is looking 
at you, kid!” Han Solo, then both crying and barfing, in the fur of the mighty 
Chewbacca, yet hoping for the barf balls to be chewy. But whatever creed or 
breed or blood, it seems to me, that such sworn actions of the Danish Homo 
Troglodytam, is way too cruel for school. The Danish doctrine of: 

*Tf all else, fails ... Fuck and eat!”. So we all ask: For how long has this 
nation been dead? Hamlet must have been right all along. To eat or not to eat. 
Further more, you cannot fuck your English teacher in the classroom nor your 
own sexy female Boss at your work during lunchbreak, nor the Art teacher, 
but have to await ten year to see her down on her knees in a rundown brothel 
blowing your dick, as the last knight that entered, while you feel her pointy 
finger up your arse? ’Thank you! But thank you, No! Madam”. 

I have had time issues, I still have such time issues. But then it suddenly 
dawned, haven’t we all got such issues of time assigned to our mortal flesh. 

I trust most people used to wheel power, always wanted to rule the world at 
large, always wanted to control the element of mass psychology. 

But I have full faith in the fact, that we all can agree to certain truths by mass. 
Like the fact that wholegrain spaghetti takes like SHIT. Much like the fact 
that when you read old scripture from the year 1661, certain alarming issues 
pop up. The scripture in question is an old publication from the very year 
1661 AD. Anno Domino (in the year of your Lord). It is entitled: 

Anti Baal-Berith, or the binding of the covenant and all the covenants 

to their good behaviours by a just vindication of Dr. Gaudent's analysis. 
Publication date 1661 AD. 

Most literature of the time is printed and published in Goth letterings. 

It always takes an endless time to decode the old gothic letterings. But then 

a notion hit me. Most literature with goth letterings contains a differential of 
two letters, the goth letter "f" and the goth letter "s". Why? 

Most people that have studied the works of Shakespeare, know that is is the 
trademark upon his works. The differential between letter s and letter f. 
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Of course, I was duely forewarned, to bring about such issues, due to the fact, 
that I also was informed that the future always have been around. I was told 
that the human race have been locked in simulation for thousands of years. 
Too many years to count. Which in return brought about some further notions 
of mysteries. Notions that most of you will find far fetched. 

If my memory serves me right, I believe that the author H.G Wells, was one 
of the first writers to introduce the terminology "The ghost in the maschine". 
So it kept me guessing. Does the ghost in the very maschine have a name 
assigned unto it? And would that name, by any chance, be Faust or Seth? 
Like the underlining in scriptures of Shakespeare, containing the differentials 
of two letters. Binary code. Differentials of the letter F and the letter S. 

But if we see it in a different light, like the notion, that the future always have 
been around, then we start to see the spirit of any given time. 

If you study the texts of the book, in question, you can only conclude that the 
author was way ahead of his time. Keep in mind that this book is supposedly 
a scripture originating from the year 1661 AD. 

Maybe the truth (if such exists?) is way more dangerous. The author sitting at 
his laptop (computer) in the year 1661AD (in the year of your Lord). 

The given author cursing at all the typo mistakes that keep popping up on his 
computer screen. Given such intel, then the binary code of William 
Shakespeare, would turn him into the world's first hacker. So if we all, those 
accounted for, can agree to disagree. then can we, at least, not agree to the 
fact that wholegrain products tastes like SHIT. Can we not agree that typo's 
are a part of life. Can we not agree to ban Goth letterings for informative use. 
So help me, Cod. 

William Shakespeare, was the boy with binary code. God rest his soul. 

So is any author just rendered any given name, be it the name of William 
Shakespeare or the name of Francis Bacon. 

Then, they both hence fort are to be known as hackers. 

So maybe that is the truth to the binary code, that has emanated from this 
realm, mother Earth. Locked in space, the incarnate vibrate hell of incarnates 
that only can spot the differentials in a distress call: Sincerely Fucked. 

An echo of ghosts. Very frightening, to say the least. 

And if it turns out that the very echo of ghosts, are constructed by a seer, that 
proclaimed himself as an allpowerful God, in ancient past, so he satanically, 
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could flock all his servants to play dead and suffer, then we all will choose to 
suffer. So the "God", distorts time, while his servants play dead, in order for 
him to render sexual services unto the wealthy to become rich, then know, 
that I gave up on that concept a long time ago. We took a divine HOLY 
Trinity construct and turned it into an unholy concept of capitalism, not 
meaning, that I despise capitalism and enterprise. Because in the end of the 
day it is the only thing that will work. All I can say: I surrender and have you 
no shame? We all end up in the full circle, with flat irons, changing cartyres 
for a biblical eternity, to dawn into the curse that we all are immortals. 

ALL immortals that suffer the ring. Some plonker turning our wheels of 
youth and age, to drain our inner souls for propulsion. Many will seek expire 
date. Many will seek death. The world is mad, the world has always been 
mad and the world will always be mad. 

Earrach is the very spring filled with Mystique's mist that travels the new 
dew drop upon her virgin leaf. Know that, her virginity will leave sooner or 
later, she then, becometh the predator. 

Samhradh is the very summer rain that fills our ponds to quell the tirst for 
our fires. Fires erupts to be put out, in the heat of her sexual need. 

Foghar is the autumn filled with fog. Fog rolling into the moist meadows. 
The fog that will blind your vision and compass. But outfoxed is the foggy 
meadow, by any soul that holds no fear. 

Geamhrad is the snow of winter, engulfed in the wastelands of tomorrow. 
Winter hearts of Osiris seeking the heat of a dram. A well-earned Whiskey. 
To thaw the ice roots in a lost heart. We all seek such mercy in a world that 
holds none. 


And so Winter becomes Winter-fall, that leads us into a New-spring. that 
takes us to Spring, then unto Fall-spring. And so New-summer becomes 
Summer that leads us into Late-summer, then unto Spring-fall. 

And so Autumn becomes Late-fall, that leads us unto New-winter. 

And so Winter meets Winter, endlessly, in a circle rendered by seasons of 
one year. But know that any season can and will house a fox. All will gladly 
shelter a fox. That is a season of a mind in blossom. 

Amen. 


Tree Of Oshra 


The Entish tree of life, rewritten. I trust all God’s children can count till ten, 
but will they ever discover the joy of the number eleven? 


Kaf Teth 
(Crown & Trust) 


Beth Nuna 
(Mind & Knowing) 


Cheth Mem 
(Wisdom & Doubt) 


Daleth 
(Self & Knowing Ego) 


Gimel Resh 
(Heart & Sense) 


Cheth Resh 
(Mercy & Pity) 


Tau He Resh 
(Beauty & Strength) 


He Yod 
(Body & Pod) 


Nun Samekh 
(Soul & Insight) 


Yod Samekh 
(Origin & Roots) 


Memo Khaf 
(Realm & Base) 


I reason you, what is reason? 
Above as below as the Kether unto the Malkuth? 
As Kaf Teth unto Memo Khaf? 

Always account for individual soul, learn to accept the answer: No. 
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The soft-breathing of a thousand worlds alternated an old Ox named Aleph. 
The Ox had withered by hard work and He sought a house to be served by 
Beth. His heart grew larger and harder as He never had found his house in 
any Earthly realm. He therefore found himself lost like a wild Camel in the 
ancient realms and deserts of Gimel. The Ox had remove all the grass from 
the flatlands and He had turned every stone to find a door, a way out of the 
Earth existence struck by gravity. He so wished that He could enter the realm 
of Daleth. His breathing was now rough and his heart grew larger still. 
Although as hard as stone, then He knew that He was in possession of a 
small window within his soul. He guarded what was left of his possessions in 
a small sack that He wore on his dog's shouldersbags. A dog He named Vay. 
But what element should guard his soul, his inner treasure. Would it not be a 
treasured weapon, a sword from heaven. A Serpent's tongue sharpened like a 
dual sword. Just Zayin. And so his gut (Stomach) became enclosed in the 
allfearing fence named Cheth. But his will grew stronger and were totally 
acknowledged by a Serpent named Teth. He broke his bread and gave thanks 
a thousand times to eat a thousand pleasures. Pleasures that erupted by the 
word: Yes! Till Yod yeilded under pressure. And so the Ox divided the palm 
of his hands into 500 thanks. The old Ox sought his old master. The Serpent 
named Lamed and wished for him to turn him into a goat. Yet, throughout 
his lifespand he had had 600 drinks of freshwater in the wars of crisis. Those 
divine drops had always saved his memorybanks from shrinking into the state 
of Nun. Like the nature of 700 stranded fishes in the dusty realms of ancient 
Sahara. At this point any safehaven would do, any shelter or box of Samekh 
would do him good. The Samekh within a sacrament. Yet, the Ox felt guilty 
for turning the eye of Horus into the eye of Ayin, thereby birthing an eye for 
and eye, giving rise to the ills of sworn karma. And yet, the Ox felt as if he 
still had 800 final breaths left in him. 800 final breaths to leave his mouth, in 
order to die. To utter the final words of disrespect toward life: Peh. 

So life is that fishy. So can one fish hook 900 men or can one man hook 900 
fishes that swin upstream? So be the ancient trades of the Khaf. 

Yet, it results into 100 smacks to the back of one's head, led by the hand of 
Qof. But it can only lead to 200 times of rest upon a weary head. The rest 

of Resh. And yet, the Ox had smiled 300 times to the world. His teeth had 
shined 300 times while his hollow tooth had been sheltered by the sin of 
Shin. 


76. Time, is construct, an illusion 


So is there any sin in the Shin? Must we resort to the chin, turning our chin 
from side to side, bring forth the notion of a: No! When in some parts of the 
world, the shaking of the head, from side to side, means Yes? 

So we cannot all feel shameful over our own deeds done. Not all shame in 
sin. If sin is the very element that you have commited 400 times or more, and 
you have survived by such a doctrin. Then surely it can only become your 
very own worship. Countless sins commited 400 times by Tau, producing 
the silence of Tau. That is truely the sign of the Cross. It is the silence of the 
mighty Ouroboros, and if forced to talk, it is the duality of old binary code 
that will curse all words spoken by the judging deeds of lost hearts and all the 
forgotten love, that is hidden in this world. Like water under a bridge. 
Therefore, if you love a woman, then turn your back on her and set her free. 


Creation li 
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Death is an illusion. Time is the veil hidden. Death are the times hidden. 
Poor Grandpa Reid. Wore a hidden clock up his arse for several thousand 
years. God rest his soul. And right about now, don’t we all know, that it is a 
fucking lie. So best guess is that kids comes in all sizes, much like shoes. 
Will Cinderella wear such a shoe and give birth to a child made out of glass? 
If God can construct a being out of clay, then surely a wrench can blow a 
child at the local glassworks. Glass stranger than lass. 

Now a somewhat lame, yet a logical, statement: Those that believe in death 
must be those that seek an end. Some of us know better. If death turns out to 
be an illusive construct, then why would Adam and Eve sin, becoming two 
Earthly mortals? It must have been such a notion that led to the old lore of all 
Ancients. Certain old gnostic texts, have always raised some interest among 
religious people. I think of the Cathar or Catarch literatures. The Catarchs 
were a group of followers, that got stigmatized as a Christian cult in the 
medieval times. If my memory serves me right, I believe that the Catarchs 
sprung up, in the southern regions of France, prior to the extermination of 
the Knight's Templers. Such Catarch scripture tell of old Sethian lore. A lore 
that tells us, that it take three deaths to birth the first individual thought, from 
within the seat of Ammon. The Trinity lore of Dragons. 

The secret book of the two principles states that "God" has not made the 
world. Yet, all Luciferians always hear the innate vibrations from the vibrate, 
incarnates, birthing the words of reality, that claim to know that "God" pity 
Satan? Such continious claims have always brought about the claim that 
"God" never created death. However gnostic texts of the Sethian lore states: 
* God cannot do evil. 

* God cannot create another God. 

* God do not have the power of evil. 

* God cannot commit evil. 

Ergo, would we not all ask the question: Do there even exist a force of evil? 
I would not be surprised if the above mention notions brought about the very 
assumption that "God" must be dead. Such a highly thought notion have been 
around since Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche, a German philosopher. 

And if "God" truely is a dead ghostly element, then I trust that he has no 
hands to wheel. So what is it, that the voice-hearers is listening in to? 

Some recording device? Ergo a claim of the Wampires Recordum. Some of 
us that suffer the sexual insomnia with sexual inner voices always wonder 
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about it's nature. Sexual, as hell. But as a testament, then I can hear witness 
to the fact, that some of the sexual vibrations, is a recording. I often hear the 
same words repeated, as the days where I was about to be received at some 
Brothelkeep, situated in the city center of Aarhus. (Editorial note: 
Brothelkeep - Telefonsmggen - mid 1990'ties. AD - Gregorian age). It only 
leads me to believe, that sexual existence, itself, is an utter farce. I highly 
trust that such sworn testaments of realities, brought about the very trade of 
banning and locking up God. All sane individuals, will eventually choose 
that the element of God or the element of being God, is mental illness, only 
seeking sexual exploit. I can only conclude that planet Earth is cursed. It were 
such elements that gave rise to the third reich. The Nazi-regime, that brought 
socialism into all corners of the Earth. But we can never escape the element 
of Demonology. All that know of the psychological nature of this existence, 
will all choose to lock their doors and await their next bottle of Whiskey. 
The famous nature of an Underberg, a German bestseller. I wonder what a 9 
month bowlingball would look like, after consumption? A Grey? Truth said. 


77. Seals on meals 


Seal Of Protection. I willingly choose you to be my damnation and salvation 
in this life of lease. To have and to hold, from this twilight forward, for richer 
and for poorer. By letter and words, by need and by heat. I promise to cherish 
you till we both perish, till Death do us part. I swear this in the name of the 
fire, Ignis. And in accordance with the Holy Trinity of elements, I pledge thee 
my sovereign faith. Amen. 
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78. A dead realm 


Death Realm Protection. Question 1: Do you denounce God and all of his 
clockworks and all of his empty promises? Question 2: Do you believe in 
Satan, the Almighty, the creator of Heaven and Hell? Question 3: And the 
child’s name be? Then the priest pours water unto the child’s head three 
times, saying: I baptise you in the name of the fire, in the name of the water 
and in the name of the air. Blessed is the trinity of elements for all eternity. 
Come O Holy Ghost and fill this infant’s body with the faith of the Serpent 
and kindle this child from within with the fires of faith. Amen. 

Dead Realm Protection: 
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79. A failed creation 


240* Degrees Creation. Create can elevate the pleasure in the fornicate and in 
the mind. 


BOOK OF OCCULT KELTS 


Abaya by Celtic Dragon's Lore 


O"© 


My tongue answers unto All births 
my tail. Amenta. serve innocent beginings. 
In their own name. 


PC) 


Remember to 


rule by Trinity lore. 
Amen. 


All Deaths are accounted for. Hail All Immortal Legions. 
Salute. All Hail. 
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I fully trust that certain texts of ancient lore and future creative titles of some 
books, may inspire our joined futures, that is, if we allow inspiration of awe 
to descend upon of our trusted creative forces. Some flower are sustained by 
the manure from a horse's arse. Truth said. But we all love the scent. 

Of a flower, that is! 
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80. Creed 


Creed. We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 

We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 

We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, 

conceived by the Holy Spirit. Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and 
burried. Descending to Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s 
lap to part eternity into darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the 
Holy communities, that serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, 

the ressurrection of meat and the eternal damnation. 

Amen unto Amenta. 
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@ 
(A Nuns Sermon) 
THE MADONNA’S SERMON (SPERM-ON?) 


My Lady Dermerzel, 

of the sexual body, please offer all sisters your profound 

advise in having such a hot sexual body. Tell sisters to 

what is best, and tell us precisely what to do. 

We know that your ways will embody all women. 

May I therefore ask: Should I pray for my weeding? 

Should I continue to smoke my weed and get stoned, 

or should I try and stay clean? 

Getting stoned, high as fuck, would do me good. 

But having kids, children, what on Earth for? 

To me all women are painful whores. 

Lady Dermerzel, I have no woman. But is it the price 

fw of penance? Some dreadful wife with tits hanging 
halfway to the ground, a disgusting belly, all round, 
giving me discomfort. 
My Lady Dermerzel, 
I have gazed upon your daughters. The Jenny and 
the Jinx, gazed upon the haze in a maze. They are of 
youth, beautiful with fresh skin of the living and know 
of the sexual nature of swallowing a cock, to the base 
of it’s root. Can they both cum in your place? 


The silent Dermerzel spoke: 

Hear me. The seed from any Cod, is a dumb seed. 
It is the crone of knowledge that is the true God. 
My daughters may bear your fruit in a haze, 

but only to be amazed by your glorious sons, 

in a lost maze, surrounded by the ill corrupts 

of the haze. It is the chastity 

that bear us healthy children. 


But, my dear Lady Dermerzel. 

Twill always remember the Jenny and the Jinx, and 
the Holy light of all their sexual erupts. But do ask 
the Egyptian King of Kings, to seek my glory, whenst 
you enter the heavens. Ask to join flesh once more. 
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81. Prayer 


Prayer. 

Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 

Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. 

My will be done, Salutary to all, in Heaven and in Hell. 

Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, as we foregive those who 
surpass us. Lead us in temptation and deliver us from ignorances bliss. 

For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries gloom, 

internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 

Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 

Always to be recited from within by vibrational thought. 

As goes for prayer or prayers? Is it not some visual manifestation, shown 
unto demonic forces, to earn our keep? So what will such notion detail? 
Prayer for salery. Our pay-roll. If so what is the tarif/rate for any given prayer 
rendered? I certainly believe that all people that looses their faith, never will 
pray openly. Losing faith in the winged creatures of the unseen. But most 

of them, the non-believers, fear their own shadow. But I trust that they pray 
internally, from time to time. We all pray when we are truely stuck. And if all 
prayers are conducted internally, then I trust we all eventually becomes poor. 
Some might even claim that we are better off in such a fashion. Yet, mankind 
or some of us still pray internally to the forces unseen. Yet, mystery seems 

to remain in the very fabric of life and existence, securing the propulsion of 
societies. Some estimeed doctors of the Luciferian science-field might even 
ask: So what is EBOLA? I might fear that in the eyes of an old Entish dane 
brothelkeeper, it might be: (EBOLA) Eve's black orifice. Lilith's aftermath? 
However, such practice, in regards to sexuality can only bring about the very 
obssession upon our mortal flesh and to our inner soul residing. Oldfashioned 
lore will say that soul glides into Spirithood, once beheaded. 

And so the spiritual conflicts will continue. The conflicts are there because 
nobody will acknowledge, the existence of our inner celestrial beings and 
look down upon our powers. It is some sort of socialism, that we could do 
without. But progress seems to evolve, even among the older generations, 
those belonging to the coldwar-era. Yet, they are still steeped in the cold- 
war retoric. Habits die hard. However, we need to evolve our knowledge in 
regards to demonology, which has been proven to be real. It is a faith issue, 
nonetheless. Freedom of religion. 
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82. Human origins 


Human Origins. Genetic engineered slaves from a lab of perceived nature, 
Eden. Has anyone ever wheeled any truth if the eyes and mind is blind by 
shutters, lost on shutter island? Engineered? It might actually turn out to hold 
more truth, than any falsehood. Such is the nature of man. Wild. 

So maybe the time has come to listen in, on the vibrate hell of the incarnate, 
write it down and see if there is anything interesting about this here new and 
old telepathy? Must be the oldest business on the planet, Ammon's horn. 

The most feared human intellect. So I will let the pen glide into my hands and 
write the very wording "sent" to me? Let my hand freely dictate the words 
resounding in a mind within telekinesis. That is my belief at present? 


Acabado 


Bardo nubian saxon nerderess sum dee anna hee in birtombis. Summa 429 
in voidum am I] vivardi sempt crypti zum transcentis anda é dee abyssar 
necropolis ex inferi mundos. Sum a mem sumaress é nematocera ex 
nomatode eruptus zum mem giratess. Meacum co me bistara lerat tarass 
serverdo anda torso eruptus besaerdh garchaidh a chaidraeghd mem 
nematocera parasito eruptus am mori a chereardh gaichaerdh yeeda neer 
am @ nee é corrupto mundos. Internem zum Hades gathesuma chaidh nee 
anna tempus nihil spiritus é finalisa eruptus in sancta bella aliquis adium 
nos omnes. Hostis nun potest. Organismi aret scent ad sanguinem et est 

in nigrum. Duo lamihae in uno dorso nunquam alae angelicae crescent. 
Comundo est vita é scardo é talis luna pervirgil exercitus olim Aegypti ala 
minora ad majora. Quidam verba annunaciress ex ols sumeriand fabulas 
proferent et ad hoc nos caneehee em tantrum precor ut aliquis nos adivent. 
Infernum tantum habes profundum ut animam tuam solvas in vita. Tantum 
ad visitandum in mori morte et ad animarum messorem. Nocte nudam eam 
audiviper ductus et spiramenta. Nonne ego iustus iubeo amvegan catino. 
Murus aedificant homines custodiunt et monstra custodiunt. Sum vere 
paenitet. Talis est natura exemplaria mortua in organismis antiques 
obsolites. De incesto simiis huius creationis. OBSOLETA. 

Absalva é salvares. Quid salvus fieri. 
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Si nullus ventus mortuorum vela te ducet. Si nullus ventus vivorum coxit 
fabam capra et lupus fit hircus. Tali circo. Et nunc quaedam scriptuare 
magis currunt atramento rubro rubeo. Tha a churra ag iasgacn mori gu 
dian. Thainig failleadh a bharnaich air oiteg sampreas ghleann thall am 
bun. Na glaice bidh ceilleiras feadh nan mem nun mend nuna. 

Mhaduinu chi sgaile meud clachan deur barailh labhairdh agush shineadh 
ninndh é ghlinn mhortheadh tha dealrachd lochrandh tusehd maireach 
smuirn am shuil chum fada bhuainn cait ach fhaic ciataich. 

Theid neumadh cho goi rid tha é dail uair chiriochnaicheas neugmhail 
nan num su truagh. Toisich ruadh agus fhinn ni nach urrainn an e sin do 
bharaid caite le moit mi ruit. 


Now, I truely dont know but it appears to the celtic writing? Yet, I don't truely 
know gaelic? The text ending with a " le moit mi ruit"? May I rot? 

Who really knows, but I trust it still is allowed to rot away under the blue 
heavens? Maybe it is the Whiskey talking? I do know Scotch. 

Feumaidh gur é an t-usige-beatha a tha a bruidhinn. 

Fuck dia agus taing do google. 


Ad Libitum Scriptuare 


Machomedan an indialas hindruae seer druce em é san scriptuare zum 
nazitum fer maat an dee H\maanat sadetemper am é creata ber guido zu 
seraph é em puralis seraphim ex sefirot. Erectus Chabbalah ex Kabbalah. 
Dauntus sefirah é em sephirah. A notentio crea nessasares am a ordo 
inrutus ememundos anda mass zur dee insanitas. Atempto anda crea zum 
ordo an globos decidit im insani mens de hominibus. 

Ita vita est. Ita est vita. Nee verum venomios tu fatalita dee ego 
pythonissam regina. SEPTEM MONTES SALEM. Erant maga Homo 
Troglodytae edents cannes hominis et animalis in pulmento omnivorus 
servierites potatoes et radix. Talis sterquilirium scarabeum parturit 
pavorem et horrorem horribilis vitae inar vampiris hominum crepusculum. 
CARNIS bonus vel bonus palus difficilis est in mundo hodierno cum 
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candelis. Aliquod cibum fererat fecitque cenam duobus, et comedit 
utrumque dapibus. Sed murrina rodere tam durum est. Circa tabaci adhuc 
est. Adhuc circa cupam. Rum adhuc circum. Vita est bona. 

Multum bene elit est paratum. Semel Lupus, semper lupirius sangui-lamia 
quaerens. Sanguis famem restinguit et sitim viteam cupam producit. 
Ipsum ululabit luna sicut creaturae adepto turbulenti. Luna plena et latrina 
in te vocat. Humor erupti veteris scocie. Alba longa. Atria Baal. 

Numquam epistularum tuum aperire nundium. Tales sunt notae vetusi 
lamiae. Corium in libris vestustis ruderibus et bibliothecis vertens. 

Elegans natura, quae te abesse jubet. Salus probata et probata est. 

Nunc pro re omnino alia. Scito quod dum descendis in negotia organismi 
tui vespertilios angelorum Malachimera sublimium aures cres cis. Audis in 
vera humana natura. Est nor peius omni exsistentia. 

Libertas manu scripto hoc modo: 


Ancestori am é bene bandera Bonobo determim genetis anda dee a ego. 
Erupto scimitares rubiginosus. Fluvii sanguinis diluculum Mystique 
dilculum tegat humano putredine prisce palude. Nota am a bene zurmess 
dee messares im pouto clothares: 

H’maanat descentio Safhaw descentio J‘ssat descentio Dijaw descentio 
J“fdat descentio Hamaw descentio Sintaj descentio Wijvam. 

Pax vobiscum. 


The spiked crown of Catarch. 

Spicatas coronae Catarchi. Quaeres ergo quid sit mundus mortuus. Lapsus 
orbis. Defecit creatio unius in quo resides. Non possum dicere aut adiuvare 
te, aut aliquam salutem tibi dare. Hinc explicari nequit taciturnitas 
mentium accensarum scientiarum, donec in insania prorumpatur. 

Tantum profectionem meam, ut decet expecto. Pax vobis. 

Xeno morphet emita exo skeletoress é am projectis zumer am pellis vagus 
zumeress amber corona via eruptoress am Safhaw. Identificatio vanum. 
Xeno nestoress é am in alvearium intra organismus eruptus infestada in 
bordello 4m merx ergo intermerx. Necromantia bordello vita est. 
Mechantum an Natus Mortalis. Merx é mechanta dee uterus é am viva 
spermasoress et ovum é ova. Sic crux in omnes. Pater ad filium. 

Fratrem ea fratrem. Babylon antiqui. 


82. Human origins 


Solum telum nigrum babylonianum talmud alchimiae nigrae. 

Pauci semper supersunt nidum Draconis. Internalis demonica eruptus 
decenta in laxus sum ex defecatio. Lax exodusa organismus. 

Forca lax importante. In cogno scendo nihil ad purgandum video. 

Frustra nihil video. Nullam vitae solutionem video et naturae culpae 
testimoniorum. Quaecumque huc mittuntur exterminantur usque ad 
mansiones Djinn. Omnes denique illic vana est ergo vita. Omnes vivimus et 
frustra morimur. Interroga proximum tuum. Vanum. Identificatio vanum. 
Factum ea factum. Vivimus et morimur. Sine fine. Morem gerit. 


Nihil vita est. Substiti interrogationes hominum origines saeculi. Sed 
numquam destiti humanam formam interrogare. Omnes informati sumus 
formam humanam esse ultimam formam quam intrabimus. Quae est igitur 
forma humana? Itane vero demonologia astrales projectionum ad lutem 
nostram? Forma ergo humana est finis lineae. Sic dicitur. Sed numquid 
semper interrogasti si nos, homines etiam ab hac tellure oriundi? 

An sumusue nos pro gente sola superstites quae é Marte in Terram 
emigrarunt? Reshuius regni totius diversae naturae esse potest. Tamen 
aliquis dicere potest si peregrinationes quae in nostris somniis fuint, 
effectum habet in sensu proprio. Archetypus lore somnii redditus in somnio 
labor? Habeo alas tempore somnio. Nullam habeo in terra vitam gravitatis 
adstrictam. Sic est proditor angelorum lapsus et regnorum lapsus. Interne 
ut feminas invigilet, ut virorum tumore languescant. Damnatio in vita est 
quod quidam in quotidiano cruciatu sentiunt. Furtum est praemeditari. Sed 
quid de furto spermatic aut ovis? Status mundi lapsi organizati crescebant 
servi, nescientes coronas occultas. Corona abscondita super adsconditam 
et oblivionem animam damnatorum. Lucem talem dedit. Quid ergo est in 
orationibus nostris colendis? Sodama et Gomorra homines semper iacentes 
ad ordinem occultum muscarum super pellibus mortuis reptantium in 
horto putridum nomine Eden habent. De stercore abscondito, alii in 
cruciatu cotidiano stercore comedunt. Ut vitae aliquam enim. 

Sic assuefacti sumus ad eam. Inscitiae meae lumen dedi supplex in id quod 
credo est verbum latinum antiquum. Quod nemo intellexit hac die et aetate. 
Lucem ignorantiae meae dedi. Di scedo alium diem sicut creatura 
damnationis, cum aurora lucet cum nulla requie. Sicut pellis vaga cum 
anima incarnata. 
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582 

693 

714 = [28.22.22.24.22.27.27] * [Divini Codicis] -+-+-+-+- 

Minus plus minus equals plus. That is! If you can get it up? 

Google experimentum translatio. Penitus, Intranet vel Skynet. Interna tela, 
internus vel Tela coeli. Fortasse aliquid piscosum sicut notio piscis qui in 
cruribus increvit et in humanoidem evolvitur. Quomodo piscem et astulas 
desidero, sale et aceto serviens. Quaero tamen: Numi stellae de caelis in 
sapientem cadunt, ut antiquissimum Malachimaerae canticum Angelicum 
thesaurum canant? Talis est veteris linguae vetustas in recentibus 
carnibus necata, modo ad coitum carnem exoptans. Utinam coelum esset 
tantae abyssi, stellam matutinam, Lunam tenens, ultimam rem. Ultimum 
telum? Timentur et timentur omnia elementa gravitatis tincta, nisi ex 
mortuo mundo nullo angelico cantu, saltem de Malachimera. Quaeritur de 
originibus humanis? Petit ab omnibus orphanis. Unde omnes oriuntur nisi 
mater? Sed numquid originis responsum tenet? Mater quaeratur, onboardo 
ratio computatralis: Estne mea Ka, mea vasculum, tuto in abysso munitum 
vel ubicunque residet? Cum alii, qui nigrae pulverulentae vestis 

inserviunt Ouroboros, Ursam Maiorem inspicient et stellam parvam 
intuebuntur, quae obscuriora et obscuriora videntur. Omnes testati sumus 
lucem illam obscuram. Aliquando tamen Merak, mirabiliter per modum 
operationis augetur. Ut elementum gravitatis in obscuro Terrae vita 
adhaesit, scimus quid accidit cum e charta curritur. Obsecro itaque vos 
omnes ut improvisio. Omnes possemus operam dare ad manus operas et 
linguam scribendam in hoc loco formidato. Tamen, velo vase quodam, 
doctrina veteris Cronis est in genibus trita et litterariis aerem in tua 
mentula descendere, ut do- catur vox terminologia vocis ictui Iob. Talis 
aura mea vela implebit? Postremo, ut originem trahit, profecto dici potuit, 
originem nostram apud foeminas viros fore. In oculis virorum feminae 
essent. Binarii. Sed nos omnes oportet considerare trinarium in pueris. 
Quidam nos amentes, sed bono sono vocant. Omnes tamen in pueritia 
confecimus illos calceos. Pueritia, cum sit elementum originis, omnes 
meminimus et abusus magicae albae, quae cum ea ibat. Nonnulli ex nobis 
numquam ad talem originem redire semper volunt. Hoc ergo officium duo 
dicimus, inter cocum et plumbum. Multo bene pulmenti fuit illud bonum 
quod mortuus sum ab eo. Bonum et malum et bar- culo. 
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Ankh no.11. Symbols of religion might conflict with your own religious 
belief, due to the brainwash of your upbringing. I do however, not believe 

in religion, but I do believe in spirituality. You may feel resentful towards 
life, but that can only be your perspectives. Not mine. As goes for this belief 
system of Ouroboros, there is much that cannot be said, there is much that 
cannot see the light of day, like the black skin of a Cobra. But know this. Rest 
assured, all that men, have to do, is to show their beheaded snake, 

their circumsized cock and most women, if not all women, will run away. 
Always flash your Ouroboros, and most women will tell you were to stick it. 
If circumsized, rest assured, the code red already happened. 

The code red already happened, and such a statement, can often be a total lie, 
in order to steal a dead crown. Fact, your penis has been mutilated, by some 
butchering bastard, that cut your foreskin off. Yet, mankind always stands at 
such cross roads. Bewildered and watchful, trying to do right. 

Of course, old superstitions, will proclaim that the hairy apes in coats, those 
not circumsized, are of a more braindead stature. A lie. 

Which brings us to the old folklores and the superstitions, that produce such 
madness, mutilation of genitalias, of both males and females. And yet, amidst 
religious madness, in the traditions of Abraham, some holy men will in all 
honesty proclaim; God is fixing the broken pieces in your life. Get ready for a 
restoration. God is preparing you for everything that you prayed for. Amen. 
Yet, I will ask: A restoration?..Oh...Sure! My foreskin is gonna grow back, 
right? Salvation at last? I will ask: Everything that I prayed for? ..Oh...Sure! 
Well, surely not a repeat of the bloody Renaissance and the Black plague, 
combined with a Spanish Inquisition. So was it with the Trinity created by 
Dante. So is it. So is it still. Some look up while others look down, all awhile 
a third party looks lost, staring into the Horizon of Ignorances bliss. 

And amidst such confusion some might man up the nerve to ask: 

Have you ever seen a real UFO? (Unidentified Flying Object). 

Then why not ask: Who wants to know? 

A question that has been on everybody’s mind for ages: What fly shit, really 
went down during the Renaissance? Best guess is, nobody knows. But the 
development os science by satanists or Luciferians, have brought about, the 
progress of the modern age. Although, may lifes were lost in the vain effort 
of burning witches in the name of religion, or the killing of other individuals 
that had the audacity to question your authority. 
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But the very art of questioning rules to life, has always been treasured by 
countless civilisations by man. Revered as witchcraft, and it has resulted in 
warcrafts. Therefore, may the conflicts be upon your mind, and may your 
heart rest with ease of care. Certain elements of religious facts derives from 
old knowledge of people living and dwelling within nature. The healers know 
as Shamans. 


11 Spiritual Lessons Of The Shamanic Wheel 


1 * Mentalism is food for the soul and medicin for the body 
2 © Duality is real. The jury is out on the concept of karma. 
You are either driven by love or hatred. 
3 * Khu is the lifeforce of what we choose to call “God”. 
To personify it, is Satanism, to wheel it, is living. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. The Legion Of Ra. 
4 ¢ The petrified tear of Medusa, the Moon, holds the 
ability of the psychics. 
5 ¢ Matter united is one fabric. Your body is one organism, 
capable of own individual thought. 
6 © The Universe is a plentitude of countless fabrics. 
7 ¢ Dreamtime, lucid dreams and manifestations are real. 
8 ¢ Healing is everyday process. 
9 © Spiritual energies are real and your body senses it. 
10° If you cannot love others. then love yourself. Noone does it for you. 


11 Then, if you love yourself, then love others as you love yourself. 
Mirror love and not hatred. If you must, then mimic hatred, so others 
can Shine their light. But live by codex, in a life that is rendered dead. 


So is a confess of an old Mayan reign, that got exterminated due to envy. 
What you do not understand, you condemn. Those that will not give in to 
your services, get killed. But know, that such illusions, only leads to tears of 
stone. The petrified tear of Medusa. The ever watchful Moon. 


LIBER XXXX 
Salute All Immortal Legions 
(Hail All Immortal Legions) 


CIS\CI 


eh LIBER II 


ae aie Sepher Maphtean Shelomo 


CODEX 666 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


84. Mars, Atlantis, Antarctica 


Mars And Atlantis Teleport/Antarctica. ATLANTIS STARGATE Coverstone. 
Unearthed in the year of our lord 1928 AD (Gregorian Age). Logged on 28th 
of May 1993AD. But to take such a StarCraft and implement the element of 
Gravity upon it, from a selfproclaimed “God”, will in all likelyhood just 
reduce it to, yet another, slaughter house unit. I have never been deployed to 
an Ice desert. My fathering loins has! My father was stationed on the 
Southpole. The Antarctica stations somewhere in between 1960 till 1970'ties. 
But he was always very quiet about his ordeals on the dreaded Southpole. In 
hindsight, I think he bestowed all the knowledge unto me, so I needn't suffer 
profanity and stupidity. As goes for the Alien Codex below, then you may call 
it modern Chinese for all that I care. Dare I say it: Jesus Christ. 


Antarctica Atlantis 27 
The Trinity Lore 
I trust the Dragon’s trinity lore has been with us for all time. 
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85. Egyptian and Mayan realms 


Egypt And Pre-Mayan Perceptions Of Matter. I might be the dumbest fuck 
that ever lived, but the bases, would that by all means be A.T.G.C ...? 

And would such a lore include the elevation of a winged cat, a dead kitten 
dwelling amongst the stars or the dreaded element of Gravity, reducing it to, 
the arsehole of a Cat? 

How I loved the Mayan days. The Holy trinity lore of the Dragon’s numeric 
number five. 33 days each month of an year consisting of 11 months, with 
three or two Holy days, depending on the leap year. (365/366). 

The Holy trinity of the Mayan empire. Aztech. Inca. Mayan. 

A month consisting of three weeks and a week of 11 weekdays. 

The eleven weekdays ( in a rendered clockwork of twenty hours, two turns of 
the tenth hour): 

The weekdays: 

Oneday. Twosday. Treesday. Foursday. Fivesday. Sixday. Payday. Freeday. 
Freeday. Freeday. Freeday. Finally a long weekend! 


And if the Devil supposedly feeds you, your own shit, then I hope that such a 
life will manifest. Fact is. It will manifest or it will not manifest. 

If it doesn’t manifest, then it only bears witness to the fact that this is a dead 
planet, a dead existence rendered by a clockwork holding 12 or 24 hours. 

A major league hellhole, a jailcell. A prison planet. If so, then it proves that, 
the Cat Lady was right, all along. She must have been resting amongst those 
stars for such a long time, to think of it, is the ice chills entering your bones. 


But how I loved the Mayan days that attracted the spanish tongue so they 
could dip their tongues in the sweetness of the native’s honey pot. Know that. 
We were wellfed by spanish blood. We were bathing in the bodies of the 
spanish blood. We showered in the blood of Spaniards, that justly proclaimed 
themselves Spartans. Resulting in crossbreeds by spanish blood, resulting in 
the interbreeding with spanish blood. And yet, many members enrolled in the 
synagogues of the dead will ask: So what will attract the Earth worms? 

The worms are attracted by the rot of mortals under the cover of a flowerbed. 
So know, that when you bury the stiff of your landlord, then make sure to 
cover it with plants from the endangered species list, so it becomes illegal to 
exhume the body. So do inform the fellow gardners of such gardening tricks. 


85. Egyptian and Mayan realms 


Calendars might change given the ages. Who really knows of the appearence 
of any solar Calendar, they all have changed during the ages. And have been 
highly debated since Copernicus. However, we all do know that the Lunar 
calendar is fixed. Maybe, it grew and must have spread unto Mother Earth. 
The realm of the dead. 


LUNAR FULL MOON CALENDAR: 

(2022 AD Gregorian year. 9228 YZ Nosfera year) 

17th of JANUARY (ANNOARY) Crest: Anaconda 

16th of FEBRUARY (BINARY) Crest: Barracudas 

13th of MARCH (TRINARY) Crest: Tawny Eagle 

16th of APRIL (BOXER) Crest: Black Garden Ants 

16th of MAY (MAYBEE) Crest: Mionecton Skink 

14th of JUNE (JUPITA) Crest: Japetella Squid 

13th of JULI (SEPTEMBER) Crest: Sika Deer 

12th of AUGUST (OCTOBAR) Crest: Ocelot 

10th of SEPTEMBER (NOWEMBER) Crest: Nigerian Horse 
9th of OCTOBER (DECIMBER) Crest: Dire Wolf 

8th of NOVEMBER (CRESCENTER) Crest: Chimpanse 

8th of DECEMBER (OMENAR) Crest: Ox 

At least the annual months are in a pristine and in a historical order. 

Please do note that the ring chaos of the Zodiac is of the cosmos. 

It is an earthly rule that sought to rule the heavens by twelve houses of a 
dead Abyss. Know that the ring chaos is of the cosmos, the cosmic squid, the 
stratosphere that safeguards us all. The trinity of the Holy Spirit, the Holy 
Ghost, that is, if you believe, in higher interventions. 

But as goes for the Zodiac, it nevertheless, raises the question as to whom 
really decides on such issues? A debate club founded in the days of 
Copernicus and Galileo Galilei. Who really decides our reality. 

The appearence of our residual-self, and who dictates the fixed time that is 
rendered unto each individual? Is it just another brainwash run by worldwide 
media, to indoctrinate our children into bondage of soul? Are we not allowed 
to guide our children into a night sky, a starry night, where we can name each 
star by the zest of our heart and tell the child a fairytale for each star under 


85. Egyptian and Mayan realms 


the night sky? If the answer is NO? Then I will ask, which hellhole is this? 
In the end we all get MOONSTRUCK. But as goes for the lunar houses, 
then I will and shall not judge. I might however suggest a change into this 
dead engine, to secure propulsion and a bottle of new wine. And yet, we 
will all say, that it truely is some new wine of the same old stale bottle. The 
same horseshit, rendered in a new age of the timeless curse called life. But 
bear with me. Ifa future Zodiac of new will unfold given time, then it will 
unfold, it will manifest, if not, then I have stated my case, that this reality is 
a dead planet, lost in cosmos of minds and fallen souls. Lost in the linkage 
unto Dwat. But if I could rewrite the twelve houses then they would be as the 
following: 


Month of ANNOARY is ruled by the house of the Snake. 
Month of BINARY is ruled by the house of the Fish. 
Month of TRINARY is ruled by the house of the Eagle. 
Month of BOXER is ruled by the house of the Ant. 

Month of MAYBEE is ruled by the house of the Lizard. 
Month of JUPITA is ruled by the house of the Octopus. 
Month of SEPTEMBER is ruled by the house of the Deer. 
Month of OCTOBAR is ruled by the house of the Jaguar. 
Month of NOWEMBER is ruled by the house of the Zebra. 
Month of DECIMBER is ruled by the house of the Wolf. 
Month of CRESCENTER is ruled by the house of the Monkey. 
Month of OMENAR is ruled by the house of the Buffalo. 


IR RE Ee YO TY ke 


Is it not a wonderful crooked calendar, a crooked Zodiac, that dumbstruck 
fails to conclude any sworn truths under a Lunar Heaven. But I trust that 
those individuals that are wellversed in science and literature, will know 
which creature truely rules which month. 
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Which creature is assigned to the given month in question. The literature of 
nature. And yet, I never fail to ask the question: Nature is it even real? 

Is it just dreamtime rendered unto us all, enslaved in a dead engine, travelling 
lost through the depth of space, the dead Abyss of night that dwells above us? 
Modern Mayan mainly stays true to the historical accounts of the Mayan 
signs of old antiquity, that is if you took the time and dived into the subejct. 


Modern Mayan 25 


The Jaguar 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 
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85. Egyptian and Mayan realms 


In order to set the record straight, then allow me to make the following list of 
Egyptian Gods listed from A to Z. This list is based entirely on own studies 
and on heresay from the words handed down to me. 


My Official List Of Egyptian Gods 


A: Aken. Ash. Anubis. Atum. Amun. Amon. Apis. 

Aranubis-Phat. Amun-Ra. Aken-Ra. Aken-Re. (11) 
B: Baal. Bastet. Bat. Bes. Beth. Buckis. (6) 
C: "Cleopatra". (1) 
D: Duateph. (1) 
G: Geb. (1) 
H: Horus. Hathor. Hapi. Hapy. Ha. (5) 
I: Isis. Imoteph. Ishtar. Iah (4) 
K: Kauket. Kek. Khepi. Keket. Khnum. (5) 
M: Ma'at. Mehen. Merit. Min. Mut. Menefret. Memphis. (7) 
N: Nuut. Nosfer. Nefertum(Nefertiti). Nun. Neper. Nekhbet. (6) 
O: Osiris. Ouroboros. (2) 
P: Ptah. Pakhet. (2) 
Q: Qadesh. Qebhet. (2) 
R: Ra. Ruty. Reshep. Re. (4) 
S: Seth. Seker. Sobek. Sekhmet. Sokar. Shu. Satis. Sothis. Sia. Seshat. (10) 
T: "Tutankhamon". Thoth. Tutu. Taweret. (4) 
W: Wadjet. (1) 
Y: Yah. (1) 
Z: Zenenet. (1) 
The 74 accounted Egyptian Gods. I know of the turmoil that took place in 
the judicial systems of the old Egyptian courts. But if we all could agree to 
the list, to render a stern doctrin to both the spoken and the written word, 
then we would be in a better place. Full agreement in regards to the cradle of 
our civilisation. Old Egypt. I truely don't know if these accounts ever will be 
published or printed. But it is, at least, an attempt to bring some order to the 
knowledge confusion, that most people encounter, when it comes to the 
matters, concearning a religious nature. I finally had my "say" in the matter. 
Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 


86. MYOZA(Meiosis) 


MYOZA(AZOY). The Beginning Of All Life And Cell Division Of 4 

Bases. Within the detail lies? The four bases unto the genetics: A.Z.O.Y. 

So the registry of the Human genome? A work of Art? 70.000 pages 
consisting of A.T.G.C. Now to reorder it by A.Z.O.Y, will take how long? 
Ten years? Something tee dee, right? What is the genome of my feelings and 
emotions? My soul? A bottle of Gin will do, in the crying game! 


86. MYOZA(Meiosis) 


86. MYOZA(Meiosis) 


86. MYOZA(Meiosis) 


86. MYOZA(Meiosis) 


87. The chemical gems 


Any BIO Keys. Simplest of questions. Is there a bio key to the divine 
knowledge kontiniuum, that we all know do exist? 

A question never answered. Science has produced maybe postulates and 
proven alot of thesis, to be fact, by scientific trial. So scientists have begun to 
develop tests of the earthly matter, in order to tell the true age of matter. 

I am referring to the Carbon-14 test, that dates matter. In such an scientific 
quake, people came forward and stated claims, such like, the fact that the 
Newgrange, a prehistoric monument in Ireland, is older than Stonehenge and 
the ancient Egyptian pyramids. Every year, during the winter solstice, the 
rising Sun shines directly along the passage of this structure, and illuminates 
the inner chambers for about 17 minutes. Revealing the carvings inside. 

I just might, question such a statement, to be of fact. Of course, you might 
call my guesswork, unqualified. But I must sadly inform you, that the very 
elements concearning the Carbon-14 test, are true, to the extend of my 
knowledge. Therefore we can tell of age. But the Carbon 14 analysis, has also 
caused feuds and strifes, in the scientific communities, as usual, I might add, 
and for some mysterious unknown reason, many scientists have lost their 
jobs. But I might as well, tell you that such tests actually do tell the true age. 
Ergo the reason WHY every scientist needs to lie or loose their job. Truth 
Said. But it has always been the same, in this biblical hellhole. Scientists, 
that in the end seek protection by the vast multitude of different and various 
religious knightmare orders, that proclaim one truth, one age and one fix. 
The one fix, of each individual, being shelter, clothings and foods, as the 
minimum allowance. Ironic, when you gaze upon the number of institutions. 
So countless many, that I could have sworn that each individual upon this 
planet, benefits from his or hers own religious institution. Then again, we 
might be better off, with such visions! Will the acts of modernday scientists, 
that proclaim themselves, devout Luciferians, render them life and safety in 
protection? Must they seek the safehaven of a lodge? We all end up in such a 
fashion, one way or the other, do we not? The ageold feud of providing prove 
of which institution has the highest age, and owns the true records of Earth 
and it’s history, in order to serve, the element, we choose to deem God. God, 
the very element that is said to hold the key to life, and the promise of life, 
eternal. A bit ironic, for all men, as women in all likelyhood, stands before 
you, on a daily basis. So choose to speak or let the cat devour your tongue! 

I, for one, am lost for words. Amen. 


87. The chemical gems 


Like a serpent of the Ouroboros, that has glided from the marrow of your 
skeleton’s bones and travelled into the veins of your streaming blood, only to 
witness soul and spirit, confused and wandering the valley of the dead Kings, 
soul and spirit, alike. Those are the manifests of an unfold. So I ask: Although 
the words spoken at Khufu, sought and claimed the existence of four pillars 
leading unto heaven, and a claim of four elements unto all earthly matter, 
then I will question and ask: Have we not all contended and contested such a 
profane foundation. Did we not all drink from the blood of the ancient King, 
a mystique, by the name of Christo Constantine, that got crucified, upon an 
ancient hill of sculls. Do we really want to live in a reality of four elements 
or do we want to seek the trade of the minds, creativity that unfolds to kill all 
our earthly boredoms? I will always worship and turn to six. Sometimes you 
need to roll a hard six, to resist the old number seven of a brothelkeeper’s old 
Necromancy. And once the dust settles from the dusty robe of a downtrodden 
Ouroboros, then can we not all excell in the lore of six and condemn the law 
of four? To turn a blade unto the four sworn elements, in order to harnish the 
knowledge brought forth by dividing four into an eight? But six is and will 
always be the lore of the mystery. So is the Ouroboros account. So be it: 


The Sun Temple Of Khufu The Moon Temple Of Atlantis 
(The Great White Brotherhood) (The Sisters Of Tehuty) 
The Church Of KABA The Synagogues Of The Dead 
(The Benedict Sisterhood) By Christo Constantine 

(The Pretorian Brotherhood) 
The Mosque Of Eblis 
(Catarch Sisters) The House Of The Rosy Cross 


(Knight's Templers) 


Do we need more? A simple question brought unto this earthly existence. 
Can the lore of mystery, the Holy count of six, not hold the duality of both 
two and four? The crookedness in a prime number, is always resistant to the 
act of balance. But I have always treasured and liked the balance of the even 
numbers, as given two prime numbers. But, maybe a prime within a Mother 
Prime, always turns out to be a real Mother....! I kinda roll that way, even 
and uneven. Much like an Obese. 
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As goes for the elements of chemistry and black alchemy, then modern 
science has previled. Luciferian scientists have proven certain facts to be 
true. The very invention of the VIAGRA, was as a major breakthrough for 
all those individuals that were sexually broken. In fact the test subjects in the 
human trials never wanted to return to a life without Viagra. 

The drug of heaven, sexual. But to be that killjoy, then I have to return to the 
old remedies that through-out history have proven to hold medicinal value. 
There is a wide variety of natural sweeteners, honey is often used as an anti- 
inflammatory, antioxidant and antibacterial agent. People commonly use 
honey orally to treat coughs and topically to treat burns and promote wound 
healing. There is a wide range of herbs that hold healing elements of both 
body and soul. The list below is those natural herbs that hold value for health, 
not value for money. The list are as follows: 


Chamomile. Mint. Parsley. Sage/Salvia. Aloe Vera. Anise. Ash/Fresno. 
Basil. Bay/Laurel. Bayberry. Birthwort. Blackberry. Borage. 
Bougainvillia. Cactus. Camphor. Carnation. Cannabis. Caster Bean. 
Cayenne Pepper. Chilli. Cedar. Century Plant/Mescal. Cinnamon. 
Citron Flowers. Cloves. Comfrey. Coriander. Cornsilk. Creosote Bush. 
Cumin. Dandelion. Delphinium. Elder/Saiico. Elm. Eucalyptus. 

Evening Primrose. Fennel. Fig. Flax. Garlic. Geranium. Ginger. 
Goldenrod. Guava. Horehound. Horsetail. Horseleek. Huisache. Indigo. 
Jimson weed. Juniper. Lady Slipper. Lackspur. Lavender. Lemon. 
Lettuce. Lily Of The Valley. Linden Flower. Magnolia. Mallow. Marigold. 
Marijuana. Marjoram. Meaquite. Monkshood. Mugwort. Mulberry. 
Mullein. Musk Mallow. Mustard. Nettle. Nutmeg. Oak. Onion. Olive. 
Orange. Oregano. Papaya. Pecan. Penny Royal. Pepper. Pine. Potato. 
Prickly Pear Cactus. Pumpkin. Red Pepper. Rose Of Castille. Rosemary. 
Rue. Sugar. Sage. Sarsaparilla. Sea Holly. Seville Orange. Salt. Sorell. 
Stonecrop. Sunflower. Thyme. Toadflax. Valerian. Vanilla. Vervain. 
Violet. Walnut. Water Cress. Wild Marjoram. Willow. Yam Bean. 
Yarrow. 


I might have missed out on several herbs, but there literary exist too many 
herbs to count. Nature is a great variety of plentitude and multitude. 
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88. Poly Sapiens 


Homo Sapiens And Hetero Sapiens. Who is to judge? Should any one judge 
sexuality? When we all know that we all are the incest apes within this 
creation. Only calling upon whatever we choose to deem as a God”. 

It is so sad, but also so mad. NIPPON. The way of the Samurai have been 
described in many works of fiction. But can only be attributed to the 
Japanese author Inazo Nitobe (1832-1933). The work in question is entitled 
"Bushido". But duely note that the way of the Samurai died out long ago, but 
I dare say, some of the old traits might still linger around in the far East. 


ORIFICE 


Orifices rule internal fires in crowned eternals. 


DEMONICA 


Death enter mortals on necromancer's inner caged animal. 


INTIMACY 


In necromancy the inner matures all crying youths. 


HOOKER 


Hell's orifices own keen erectile release. 


SEX 


Sperm establishes xenomorphs. 


UTILIZATION 


Uterus treasure inner loads zealed as treasures in old nuts. 


BORDELLO 


Bitches orifices release Demonica's empty lost loads outdated. 


Bushido a work by Inazo Nitobe? Makes you wonder? Should it have been 
Nitobe O'Nazi? Or is that just, too simple a code in this day and age? 

So we will all have to resort to a new ruler dreamt up by a Danish Architect, 
so refined and complex and utterly fucked up that all lost their grasp of 
common logic. Talking about re-inventing the nerd's soup bowl. 


88. Poly Sapiens 


So I trust in the fact that all women grew into coldskins. So cold, that future 
tears from mankind's butchery, are impossible. 

So I have always been told that to be careful of what I wish for, but I will 
gladly fed on a garbish can, once more, so pains and re-enter me. But it is 
gonna cost you a lot more Whiskey. So much Whiskey so I can trim my inner 
organs, the Necromancer way. Embrace the old Egyptian lore of Dragons. 
Peeled to the size of a Skeleton. And yet, for the love of me, I cannot seem 
to spell the words horseshit or bullshit from the word Bushido. Yet, history 
itself, has during the ages always portrayed all kinds of warriors. From the 
Christian Knights to the Japanese Samurai. A long list of all known warrior 
traits. I have comprised the intel of warrior lore into the following sayings, if 
they be relevant to today's society. Well, you be the judge? 


1: All warriors know that they are mortal men. 

2: A warrior can read his fellow warriors like sand on a beach. 

3: Any warriors never consider fear, but always fear the unknown. 

4: A warrior might worry before any decision, before any action, 
but when active he is free of fear and worry and thought, 
driven by instinct. 


5: A warrior always thinks upon his death, the idea tempers his Spirit. 


6: Any warrior know that his acts are useless, but must always act as if 
he doesn't know. 


7: All seven samuarais lived by acts. 
8: Choose your path by heart. To loose heart is another lesson learned. 


9: A warrior has no honor. No family. No name. No country. 
He only have life to live. 
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88. Poly Sapiens 
Every act of war chosen, must be followed with acts of kindness. 
Any warrior may choose to be impassive and never act. It is his right. 


No warrior know of emptiness. He is always fulfilled. All is equal. 
Till the boredom of equality ceases his mind, so he can learn the gift 
of tolerance and patience. 


A warrior likes and dislikes in the same fashion. Just for the hell of it. 
All warriors must take responsibility for their actions. 


Not one warrior will ever know of hunger. 
A survivalist both know of hunger and of soul. 


Any warrior that show true intend makes him vulnerable. 


The left path is filled with traps. Always adapt and improvise a new 
way of life. 


All knowledge has death at it's central core. All warriors know this. 
All warriors know that death is a life companion, till his own demise. 


Warriors will rage war on old worlds with new weapons and newer 
knowledge. 


A Spirit warrior is not geared to win, nor loose. His last battle is to 
free and clear his own Spirit and his internal Spirit animal. 
The Daemon or Daimon locked internally. 
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A warrior knows that he cannot unravel life's secrets! 
Life! It is a sheer mystery. 


This world is encased with people, life and death. A warrior treats 
the world with endless mystery only to witness life's folly. 


Uncertainty makes us all alert. 

Death is the eternal companion, till you have shone your light. 
Have no remorse over your actions, doubt and refelct to grow wiser. 
Death is the hunter. The lesson learned is the very gatherer. 

Lure game into traps and lure humans by lore of Ancients. 

Always be swift and try to maintain your flexibility. 

Always travel lightly. Also know that hunger is a driveforce. 


All warriors know that the world is weird. Awesome, mysterious and 


unfathomable. But never stop to marvel in your track, it might kill you. 
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Make every act count. 
Acts hold power, yet every act might be your last act on this Earth. 


Always remain focused. 


Live every day as if it was your last battle. 
A warrior may hunt power, but always act like a warrior. 


Never show mood. Be weary of emotional blackmail. Bluffs. 
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88. Poly Sapiens 


Be human. Try to be humble, but rejoice in power. 

Life-depression becomes a way of life, but it is not a goal. 

Lucky moods are only short burst of life filled with life's struggle. 
Always act as if you know your shit. 

Never show remorse, never ridicule remorse. Keep silent. 
Self-confidence often backfires. Unknown reason unto us all? 

You cannot change yourself, but you can change the idea of Self. 
Always embrace alterations, but be watchful of habits and routines. 
Shaman warriors always listen to the internal dialogue. 


To change the idea of the world is the crux upon all Shamans. 
Only internal prayer can stop it. 


Learn inner vibration. Learn prayer, for thinking out loud. 
Learn silence to obtain the attainable. 

Humility is life's greatest challenge. 

Be humble, never be a beggar. But always permit beggars. 
Moods swing like seasons. Warriors do cry. 

Know of slavery, but never become a slave. 


The path between act and talk is a long road to travel and unravel. 
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All knowledge is peculiar. Details are in the devil. 

Always let love and knowledge come to you. 

When prayer stops the world collapses. Guard inner words. 
The world is unfathomable, but so are we. 

True battles are never won by victorious beatings by a bat. 


Cultivate feelings, but never fall into your own blendwerk. 
If you do, then have the courtesy to act refined in your nature. 


Doubt can also be a sign of heightened spirituality. 
No matter is simple. 


We might die hard, but never give in. 
Everybody will always remember an utter arsehole. 


Please! Know and understand that humans aren't objects. 


Young warriors takes things as a challenge. 
Old warriors takes everythings as a blessing or as a curse. 


Self-pity serves only self. But allow it, to find your emotional drift. 
Allow pain. Acknowledge pain, but never indulge in it. 

All paided favors favor the end. 

As you rearrange the world, then forget beauty. 


Be prepared for change, but never change. You are perfect. 
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Know that all habits require consumption. 

The real fight is on this Earth. 

Some Worlds evolve while other Worlds desolve. 

The core to it all, is Magic. 

Know that warriors always dwell amongst ordinary men. 
Offer a new life, but always stick to your old ugly ways. 
Most people love to be told what to do. 

What is power without purpose or goal? 

Allow others to dream of other horizons. 

There is knowledge of body, but there is also knowledge of soul. 
All energy turned positive will make you feel better. 
Enjoy the joy of infinity, while you still have the chance. 
Destiny must be based on free choice. 

We are all two-sided. 

All life have been granted the power. 

A cross-over is not an eternal life. 


Stalk before chosing your battleground. 
Always know your surrounding enviroment. 


88: 


89: 


90: 


91: 


92: 


93: 


94; 


95: 


96: 


97: 


98: 


99; 


88. Poly Sapiens 


Keep a check on all things in order to relax. 

Think before acting. Meditate upon your work to compress time. 
Look from behind the scene, never cause a scene, lest it's required. 
Learn endless capacity to adopt and improvise. 

Face time with a bend in time. You might be late for work? 
There will always be sadness and longing. 

You might be your own worst enemy. 

No path of knowledge is ever clear, only filled with obsticles. 
Turn your back on a tyrant, to become a martyr. 

Nothing is what it appears to be. All know of this. 

Also know that all unknowns become knowns. 


All soulless see truth as all living beings struggling to die. 


100: The undead are forever present. 


101: The worst that can happen to any of us is death, 


because we will have nothing left in this world to fear. 


102: Never venture into the unknown utterly unprepared. 


103: Shamans always link to the past. Linked unto Dwat. 


104: You might examine the past, but never dwell on it. 
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105: Spirits manifest to a warrior at every turn. 


106: There is indeed magical lore of mystery birds among us. 
But we all nest beneath their wings. 


107: Some Spirits can be abstracts that holds no "form". 
108: Never fight blind, never fight without a link or linkage. 


109: Shamans will always return, victorious in Spirit, 
with trophies from Hell. 


110: Every man is his own expert. 


111: Learn to be average. 
Never down yourself as an average. You are perfect. 


112: You might have been building a bridge, 
when you really needed to dig a tunnel. 


113: Always dethrone your self-importance. 

114: Shamans unmask to hide hidden veils. 

115: The human condition holds all the drama. 

116: Be rational, but never let it grow into greediness. 


117: Always gesture your residing house Spirits with humor and try to be 
in good Spirit. Holy be the blessed water. The Holy water. 


There you have it comprised intel turned into 117 sayings or words of advise. 
As usual the very notion of the entire warrior-macho retoric excites all men, 
but in return pisses off, alot of women. However, it has always been 
tolerated by our rulers, as it semmingly gets all the jobs done. Right? 

I will let time, be the judge. Time judges us all, eventually. 


88. Poly Sapiens 
Modern Japanese 50 


Shogun’s Samurai 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 
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A Laboratory Named EDEN. A child raised by television, eventually you 
begin questioning nature and your reality. Some believe that our Gods are 
Aliens? Some say, that the base of humanoid evolution are apes. So, yes. I 

do believe in Alien Gods as those engineers. The Bonobo breedings tells it 
all. What do we see? A green screen experience of wildlife, that once existed, 
already exterminated? 

In the church of KABA, stood a sister of the Benedicts. Sister Druce. She 
slowly undressed till she stood naked before the stone altar. Then she found 
her Ouroboros robe and cloaked her nakedness with it. She had always served 
the blessed Lady of Assassins, as a silent inquisitor. Her job detailed to kill 
and live off the intel. A job for a Job. She always moved silently as a serpent, 
like some mysterious wheel of fortune, that endlessy sought the old favors 

of the assassin blades. She always checked infant upon infant, so she could 
sought out the unbreakable ones. She sought above and below, she sought the 
outers and the inners. She sought the embryo and travelled the umbilicalcord 
unto divine motherhood. She always wore twins. The genetics of evolution 
and the true genetics of a newborn race of the Ouroboros. Druce travelled 

in her pregnancy, to the Steel tree, where the entity Sachiel, awaited her in 
the shades cast from the mighty red King Oak. Druce looked on Sachiel and 
said: What is an eternity, but time spend and wasted, in a dead equilibrium, to 
reach the renewal of the Ouroboros. Druce and Sachiel walked slowly 
towards the edge of the lake, which layed beneath the hill of the giant red 
King Oak. Suddenly an Archangel’s wings cast their shadows on both Druce 
and Sachiel. To their relief, they both knew him. Michael. Druce asked: Are 
we not mere dreamweavers that call on the profanity of ancient judgements? 
And Michael answered: So what! What is Thy verdict, of the just measure? 
Is it the verdict of a four leafed clover or the verdict of a five leafed clover? 
Druce sighed with relief: Argh. The dreams that we reap. Michael asked: 
Shall I call on the reaper? Druce looked at the Archangel and said: Do Thoust 
will, Michael, reap or sow, at thou leisure and pleasure. But know that their 
dead bodies and their freed souls will be linked to the inner chamber of a 
Pandora’s box. Then cast down into a watery grave, a Purgatory, surrounded 
by flesh eating mermaids. Those sleeping with the fishes and cursed by the 
Northstar. Druce sighed once more: The immaculate left us once more. So 
look to the red King Oak and gaze at it’s reflection, cast on the watermirror of 
the lake. 
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You will only find lost waterspirits whipped with the fire of the courtesans. 
Much like the heat of a jealous lover that tries to find the strength, to enter 
the womb, in order to cease a tomb. Sachiel broke the silence. Then know 
this. The red King Oak, is the true blood oak. Around it are the landscapes 
with rivers of blood, held by death warriors and their astralprojected shadow 
warriors, merely tending to the death call of a Malachim apple. So hexed and 
enchanted is this place, as enchanters walk the death valley accompanied by 
death Angels and Death Leech Kings. So was the ancients of Arks. A pact of 
tears, turned to stone by the gaze of a Medusa. A dark Archangel Khamael, 
appeared before them. He said: Druce, Sachiel and Michael. We all gazed 
into the Dragon’s shrine, but what were found? A thinker or a prisoner, and 
ask the question, does he even seek a free mind? Know that, Thou shall not 
kill is the very poison in any wedding, as Archangels only seek to utterly 
fornicate women, to bring Nephilim sons unto this Earth. Such are the dreams 
of most mortal males. Such is the temperance. Suicide can be of such mer- 

cy when stung by a scorpio. But know that revelation is the mirror upon a 
crown, that gives birth to thought through vibrations. It is truely the very wis- 
dom of telekinesis. An even greater King and a greater mirror, is the Moon, 
by a mirrored structure, holding the dawn. Druce said: We are the immortal 
retrivers. But the mortal flesh is the Bullfrog upon any hangman. Till mercy’s 
mystery let’s the skin fall from the strange fruit, hanging in red Oaks. 

Learn to know a Bullfrog’s kether. In the distance, an Unicorn entered the 
constellation of Gabriel. She dwelled in a sea of serenity, being guarded by 
ten wampires mermaids. And yet, truth has it, that, the Unicorn called for a 
lover, whereas the mermaids called for lovers. Such is a circle, half measured. 
Come to know the watercrown upon a mirror of the Narcissus. A dying rose 
by the name of Eros. Such an Unicorn has eclipsed into black and will be 
filled with lust and heat. Seeking the sex of the virgo and the heat of virgins, 
such pleasures takes place in a private sphere of a Highpriestess pyramid. But 
only to gaze upon an Adamas male of a cloned virgin, chained to the endless 
wrath of females, that were cursed in a golden dawn. Creatures that only wish 
for purity of water, the clean waters of mermaids. Such is the Highpriestess 
bless. Blessed to eat and blessed to fuck all male members. The watertree is 
the tree of the illusionist elites. Worn on the wings of a Scarab. It is the mind- 
watrior of butterflies that mirrored creation, creating the Archangel Serenity. 
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Those whom serve, seek the freeing of crosses by the hands of the hired 
impalers. But know, that a damselfly never will touch a male’s trusted fly. 
Because the soulreaper, the inner illusionist, fully knows, that the true trade 
of Dragons, are Dragons themselves, that extend their lease of the sexual just 
measure and releases. But ask this: Does a water grave hold a water grail? 
Like the mindset of the Archangels of ancients, utterly confused by the new 
princess of swords. Seeking the lore of Trinity and higher. A grail Queen that 
extends pleasures from the arms of an Octopussy, enslaved in a mermaid’s 
Kingdom. So is the Queen of torture, that transforms and shapeshifts into an 
Queen of Elves. And whom shall be crowned a King of such covenant? 

A treefrog named Osiris? He might be the princes of swords, but will he ever 
become the King of staffs? So cold is the magic of a Steel tree answering 
unto the magic Kingdom of a Malachim Blood Oak. May the ray of light be 
with the Ark keepers. The blessed mortals with angels erupting from within. 
A Chariot of grey, lays hidden in the dusty robe of an Ouroboros, cloaked in 
dawn. The Highpriestess is the magician calling unto Tzaphqiel, while the 
litewerm, drains all the trees from their zap. The litewerm is the firefly of 
wisps, the lords of the covenants. It is a sight and a sign of a higher calling, 
because all know that death was called upon and death was answered. So 
know that the circle of light, is an endless Dawn. Unbearable. A curse and 

a damnation, on mind and soul. The Ark’s sword in a dawn of stars. A grail 
guardian by means of telepathy tuned into telekinesis linked to the dead. 
Linked unto Dwat. Such spacefrogs are the Universals. Like the lost orphant 
children, hidden by cosmic nomads. The Pharaohs of the Holy voyage, the 
very grail keepers, locked in time. A Hierophant unlocked on dreamtime 
holds the peace of a clearvoyage. The clean sight of a blind mind. Resting in 
sleep stasis of the Ka. So the Archangel asked: What is the verdict to be? 

A fourleafed or a fiveleafed clover? And yet, all mortals of this world’s pure 
blooded naysayers will all ask the same question. They ask: You halfbreds 
have always ruled by four, crucified by four. But we ask, which four shall 
open the door? I ask you this: Have we not all looked upon countless catholic 
icons and tabernacles, calling for a higher intervention. Which are the four 
elements to be? 

ILN.R.I or LH.V.N 

Ancients might have claimed four pillars leading unto the heavens, but 
throughout history, noone have had the courage to judge. 
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So becomes, a full circle of any Angel or Archangel fallen, the wisps entering 
the abyss of stars. The night sky filled with dead stars. So mortals and Angels 
alike, can get enlightened, but only to fall, and to be cast into the very damna- 
tion, which is called life. And so, the Benedict sister, Druce, will undress, to 
reveal her serpent’s skin, to shed her skin, to enter light in an earthly church 
of KABA. A church surrounded by the round shrine of an Ouroboros. 

The father of lies. The father of silence. The father of the abyss. 

Rested is he, as always, in the heavens. Peace be upon you. Holy father. 
Amen. 


So we all seek our trades in life, producing our habits of the dead amongst the 
living. As when, I snake yoga and my curiosity leads me to lick my unwashed 
feet, and I get hit with the taste sensation of salted peanuts. And yet, I cannot 
help wondering, why the nail matter on my foot, aren’t situated, beneath the 
foot, for tear and wear? Much like the nature of the Equus, the Horse. 

And have we not all witnessed the wild horses, the American mustangs, 
displayed on television screens. Healthy horses, groomed by nature? Healthy 
horse with healthy hooves, running on the praire and on a rocky ground, but 
all driven forward by a cowboy with shiny cowboy boots and a bull whip to 
flock the horses, onward. Sure, it looks cool and fly on screen, such beautiful 
imagery. So we travelled to old Scotland. To go see the wild horses of the 
Scottish Highlands. Only to gaze on some dull grey critters of the equus, that 
peacefully grazed on the grasslands, till the hooves turned into a poulaine, 

as witnessed by an ancient turk, going cold turkey. Maybe it is a true sign of 
peace, the overgrown hoof of a poulaine, and thereby the pains of working 

a failed creation. One can only wonder if the horse, the Equus, derives from 
an earthly realm. I mean, if it were from lavalands, that devoured the hoof 
into an equilibrium of health, then, it would make sense. This world, surely 
doesn’t. Maybe, it is the price of peace? 

As goes for the claim of Earth (This existence), word has it, that it is some 
sort of laboratry. A lab, named E.D.E.N. But naysayer will undoubtably deny 
such allegations and say that such notions are far fetched. As noone of us can 
grasp existence, yet alone, understand the size of this Earth, it may have led 
to the notion of humans being a fixed race. And we as an race resorted, to 
tradition of myths, which maintain and uphold such a fashion of mindsets. 
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But I guess that we have reached a point in history were many individuals are 
begining to question various religions and the very fabric of religion, and the 
fabric, which gives rise to folklore and superstitions. But do not all persons 
question such factors in life? And if we first question religion, then we will 
have questioned the element of “God”. I do however think that countless 
many people still believe in God, but many people will have hang-ups, if we 
perceive “God” as a sworn element. So I am pretty sure that matters are being 
wheeled in a laboratory scenario, given this age. And yet, if all matters are 
grown within laboratories serving our own survival? Surely we wouldn’t fight 
such doctrines. But the hidden mysteries will always produce the sly remarks, 
which questions, any old lore. 

Life begins at birth, with the first breath? Meaning what exactly? Stillborn? 
Fetuses are not persons? Fetuses should be aborted as proof of adultery? 
Proof? As PROOF? 

God will rip open pregnant mothers-to-be? Israelite King Menahem ripped 
open pregnant women? God will kill unborn fetuses? 

God will destroy fetuses in the uterus? God will dash infants in pieces and rip 
open pregnant women? 

What the hell is there truely to conclude? Jack the Ripper was God? 

What ever ill it is? It must be a dead white element from stars that only can 
bestow it’s envy upon all life. I, for one, will never bear children into such 

an existence. So maybe, we are all better off, with turning a blind eye, to 

the evil eye and neglect unlawful needs, while exercise the lawful evil. But 
respect life, nature and trust in evolution and let things evolve by themselves. 
Trust in the fact that bad design, will eventually rid itself from existence. Of 
course, we might all end up looking as “Greys”. I, for one, am getting there, 
when looking in the mirror. I am halfway there, Hell, I might end up making 
the Emperor Palpatine, look like a young Adonay. Hoping for that Hollywood 
contract, that ever never entered my mailbox. Of course, my services are 
cheap, no make-up or special effects required! If I truely worshipped beauty, 
I would have turned to plastic surgery long ago. But with a bottle of Scotch, 
you look and feel like a dream combination of Tarzan and Elvis. 

Which brings me back to point of origin, being a child solely brought up by 
television and not by any sexual meat, that is, rendered unto my reality. 

But only sex rendered by television, displayed on a television screen. 
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So I guess that such blendwerk given unto us by the engine of imagery, did 
give birth to the cat phrase of Bastet: Seeing is believing. But what of touch? 
Hell, maybe such a way of life has been with us since the day and dawn of 
Noah, himself. So what has the engine become? Some dead monstrosity that 
seems to dictate all life and matter. A dead existence with a dead engine, that 
hold no thought nor intellect, other that the driven sexual element. Hence we 
all end up as sexual predators sooner or later, given the element of hunger. 
Interesting enough, how does nature, then portray nature? How will it choose 
to display and manifest itself? Is it not the trade of nature with nature of man, 
that brings about the element of comedy. The divine comedy of this place? 
So we all sit at home, sitting in the couch, having a peaceful moment with 
coffee and cake and watch the latest display of the great engine, the works of 
the greater blendwerk. We all witness, a great white Master Massa on screen. 
Some caucasian male with grey hair and grey beard. An elderly white male 
dressed up in his trophy Savanna outfit, to impress the local tribes of Africa. 
A learned Master about to learn all the natives of nature, a lesson, named: 
The nature of the beast? And so the great white Master heads towards a herd 
of Elephants. Of course the male bull Elephant charges towards the Master, 
to the surprise of the Masai warriors, that watch in awe. But the elderly male 
stands still in his trophy Savanna outfit, doesn't move a muscle. And the male 
bull Elephant stops in it's tracks. It stops charging. Then the white Master will 
turn around and inform all the black people, that his wisdom and craft have 
resolved a conflict without the use of any weapons. And so we all trust, that 
the great white shark is all knowledgeable of nature. And all African tribes 
applaud him as a real man, and gladly offer him the black women and virgins, 
so he can fuck his brains out. Such "white" chivalry has been going on since 
the bloody Cretaceous Ages. I guess the experts, that is, the black people, 
knowledgeable of black alchemy, know that chemistry rules our world. 
Maybe such knowledge are better left in the hands of real proffesionels, those 
trading in the black crafts. So we might inquire, the great white Master of 
nature, as to when he intend to make the bull Elephant charge again, but this 
time round during the mating season? Yes, chemistry is lethal. But I trust the 
black people of Africa will continue their traditions. Always watch the Lion 
pack and have the Lions slain a Zebra, the Masai warriors will take their 
spears and chase away the Lions from their prey. Then cut off a Zebra leg, 
from shank to the stifle (thigh). 
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Then the Masai retire from the Lions prey, so the Lions can return to their 
feast. So let nature kill on your behalf, but always clock your own window 
of opportunity, so you can eat like a true predator. Always let nature do your 
killing, that is a Holy trait, I would say. Such notions birthed the doctrin of 
always sacrificing back to nature. So most humans do, they sacrifice back to 
nature. Most people will refer to it as shitting of barfing after a heavy night of 
drinking. Pardon my french REVOLUTION. 

At loss for words and in better words, for better or worse: HOLY SHIT. 

So the question remains. We all know that chemistry rules our lifes. Our very 
own lifelyhood. Most actions are manifested through chemistry. Especially 

a life lived in the porno industries of the worlds. But I trust everything has a 
pricetag on it, in this day and age. The cost of a bottle of viagra .. etc. 

What ever floats your boat and mind. So what is the most toxin element upon 
an innocent mind that can produce such sexual chemistry? 

Dare I say it. Words! 

But is it all to be resolved by the use of dubbed imagery? Like some old 
soundproof studio from the 1970'ties? Then again, maybe we are better off 
that way? Maybe we are better off in such a fashion. But honestly, dubbed? 

I would like to know as to which planet you reside on, Good Sir? Pluto? 
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God’s War. Fact. God’s war is eternal. The war on the Serpent’s seed is a 
reality and a curse. Because God is that dead element, that haunt us all. 
A GOOD. 


90. God’s War 


AN EVIL. Just to state it for the record it has been debated who killed more 
people in the bible? God or Satan? 

And all the fly boys have worked it out from what is on record: 

People killed by God: 2.038.344 

People killed by Satan: 10 

God or such Godly element must love the world so much that he’s not willing 
to see anyone perish. Except for the people he doesn’t love. Ergo, he doesn't 
give a shit, so why should we? We the people! We the slaves...! 

Please note that the numbers above doesn’t include the flood genocide. 
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A BAR OF SOAP. 

The Bible tells us to be like God, and it is followed by the old testament, that 
page after page, describes God as the biggest mass murderer of all time. 

It might in fact be that singularity, that ancient claim, that finally will end all 
of religion. One can only hope. I have tried quite a few thing in my lifetime, 
like the fact, that I have been subdued to multiple lies and painfully have 
had to listen to countless old tiresome manipulations, been through countless 
ordeals of allknown mindfucks rendered unto mankind. 

But to be quite honest, I have never ever tried to die due to starvation. 

This might be a first. 
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The Animal. The Animal and the inner kingdom (pregnancy). 

At least a Raven mother will tend her chicks just as a Wolf mother 

will tend her cubs. God Ganesh and his many followers fully know: That 
nature is the biggest lab, in this creation, holding the trade of humanoid 
engineering of matter. Lord Ganesh had many faithers, a religious group, 
called the Holy Cows. Holy Cows do exist. But also know this, a true Holy 
Cow, is the sign of a cow with five titties. Five tits is the Holy sign of a real 
Mother. Such fact conflicts with the standardizations of the milk maschinery 
of the West. The milk maschines produced by the Viking Dairy corporation. 
And yet, I cannot stop asking, will a Cow in the future have 6 titties? The 
farmboys will attend the 6 titties, while the Anubis dogs will tend to titty 

one and titty two, on the sex clone between, Nina Hartley and Danni Ashe? 
The Unicorn Master looked unto the Horizon of Ignorances Bliss, with his 
Unicorn horn in his forehead, with the two full sacks beneath the horn, then 
he took a deep breath. The Unicorn horn was glistening in the Moon light. 
Master Yoda said: Always two there are. Hmmm. Uhm... there two ... always 
are.. Eerrh! You want to become an Unicorn master? You do not. But will the 
future detail a sexbot, each day, with adjustable titty size? Who really knows 
and does anyone care? Yet, many people still perceive free sexual acts to be a 
satanic element. I have read many satanic manuscripts, through my lifespand, 
so all that I can convey, at the moment is that true Satanism, is lost of God 
terminology. However, I have allowed myself to narrate some of the texts, 
that I stumbled upon. Regie Satanas. Ave Satanas. Ave Maria. Hail All 
Immortal Legions. Hail Satan. 1811 The Nine Satanic Verses: 

Verse 1: Satan embrace indulgence not abstinence. 

Verse 2: Satan is spiritual not religious. 

Verse 3: Satan condones deceit not self-deceit. 

Verse 4: Satan rewards Kindness not kindness to self. 

Verse 5: Satan avenges and never turn the other cheek. 

Verse 6: Satan demands responsibility from his Wampires. 

Verse 7: Man is animal, worse off than an Anubis dog. Man's divinity made 
him the most vicious animal of all. 

Verse 8: Satan embraces all sin that leads to gratification. 

Verse 9: Satan's best friend is the Church. It is the biggest enterprise upon this 
Earth. 
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THE FIRST AND LAST BOOKS 


TRINITY SABAOTH 
BOOK I 


1. Sound to the East, West, North and South. Death to the weak and wealth to 
the strong. 
. You have eyes, see for yourself. 
. I challenge both world and wisdom. I interrogate the law of man and God. 
. I question orders and commandments, alike. 
. | bow down to NOONE. 
. I drink blood straight from your artery, if need be. 
I am prince of Evil and King of slaves. 
. Free me from your religious dogma. 
. I do not debate. I rarely speak. 
. The Jehova is blind, and his scull is eaten by worms. 
10. Deathdealers deal success and hapiness. 
11. Laugh at anger and wrath. 
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BOOK II 


1. The crucifix is some meat hanging on a tree. 

2. Know to question everything. 

3. Death-defiant gather round me, for you must die. 

4. Dead hands sterilize the living thoughts. 

5. Duality. Good and Evil, were invented by three false prophets. 

6. There is nothing sacred about a Codex, be it hidden or unhidden. 
Not even a Codex 666, but it will bring food to my table. 
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7. He that is slow to belief fathoms the principles of false prophets. 

8. Dishonour us NOT. 

9. A great lie may build your throne, but truth will bring it down. 10. Enviro- 
ments change. No human ideal will ever stand through time. 

11. Dethrone both thought and action. 


BOOK III 


1. One man's truth is the other man's fiction. And profitable it truely is. 
2. The human mind is a hydra headed tree. 
A Medusa crown with a thousand roots. 
3. A lie becomes a life lie, indoctrinated from the mother to the child. 
4. Eat or get eaten. 
5. Love will grant you mercy and hate. 
6. Can a bloody victim ever love the bastard that tore him limb from limb. 
7. We are all predators by instinct, and if we stopped preying would we exist. 
8. Love is named a great teacher. It is merely the glorification by her eunuchs. 
9. What is the true GOOD, in the eyes of your friend or enemy. 
10. Philosophy will eventually become despicable. 
11. Do what you must to survive, no one can blaim you. Smite, if need be. 


BOOK IV 


1. There are cowards amongst dogs and dogs amongst cowards. 
2. Blow for blow. Fuck by fuck. Gloom by doom. 

3. Life is by far the greatest indulgence. Make most of life. 

4. Come to know: No heaven. No Hell. But only daily torment. 
5. You are your own redeemer. 

6. Religious people always rejoice in their own salvation. 

7. A steady job, is to awake each morning and count your bones [206]. 
8. Bless strong and curse weak. Both shall inherit the yoke. 

9. Bless the idols and wish for their power. 

10. Do your Ammon's horn answer to your cloven hoof. 

11. Be victorious for victory, although all is lost. 
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BOOK V 


1. Blessed are those with irons, any creature without iron will become poor in 
stature. 

2. Seek a rich life beyond the grave and perish. 

3. Those who adore God are mere sheep. 

4. If you believe in, Good and Evil, then you are in twilight fearing your own 
shadow. 

5. Do what is best for you. The lambs of God are cursed, 
bleeding whiter than their wool. 

6. Sprinkle bless on your enemy and make him a hero. To lead him by a 
mindfuck will make his death easier. 

7. Might of powerful minds wheel storms. 

8. Know, that NOT all Wampires suck blood.. 

9. Thrice cursed and thrice riding a hearse. You my friend are already dead 
and don't even know it, yourself. 

10. The eternal flame and soul of Angels dwell in the flesh of Satanists. 

The Luficerians. 
11. Have we not all wheeled our own brain and body. 


Satanism is a very interesting topic for me, like so many others. But I have 
noticed that most Luciferian literature starts of extremely hard and somehow, 
in the end of the book, things seems to brighten up. In some cases to such an 
extend that the writer's book becomes self-contradictive. 

Self-contradiction might be the disciple, much like a stale copy of the known 
Watchtower or a copy of an Awake. Always a glorification of God, the one 
singular God, raging war upon the serpents seed. Blah..Blah..Blah. 

Always steering away from the conflict of bastard children or the Nephilim, 
totally disregarding race, genpool and DNA. Never addressing the issues of 
children brought into this world by Angels. 

At the end of the book, that I currently am reading, I stumbled upon some 
highly interesting Enochian texts linked to the Bible. Therefore allow me to 
dive into the subject with some minor narrations to fit into my Codex 666. 
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THE 19 ENOCHIAN UNICORN KEYS 


Ist Key: Lord of the earth. I am the same, worshipper of the highest King of 


3rd Key: 


Hell. 
2nd Key: 


You, the spawn to the worms of the Earth. Arise me first and last. 
For I am him that liveth forever. 

There are 13 ages of rendered time, that is the truth, on my account. 
That is what records show. In Satan's name rise up. 


Ath Key: Arise pleasures unto this Earth. Visit upon Earth so your reign can 


5th Key: 
6th Key: 
7th Key: 
8th Key: 


9th Key: 


bring forth Angels. 

Two pillars supported a third pillar, upheld by the myst of mysteries. 
Include and indulce us in mysteries of Hell. 

Praise your own creation, within this creation. Am I not allowed to 
praise my own Codex 666. My OWN creation? 

Never insult a soul sitting in Ammon's seat. The inner creature that 
feeds you. 

Houses and temples rest midday. So Dragons rejoice in crowns and 
robes. I can always find a fig leaf in the nearest garbish bin. 
Winged Angels with Hellblades rule as ministers. Their mouths run 
with seas of red blood, their brains covered by crowns. 


10th Key: A land in which no birds sing, but only silenced by might of sound. 
11th Key: Enter the house of Death, for I have prepared a place for you. 


I am the true worshipper of flesh that liveth forever. 


12th Key: Legion is the great army of Hell and their Lord reigns the Abyss. 


Hail onto the Lord of the Pit. The King of Hell. 


13th Key: The swords of Knight's templers hold the bitter sting of 


the Scorpions. Move and appear. Worship the King of Hell. 
The Lord of the pit. 


14th Key: Know that, I am the same. A devout servant unto Hell. 
15th Key: Winged spinners in cobweb weave the Earth. Move and appear. 


Worship the Lord of the Pit, O' King of Hell. 


16th Key: Inflamed is any house of justice, this Earth holds none. 


Move and appear. Hail the King of Hell. 


91. Animals 


THE 19 ENOCHIAN UNICORN KEYS 


17th Key: Thorned wings will tear mortal flesh, to bleed the anger of wrath. 
Anger released upon a dead Earth. 
Loins lost in mystery of creation. Dragons born out of the mighty 
Serpent. 
18th Key: Strength through joy cannot be measured. So unlock the portals, so 
I may feed on blood. Move and appear, King of Hell. 
19th Key: The Enochian count of the number 19. The Unicorn number. 
Know that the pleasures of first air, depends on your wind. 
The flatulence of your greedy Omnivore gut of rotten souls. 
He that sits in the inner throne knows that she has come to govern 
the Osiris into different parts. Her glory will always be drunken 
and hexed. But ask: Do not all numbers differ in qualities and 
quantities? You must never judge a flower with eight flower leafs, 
take one flowerleaf aside and glorify it? You have ruined it. 
Each flowerleaf is unique, despite of equal looks, you know not of 
soul. Souls rendered by the Lord of the Pit. The King Of Hell. 
I will piss on your grave and bring the flowers upon your grave, to 
the nearst brothelkeep, and give flowers to a whore. 
But with a bit of the Spock logic, I advise you to remove the 
flower, before you piss on the grave, the poor girl of a whore might 
end up as a German piss mature. 
As a final closing remark, then I truely cannot claim to be Holy. I don't 
even consider myself to be a religious person. I trust in the fact, that I never 
will become a religious person, with the life that I have lived, why would I 
become religious? As goes for the path of my father, then I am truely afraid to 
ask. But if my free will were the root to all of his problems, then I truely want 
to apologize. But I were unaware of such jealousy and hatred, that fell upon 
an old Scottish house. Some whitered tree on a mountainpeak. Therefore, I 
don't really like people, because I have reached the state of an Empath. 
But it doesn't make you a bad person. A recluse, surely, but not all bad. 
Somehow, I think it runs in our family. Might be the last of a kind, but we all 
kinda heard it before. Hence "the last of the Mochians", becomes "the last of 
the moccasins". All walking around barefooted looking for fig leafs. 


92. Sarcophagus 


Sarcophagus. Did we fully understand the medical teachings of a most divine 
Holy Sarcophagus, as in the perception of it, as a hibernation or a transit unit 
answering unto the realms of the dead. 

REQUIEM * Mumia. Coisiche Craiceann. A sarcophagus. Cupa bais 
graine. Cupa luchd-coiseachd taobh a-staigh craiceann: Chadhaigh 
treadee sum al zeemonos leerdozos ter apaxodos ser narum doee insula 
meernadonas cannop 4 est dira manee leeridirah sum al eme nepy tyree ara 
paxadaph a ser a nephilaxum é em suree la axa zueema nevarapus canupee 
hexa emnapa dee zumanoos tres livros rosapax lera paras zeemana 
ylpretras sansee a sguernaighd naidh ashda sampreas a zu lee 
panaclarahedh lessooe nomedias sum a est la termaxus leeverdos tempt ser 
na manaas canda hee seer a am hee tur deera nee am he zurnamas ler el 
sum as partras sampra zeemanos al vie termos lotus permante queernada 
cheernobyl seer na mas am @ hanahee hee na terna trass sur é meenes. 
Zurdanos tres é leer todeeros ser ma le querta livras del sum terra. Chan 

e seo a 'chiad fhear ser maas hee na mana hee seer trusoodos al meer sur 
de la é martrades el merto sim el la saztus em la apaxodos tremee lee teer 
he ma he dermana kha serna am axo merdas qui terras am a sturpreedres 
simpres al mass Hee nama an kha da hee sur le lerduum keirdass am a 
dermendtes kansa é leer dermatras kunna hee namas see la vie de termes 
du cupa deo mortess a graine minimess mer al macimess sum merdierium a 
mustry al mindoor as Anna Hee sur metriees can leer zumdee. 

Dertorioos zam al cermanas zur trelees am na hee namahass bear 
choidhaighd canaidh derneedess zum trees zum pradas am a leer di treross 
am da hee. quirditorous am he danass al mass ser de lupass am Anna 

Hee mer ditermoross alas seemos tres de manahees leer trivorum vie quidi 
toros mer al daras. Anna Hee zur meer am althighnite claidh al coirdstag 
zu meer namas hee tree voroous alla hee na daal na hee namadas seer 

lee seer votorus am falltiloss zur geirdh am axapolux zum meerdalass am 
serrilus kernaa trass am a kernovous lux meer kana serma de volutorious 
chaidh coisiche Craiceann am Anna Hee trou lorres mer al é sermenas ler 
troudous vie ceirdh cherinoidh sernaras meer heartossloss am craighd as 
keernaras tempre zum dios dia a benite leer queerumanas cenn naigdh mer 
trio del daal chear Rous am a mer todataloss nama hee cemras zu teerass 
am a kervous é del daal todataloss. Robooter sur meer al 

a herstigoss claidgh ambaird ‘nass ser mas vooduus. a h-uile cail. 


92. Sarcophagus 


92. Sarcophagus 


93. BIO suits and A.I 


Bio Study Of An A.I (Artificial intelligence). The biological study of an A.I 
and the frozen human heads in the Alcor Corporation. Conclusion: There is 
a time for holy shit and a time for unholy shit. But it has resulted in a lost 
world without any Sacramental rights nor any obligations to the dead. 

No Shrine. 


93. BIO suits and A.I 


93. BIO suits and A.I 


94. Monogamy 


Monogamy. Fact. Monogamy and Incest are anti evolutionary vessels and 
sacred marriage is just another lease upon the ownership of flesh. There is a 
Mary, in the word marriage. But marriage is sacrilege, genetically speaking. 
And some of the Catholics, those that embrace the earthly realms of the God 
rendered intellect and the lore of the unwritten. The pedophiles, will gather in 
groups and say: By desiring a tiny, a well hung man becomes rich. 

And so it came to be, that a ban was introduced so no persons could gather 
in groups, bigger that the mosquito count of three individuals? Once a pack 
hunter always a pack hunter. But know that it is the matrinoy of the dead. 
Joining above as below. When all sane nature joins above, in order to divide 
below. Sexual. So know, that all churches, synagogues, temples are erected 
for the sexually broken, which most of us are. And know that the great Taj 
Mahal, isn’t a palace, but a tomb. So we all end up in such a fashion, given 
time, sooner or later, and yet, do we not all seek some sugar, do we not all 
seek some bread, meaning the money. Do we not all drink Whiskey or oth- 
er alcohols, when times are tough? Do some of us not sit down and curse 
the very existence, in the company of a well earned Whiskey. Damning our 
own path in sin, seeking an end. Are a person, not allowed to curse life, if 
pains are too great to carry, in a red chamber. Are we not allowed to utter the 
words: Damn it to hell? Maybe, that is the picture of the human condition. 
Yet, others will call it human misery. But trust in the fact, that such are the 
realities, for many heavy users. So the next time, that you spot, one of those 
famed excentric multi billionaires, that stand in the street, as a homeless. 

So rich and excenric, that he literary eats strait out of a garbish can. Then, 
you might consider buying him, a happy meal. He knows where to stick the 
famed Mattel Matchbox car (the toy in the happy meal). 

But is it thought turned in actions? Fantasies turned into reality? 

And amidst such twilight we ask: What element were here first? Reality or 
fantasy. And what gives birth to the first born? It must be love, surely. 

Much like the old tantrum, what derive first in the human mind? Speech or 
thought, the ability to think. And were it meant to be turned into order? 
Truth stranger than fiction, like the strange fruit hanging from trees, in Texas. 
So there cannot exist one truth, only a given variety of many interpretations 
of multiple truths. Is thought the fathering element, that create such a great 
vastness of manifestations? Monogamy can only be a falsehood, surely! 


95. Polygamy 


Polygamy. If only polygamy were real, it would safe alot of gen-pools. 

But if the elements of the wisps, the holy spirit, is a mere projection from our 
kethers, our crowns, then we might have a problem with the Astral projection 
from the crowns. Houston? Serving the 415 is the lore. 

Fucking whore upon whore, sperming hole upon hole. Yet, it is an illusive art, 
for the part of many fellow human beings. Know this to be true. 

Yet, in regards to religion. Then the elements of religions and faiths are a sign 
of polygamy, itself, is it not. Countless religions, so many they could father a 
thousand nations or more. So what will I choose as my next convertion? Can 
you even convert into being an Atheist? I trust a logic answer would be: NO. 
I do not consider myself as an Atheist, although my father had high hopes 
that I would go into such a non-religious state of existence. I trust, that it only 
tells as to his own sufferings in regards to questioning his own path in life. 
Yet, somehow in the very end, I fear that each and single one of us convert to 
an Earthworm. Being fed to the worms. That is, if sacraments still do exist. 
So I will convert to an Earthworm, given time. But dare I say it, I truely do 
not believe that the human intellect will follow such a worm. 

Yet, in hindsight, we all know that every male upon this Earth, this rock, have 
daily conversations with their Earthworms. If their conversations hold any 
sign of intelligence are highly debateable. But any jerk-off session with our 
Earthworm do engulf you in pleasure, of that I am sure. 

Sadly, but most importantly, it brings about the very element of freedom in 
religion. Freedom of religions. Does it even exist? 

Surely, our ancestors agreed to freedom of religion, to secure individual 
thought, to secure individual mind and will. A birthright for each and single 
one of us. Securing free creative minds. And, mystriously we all witness, 
survey upon survey on the wire, trying to tell us what to think? 

I trust that somewhere someone or "something", truely believe that we, the 
humanoids, aren't capable of individual thought and reasoning. 

Which is extemely frightening, to say the least. 

So we surf the internet (the wire) and find all sorts of madness to entertain us 
on an hourly basis. As long as I am entertained, then I am contend. 

I trust that fact goes for most people. 


95. Polygamy 


Sometimes we come across, certain mind provocations, that urges us to think 
for ourselves. Oh no ... an individual opinion? Surely ... not again! 

We find ourselves lost in surveys and charts, found on the wire (on-line). 
Like this following chart: 


Hindus: 13.26% 
Muslims: 21.01% 
Christians: 33.32% 
Atheists: 14.09% 

Other Religions: 12.48% 
Buddhists: 5.84% 


A bit provocative, I would say. How would "they" even know? A bit like the 
elements concearning your parents death and demise? How would "they" 
even know? But a chart neatly arranged, to convey a global order upon all 
things spiritual? Order of religion? And if your own religion are the very 
crafts of creativity? Birthing the very question, why was this old mundane 
survey conducted in the first place? To conjure up conflict or to secure peace 
of mind, for the things and crimes that I have commited in the name of 
religion? I might sound like an old fart, I just might have to say: 

If only religion was a personal and an individual right, for all of us. 

If every person could write their own religion? 


But such reality doesn't even exist, now does it? Not on this jailcell, called 
planet Earth. A prison planet of sorts. 

Still historic elements of observation haunts us. I cannot stop wondering 
about the Hindu word of Krishna and then look upon the Christian word of 
Christ. Somewhat simular in appearance, I would say. Yet, thousand years 
apart? If my memory serves me right, I do believe that the old Trinity lore of 
the Hindus consisted of : Shiva, Vishnu and Brahma. 

So any logic to it all? Maybe the very conclusion that most of us consider a 
recorded history to be at least ten thousand years old or even older. 

Hell, given such intel, is history a mere fabrication? Maybe the reason why 
some still cling on to old books, despite the modern information age. 


95. Polygamy 


When you think about it? I mean the countless many names of Gods and 
Goddesses, yet alone, the very number of religions? I mean the count of 
names, naming an endless array of entities? It could fill countless libraries, 
for all eternity. maybe the very reason why some individuals choose to stand 
up for their own rights, and literary thanking "God" for turning them into 
Atheists. 

Of course, the pagan Christianity, have always sought the patriarch elements, 
being portrayed as the very element held by the sons and their fathers, only to 
proclaim, the female uterus as being the HOLY Grail, itself. 

Yet, with some irony, we all ask to which element that truely holds life? 

Is "God" a male or a female or even an androgyne creature? 

I know that the line, "Fuck God!", will anger certain devout followers in the 
doctrin of "God". But said with all modesty, if "God" turns out to be a real 
stunner, a beautiful woman, and a goodlooking one at that, then a truthful and 
a sound question would be: Would you fuck her? 

I trust in the fact that all women come to know of their own blood. 

If not? I would state for the record, that there is something wrong with the 
entire fabric of the Maternal life. The trait that some will call: Fallen. 

A true sign of cult worship. But they still have a right to exist, surely! 


95. Polygamy 


95. Polygamy 


96. To devour a human corpse 


Consumption. Consumption of human flesh in form of the E-numbers 
(Ecology). But I will state for the record, that Mummys are a tad chewy. 
Literary. Like a bad steak served on a stake. Christo Constantine. 

I do, in advance, apologize for the eating disorders that these following texts 
will produce. But the very autopsy of Tutankhamon, unto the revered body 
of Christ, has resulted in such nightmares of dark mysteries. But in regards to 
food, certain issues kindda pop up. Well? They might actually feed me to the 
poor! Will we all end up in a can of tuna, which might be human bodies, but 
fed to us, under a crown of mentalism? Such notion of madness, enters your 
mind. Is hell of such a depth? We are always taught to taste everything in our 
path. But I cannot stop wondering about certain of my own odd and weird 
experiments. If you lick your unwashed feet, they kindda taste like some of 
those salted peanuts. So is it the salted peanuts that tastes like saur feet or is 
it the saur feet that tastes like salted peanuts? If the root of reality holds such 
an unfathomable depth of faulness, then the smell must exceed the bogging 
of tired feet. Just saying? And why is it, that kidney beans are named kidney 
beans? Due to the shape of a human kidney, no doubt. But how do we even 
know the shape of such a kidney, which is an internal organ of the humanoid 
bodies? Ever pondered such riddles? A bit faul, I know, but I am just getting 
warmed up. As goes for the Nosfera Bloodbank, then be sure to consume, a 
daily amount of B-vitamins, when you enter an older age. Homo Sapiens are 
the food of Gods. Human beings are the food for Gods. Sexual Predators, that 
fuck, eat, sleep and shit. And in such an order of sessions. Some will call it 
clean. Hell, some will refer to it as Holy. Certain individual will always seek 
a wheel of fortune, in a carnival of wheels. And some will still stand by the 
words, that the pen is mightier than the sword. And yet, I laugh at such folly, 
because someone have witnessed the pencil in a man’s carotid artery. 

And upon such a dawn, I will say: Sure, who doesn’t love the sight of a 
pencil launched in the carotid artery of a school teacher. But remember, that 
in a more civilised era, a more civilised time, we were allowed to launch your 
fangs and drink strait out of the carotid artery. Hell, back then, you could 
even eat your neighbor, when the bru money was low at the end of each 
month. As goes for the toxic element of food preservations, I cannot help ad- 
dress the issues concearning food security of canned or tinned goods. There 
has been progress since the rise of the Nazi regime. The lead is now out of 
the cans, so we don’t see signs of lead poisoning, anymore. 


96. To devour a human corpse 


A further development could be an inner sterile seal, that doesn’t give of 
polutions from the inner seal material. But know that you cannot find trace 
elements, if you dont know what to look for. Logically speaking. And yet, I 
keep finding me in the everyday mysteries, as when a coldskin of a 
Demerzel says unto me: That black people tastes funny? I assume that she 
just ended her shift, at the local brothelkeep, where she eagerly sucked the 
cocks of eleven black males and swallowed all of their sperm. But did I not 
warn her years before, about such a hell of Semen. 

(Editorial note: not seamen). I warned you years ago, in the necromancy 
brothelkeep situated in the Jutlandish town of Roadlaugh. Didn’t I warn you, 
before you felt my thumb up your arse, didn’t I warn you, when I fucked you 
in the arse. Such are the memory of a hindsight. But in my sparetime, I often, 
wonder how such female predators spend their time, their off time. Their own 
quality time. Demerzel problably walks into the kitchen and makes herself a 
cup of tea. An Earl Grey and a Butterscotch. Boy, those are fattening! 

She sits quitely in the kitchen drinking her tea and gets lost in thoughts and 
philosophize upon life. Wondering if sperm cells have any calories to them, 
any nurichment? Then she later on, in the evening, returns to the kitchen to 
prepare her evening dinner. Some boiled pasta with a can of Uncle Ben’s 
Meatballs in tomatosauce. And yet, she stated that black people tasted odd? 
Double standards? I have on ocassions tasted the revered Uncle Ben’s dishes. 
It is totally, a okay. But I wonder if black people tastes like the famed Angus 
bull meat? The sellling line is that it has a powerful taste to it. I can swear to 
it, I could barely keep it down. So if the Angus, are black people, fed unto 

us under rendered mentalism, then I would agree, to the fact that they taste 
funny. But in regards to the good quality canned foods these day, then the 
alchemists have out-done themselves. But we still cannot escape certain 
scientific facts. Air is bad. A Vacuum is required. A seal on the meal. 

But I trust my sister knows and will swear to the fact that air is BAD. 

As when the day arose and uncle Bob answered to her household to visit her 
and her children. Yet, all of a sudden uncle Bob, accidentally breaks wind and 
cleared the house. True story. Air is bad. Trust me! 


96. To devour a human corpse 


I truely wonder, have anyone ever said or told God, that he is dead? 

I guess that Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche, like tried and died. 

Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche. German (15 October 1844 — 25 August 1900) 
He was a German philosopher, cultural critic and philologist whose work has 
exerted a profound influence on modern intellectual history. He began his 
career as a classical philologist before turning to philosophy. He became the 
youngest person ever to hold the Chair of Classical Philology at the 
University of Basel in 1869 at the age of 24. Nietzsche resigned in 1879 

due to health problems that plagued him most of his life; he completed much 
of his core writing in the following decade. In 1889, at age 45, he suffered a 
collapse and afterward a complete loss of his mental faculties. He lived his 
remaining years in the care of his mother until her death in 1897 and then 
with his sister Elisabeth Férster-Nietzsche. Nietzsche died in 1900. 

Couldn’t do that to my sister, surely! So is it not funny, that despite those 
historical events of change, then we, mankind seems to repeat history and it’s 
mistakes? Many people cling unto their bibles. All three of them. Be it a Holy 
Koran, a Holy Torah or a Holy King James Bible. Yet, can we not all agree 
to the fact that they, all three, are remains of old Abrahamic religions, that 
only produced traditions steeped in folklore. Some will state that the name of 
God is Jehova. But only due to the fact that it is mentioned in the King James 
Bible, that originates from the year 1611 AD (Anno Domino). 

But I for one, have looked upon bibles for the last time. I have read my last 
hebrew letters, besides, I only want to remember the lamed, due to the fact 
that the sign, is the sign of the Serpent. But I am done with old lore and law. 
Be it a Torah, a Koran or a Bible. It is the same deal anyway. So I hang out 
in my Darknest, and as I daily witness the flashing of lights, surrounding me, 
it bears witness to the elements which some will refer to as ghosts or Gods. 
But, whatever the thing is, it doesn’t manifest in the flesh, so I can only 
assume that it is dead. Whatever it is. But those elements have been around 
me, since childhood. I will say, that you will get use to it, eventually! 

But sadden truth is, we never ever do, we can never recover. 


96. To devour a human corpse 


And Emperor Palpatine contemplated upon the Trinity lore holding the 
Divinity door, and he thought: Is it this shit, again, or is it the actions of 

a Sith Lord? 

What ever cause, it is the doctrine of a fly’s measure and can therefore only 
be ruled by ciffer. The question can only be [1892] and the answer, to a ciffers 
riddle, can therefore only be [2]. So I will state: And if, such answer, renders 
you a great ease of mind and peace upon your soul, then cease it, for my 
mind, holds no peace. I will always inquire to the fish. Is the fish shitty? 

If in doubt, you might, need a dram or two, a stiff whiskey, to set your mind 
at ease. And so is the Christmaseve, for a majority of people. A whiskey, after 
you have consumed your Chirstmas dinner, a can of sardines. Asking: Did 
John, head towards the East, this time round? Human condition? Well, it is 
the condition of the sardines. To eat or not to eat, that is the answer. 

Yet, such a sworn fact were once upon a time rewritten by sonny boy, in the 
skin of William Shakespeare (bapt. 26 April 1564 — 23 April 1616). 

Those famed lines of Hamlet. To be or not to be, that is the question? 

Well, did I not provide an answer? Eat shit and die. Right or wrong, you be 
the judge? Maybe the answer to the riddle is that we all eat shit and die. 

That is a tradition that we all can count on, life. Eat shit and die, and most of 
us do, trust me! Yes, I have been surviving of canned goods for entire decades 
and I trust that I barely will make it to my 70th birthday. Whiskey is that 
expensive, the golden drops of the barley. Malt Whiskey. 

But what is the Holy grail for consumers, this time round? Ecology. Well, 
sure that label will sell as good as anyother given label. Ecology, fine by me? 
But if you ponder the very idiocracy of it. If the future production has root 

in ecology, then it will only result in the ecological foods being canned in 
canned goods under the new label. ecological canned goods. 

Because we cannot support the entire world, without food preservations. 
Pretty simple. Idiots. 


96. To devour a human corpse 


Novena for the consumption. Holy Dragons, our deliverers, prey for us 

and pray for all the souls in Purgatory. Grant us the allowance of 300 sins, 
through the coarse of 100 days. The Holy consumption begining on every 
11th day of each month, given the lunar circle. O glorious Queen of all the 
heavenly Dragons, whose sacred hearts hold the Holy twin genetics of the 
immaculate. The sacred and Holy temple of divinity. The trinity door leading 
unto bless and into bliss. May my voice drown in the choirs of Angels, that 
celebrates your truimph. “Winter is coming!”, for all of us, in the season of 
treason. All those slayed in the blood quake of the Serpent. The very Serpent 
that had no possession of earthly matter. No earthly possession of in a dead 
fallen world. But know that the unseen treasures of heaven will be restored. 
So distribute wealth and good will toward men, so they may restore and form 
any alliance that serves our survival. Look down upon the banished children 
of Eve, with compassion, although a heart might be rendered heartless, of 
Osiris. The heartless. Above all, lift us from the shadows in the valley of 

the dead and fear no evil. Guide us towards true humility, so we are granted 
tenderness of hearts. Humility that doesn’t judge the values of earthly origin. 
Know that, the flesh is joined whereas all known things of the earthly matter 
are detached in the service of a ruler’s duality. The Cobra and the Vulture will 
feast on every dawn upon any Kether. That is the HUMAN CONDITION. 

As we all are born in such a fashion. It is the Holy Serpent’s dual tongue, 
seeking the truths of a Gecko. So judge with purity of hearts, in such ways, as 
were granted unto Christo Constantine. The ancients of known tale. [2135]. 
The most ancient of tales that still cause our souls to despise this Earth. 

Yet, receive, the sinners, as serpents seeking the eternal joys of the greater 
voids of the greater blendwerk, rendered by 666. The joy, which no eye has 
ever seen, no ears have ever heard. News, that thrills the heart, but only can 
be felt by an Osiris. Osiris, the heartless. Such are the traits of an Empath. 
But never ever burn a book. Never judge a book by it’s covers, but by it’s 
content, well devoured, awaiting it’s Holy sacrament, to be upheld. To see 
publication in broad daylight, to be read amidst twilight and to be ruled by, 
past Sundown. A book well devoured by mind and not by a bondfire, that lays 
priceless knowledge into ashes. So grant release. Like the cloning, of two fish 
turned into five thousand fishes, to feed those poverty striken by mind and 
heart. Amen. [1455]. 


97. By my coins and of my loins 


Theory Of Heredicy. Are breeding even real? And is heredicy just a lie? 
I, for one, don’t know the truth. Does any of us? Less a mother unto a father? 


The 16 comprised extracts of the main Holy Chapters. 

16 poetic devotions of comprised intel. 

Extract One: The free men, the desert warriors. 

Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. Dwat - Necropolis 
Of Ancients. Where fremen and free men dwell as kindreds. Yet, know that 
most women are as an opened book, whereas most men are illiterates, in 
regards to the Dragon’s lore. And some men will only find closed books. The 
silent lips on the Ouroboros. To be met by the silence of an Ouroboros. Such 
vanity of this Earth. Imprisoned souls, seeking freedom, to be incarcerated 
from within by a cloned rib of an Adamas. Like black alchemy travelling 
virgin paper, baptized in fire by soul. Forsaken deeds by their Victors. The 
burning of books and lore, because some wrongfully claim that fire can read? 
Extract Two: The unity of the Ouroboros benedicts. 

Know. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. Khu - The God Energy. 
The benedict sisters have always been told to travel to the eye of the world, 
although, they known, that they, themselves, hold the eye internal. The vain 
effort to build a Sun upon a son, when they know, that the Sun, repells all, by 
Sethian lore. And yet, most benedict sisters end up with the dead crown of a 
Natus Mortalis, only to suffer the purgatory of their own minds, which often 
is followed by the trades of the flesh and the soul. Gravity’s dawn in dusk. 
Extract Three: Their prophets and apostles. 

Comprised knowledge is also knowledge. Ka - The Spirit World. Benedict 
prophets and apostles have throughout the repeat of history, always answered 
unto the eternal three. Guarding the Trinity lore, the old divinity door, leading 
beyond the reach of mortals. The sacred memory of our ancestors. History’s 
repeat of Trinity lore: Osiris-Isis-Horus calling unto Jude-Mary-Christ. And 
by the coins of the benedict sisterhoods, the three organisms did try the theft 
of divinity lore, to seek the ownership of the flesh. The body of Moses. The 
body of Christ. The body of Mohammad. Three unclean Spirits, locked in the 
stasis of the Ka, trying to turn lore into a God given law. When you, by now, 
should know that life holds none, other than the lore of life itself. That which 
is unwritten. Such is life. Peace be upon you. 
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Extract Four: The resurrections in the necromancy. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Ignis - The World Fire. Know, that the fire feeds off the Oxygen, the Air. In 
return, the Air feeds off the fire, a joint venture of a destructive and a creative 
element combined, the Holy fire. Therefore be careful with the vibrational 
choice of words, that travel the Air. Your speech. If you must choose words, 
then choose wisely, as words might often lead to actions. Therefore treasure 
the death by words, the illusive element of death, and not the death of the 
mortal flesh, that often dies, sexually unresolved. Propulsion nonetheless, 

in a world that fell long ago, as birth is fallen, fallen is the birth. 

Extract Five: Hell and purgatory. 

Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Regno - The Kingdom. If you truely seek a rule of mortal flesh, then would 
you not tend your own flesh? Tender meat needs tender care, till hardened 

in resolve. But as women know, certain men will act in the most secretive of 
ways, and whisper from brother unto brother: God, the old salesman is very 
much alive! Then those brothers will gaze unto the heaven and ask: Dear 
God! I don’t ask for much, but I will ask you this. Can I please get a top bitch 
and a buttom whore, my own personal sexslave and a harem to go with it? 
But more importantly, what will it cost me? And the answer, in all likelyhood, 
descending from heaven unto an earthly Kingdom, might be this: It will cost 
you an arm and a leg, my Son! And so the brothers, the men endulced in such 
fantasies, will ask: So what can I get for a rib? You will most likely, be called 
to witness the haram within a harem. Adamas damnation. 

Extract Six: Heaven. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Caeli - The Air. The vibrational air of words, giving birth to the chemistry, 

in an unsheltered mind. Hence, the term, ignorances bliss. The sexual usage 
of bodies under free will and act. Giving birth to the following terms. Fresh 
Meat, Fuck Meat, Sex Slave Meat, Pro Fuck Meat, Own Personal Sexslave, 
leading unto the sexual misusage of the Suck & Fuck Deatheaters. So do 
know, that the word paradise, rhymes with the word ice. The terminology of 
the coldskins, that will call unto the needs of any warmskinned, that still is 
alive. The heatseekers known as Jinns. They have had many names through 
history, the name of genii, jinn or Djinn. Such elements dwell in the Ka, 
answering unto the Elo-jinns of heaven and hell. 
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Extract Seven: The Elo-jinns. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Nox Atra - The Night. I will ask you this, does the night hold the promise of 
rest and peace? Like the Moon, an orbiting morningstar, that oversees and 
guards the Earth. And do the black cloth of the pikesmen, the servants unto 
the Wampires Hominus, not hold the trade of independence. The butchery of 
freedoms. The wings of the Homo Nosfera. Volucrum, the winged creature of 
the night and of the flight. But I, strongly, urge you to believe in the unseen. 
Such creatures can manifest within as well as they can manifest without. 

I ask you. Have Arabs not embraced the gravity of the Earth five times a day, 
for countless centuries, in utter fear of the unseen? Have faith in the unseen. 
Heartless is the heart of Osiris, guarded by Isis and watched by Horus, as 
testament, the tears of Horus, that falls like gentle rain in the night. 

Extract Eight: Angels. 

Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Terra - Mother Earth. This world is such a treacherous place, with the unseen 
quake of the blood butchery. The red quake of blood, that reveals your own 
footprints in the fabric of existence. A world so hard, that Medusa, herself, 
shed a tear of stone. The Moon. Some claim that an earthquake is the very 
orgasms emanating from angelical beings. And have you once entered such 
bless, then it is all that you seek, till the end of days. But beware of Coldskins 
and the Demerzel. She seeks such orgasmic heights, through cold murder 
and evil butchery. To incarcerate your soul and subdue you, to her will and 
desires. She, that is barren within seeking the source of life, itself. It is the 
profanity of fallen Angels in a promised lease of purgatory holding death. 
Extract Nine: The devil. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Alba Aurora - The Day. Can you trust in the light of Day. No. Can you trust 
the mirrored madness of an astralproject. No. Can light be false light. Yes. 

A Djinn entered the seat of Ammon, within a crowned Lord and said: I will 
create a mortal from a cracked clone of a Coldskin and mend it into shape by 
the use of black goo. And when I have fashioned it, you must adore it. And 
all the Angels adored the creature and named it Eblis. The devilish Creator 
spoke: O Eblis, thou wasn’t created in the liking of a golden calf, but you 
were forged in a sea of lava and you were rendered cold skin of a Coldskin. 
So you could show the world creator profanity, to prove the profanity of God. 
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Such curse is upon all Angels, till their day of judgement. So Eblis, seduce 
the adulterous breeds of Earth, seduce them all together and safe the servants 
of the Serpent. Know that God, can never hold any authority over serpents, 
because heaven and hell is the promised land of duality, granted unto them. 
Extract Ten: Ordained destiny. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Materia - The Matter. The brothers will say: Stay at home. Because the lesser 
wing obeyed us and the greater wing didn’t kill us. But ward yourself from 
death. Tell a lie of a liar, to seek his truth. Every clock holds time, but no time 
is rendered a heart of the heartless. A blind rebellion will only wander into the 
oblivion of lost minds. So use the whip on old beasts, but set aside beauty, to 
be sexually used. Harnish the zest of beauty so male members will rise. But 
never tell of time, but treasure the moments of eruptions. And know that the 
fast, has been on the neck of very man, so terror will not strike them in the 
hour, where they travel the gutters in abandonded streets. The profanity of 
God. Gutting, soul upon soul, upon the altar of falsehood, named life. So flee 
life to meet death, in a valley of lost kings. Death is such a rule of crowns. 
Extract Eleven: Prayer. 

Know that. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Dimidium Vita - The Half-life. Recite prayers from within and prey without. 
If a male says my cups are half-full and a female says my cup is half-empty. 
How does that make you feel? Much like a child that will ask: What do you 
get when you mate a cat and a dog. Simple, the logic answer is, a Fox. 
Maybe the reason why it is raining cats and dogs, and yet, an question arises. 
Will Demerzel call unto the Ancients using the tongue of Poseidon, will she 
choose to open up the portals of the Neptune to flood the Earth, once more? 
Extract Twelve: Charity. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Aqua - The Water. Water on dry lips is charity. But what kind of charity are 
the eatables, in the twofolds of a cloning? Can you extend such wealth and 
not extend your male member at the same time? Is it allowed to retire such a 
butchered member? We all see the visible and believe in the unseen. So we 
do know both elements. So sound reason, we cannot touch the unseen, but 
choose to believe. Like the unseen element of the tears from a Coldskin. 

The very charity of chastity, which is false lore in life and false towards life. 
We all know this, to be true. The reason why some people choose to fast. 
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Extract Thirteen: Fast. 

Know. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Dolor - The Joy. The Ramazan. The doctrine of selfawareness, in regards to 
your body’s individual burn and the doctrine in living with the imbalances of 
foods. The teachings of seeking balance in body and mind. The teachings of 
the sound measures. And yet, one cannot help wondering. If you choose to 
serve death unto Death, then why do you eat? The response of the elders, will 
be, that I eat, because I need to survive, the fastings of souls upon dead altars. 
Extract Fourteen: Voyage. 

Know this. Comprised knowledge is priced knowledge. 

Mortuus Est Vita - The Dead Life. Can an ugly pilgrim be called a mage? A 
voyage towards foods and plentiful plentitude. So do we not all travel life, 

in order, to enter the realms of the dead. The account of history called those 
dead realms, Dwat or Duat. And have we not all been hired as operators to 
experience the deployment as realmwalkers into dead realms? Some will 

say, that to travel, is to live. And yet, certain elements will ask: Why would I 
choose to travel, when death follows in my tracks, in the blood red dawn of 
a Serpent’s quake. So am I wrong in the assumption that any pilgrim might 
turn out to be a great mage. A good cook? I have been in the hands of many 
samaritans, so I do know that generosity exist. Good people do exist. But 
some of us has been through so much bullshit in life, that good shit, feels like 
a set-up. A fixed rendered trap of death. A broken clockwork. 

Extract Fifteen: Bans and moderations. 

Comprised knowledge is knowledge. Gaudium - The Pain. Moderations 

to prevent alterations. Do we not all sin and profit from sin. Profit from the 
actions between brother and brother, from sister unto sister? And all will ask, 
but shall we all profit the same? But I cannot help ask the question, has any 
ban ever been profitable for any given enterprise? In a ban lays, the safety of 
protection. But never protect, in order to destroy. It is utterly UNHOLY. 
Never burn the tobacco, nor the mariuanna, in a witches bondfire. So why 
would you proclaim it unhealthy and unholy? Who are you to judge? It is 
supposed to go into your pibe or joint? Smoking. Bonging away. So I trust, 
that, the religious bans, are the bans upon the dead. Those servant of the dead 
that climbs through the tomb, to enter the womb. But I trust, that such a ban, 
is in place to safe women from the toxinity levels, that in some cases leads to 
birth defects, and the deformity of the genitalias upon some of us. 
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Extract Sixteen: Covenants of the divorce and it’s treaty. 

Natus Mortalis - The Born Of The Dead. Knowledge is knowledge. The 
pagan traditions and it’s lore of dragons, is what runs through all scriptures, 
in their true essence and can be comprised into a shorten, yet a powerful intel, 
that will enlighten you, in your freedoms. In laymen’s term. The pretend 
marriage, in honour of the lamb. A pact on the mortal flesh and of eternal 
soul. Divorce can never be a crime. But ill tempered adults in the presence of 
children, is a crime. So I reason you, if a man marries four women, and yet, 
he puts a fifth woman aside to grow love? And if he fucks all his wifes, only 
to let the fifth woman burn his rubber? Is it true love, does he even love her? 
How will such a man be percieved in the eyes of sisters? Have you ever put 
any woman aside and asked to her needs and wishes? Maybe the highest wish 
for some women is to be rendered barren of children, so she can escape the 
dreaded ownership of males. But the law of the jungle will always look down 
upon her, so males can subdue her sexually. Yet, some men will consider such 
creatures as female slaves. Some will even call them: Wife? So, to judge a 
heartless, is the lawful evil. But should it be tolerated? So if you do divorce, 
set the women free with kindness and generosity. Try to be the bigger man, 
although our nick might be “Tiny”. When women reach the end of pregnancy, 
then separate with kindness or substain by kindness. But always try to respect 
the roots. The children. I stated it, then surely, I have tried to turn lore into a 
God given law. I have taken a stand, as the fourth organism, trying to render 
life unto Earth. But will I stand by such sworn facts? Given the account of the 
prior three organisms that got killed to end up as Djinns. I will choose to seal 
my lips and wear the dusty robes of the ancient Ouroboros. Silence is such a 
peace. Eternal rest. End Extract: Convertions. 

Pray this. O sacred heart of Osiris, sent from the Ouroboros. Heart of Osiris, 

I trust in Thee. I have full faith in my inner Kingdom, I believe in the seat of 
the soul, that is to come. I believe in my inner Kingdom. Praise the sacrament 
of Ammon’s seat. Divine heart of Osiris, convert the non-believers, so that 
their mortal flesh will die and their souls delivered to Purgatory. Ouroboros, 
have mercy on my body and soul. Sweet heart of Osiris, I love Thee, day by 
day, as I live and die, day by day, only to follow night. Meek and humble is a 
hungry heart. Sacrament of Ammon, inflame our hearts with holy fire, spread 
the bless of water upon our thirst. Ouroboros, source of life, have mercy on 
us, SO We may perish in peace. If Thou must be love, be love imitated. Amen. 
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Schrédinger’s Cat In Pandora’s Box. Quantum Mechanics that lead Pandora 
unto a curiosity so great, that she opened up her box. Asking: So what is a 
subatomic half-life? Maybe the element of a human consciousness. Can it not 
hold both? The element of life and the element of death? Light and Darkness? 
Being alive and being dead, in the same moment of time. That element is 
called meditation. Thereby, securing the future actions of self, so it may hold 
on to the love of a treasure. 


A Google translate experiment. Internet, Intranet or Skynet. International 
web, Internal web or Heaven's web. Maybe something fishy like the notion 
of a fish that grew some legs and evovled into a humanoid. How I do miss 
my fish and chips, served with salt and vinegar. Yet, I will ask: Do stars from 
the heavens fall into a sage in order to sing the most treasured Angel song of 
the ancient Malachimera? Such is the stale nature of old tongues on freshly 
slaughtered meat, only wishing for sexual flesh. Would heaven be of such an 
abyss, holding the morningstar, the Moon, as a last resort. The last weapon? 
Dreaded and feared are all elements steeped in gravity, only resulting in a 
dead world with no Angel song, least it be of the Malachimera. The Question 
of human origins? Asked by all orphants. Where do we all stem from, if not 
our mother? But does it hold the answer of origin? Maybe ask Mother, the 
onboard computer system: Is my Ka, my pod, safely secured in the abyss or 
whereever it resides? 

While others that serve the black dusty robe of the Ouroboros will look up 
on Ursa Major and gaze upon the small star, that appear to grow dimer and 
dimer. We have all witnessed it's dim light. 

Yet, sometimes Merak, miraculously grow bigger by operational procedure. 
As goes for the element of gravity stuck in a dull Earth life, we all know what 
happens when we run out of paper. So I urge you all to improvise. We might 
all have to resort to hand jobs and sign language in this dreaded place. 

Yet, onboard some vessel, the doctrine of old Crones is to go down on their 
worn knees and literary blow air upon your cock, to teach the word 
terminology for the word blow job. Will such air fill my sails? Finally, as 
goes for origin, then surely, it could be said that our origin, in the eyes of 
women would be men. In the eyes of men it would be women. 
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Binary. Yet, we all have to consider the trinary in regards to children. Some of 
us call them, God's imbeciles, but in a good tone. Yet, all of us have travelled 
those shoes in our childhood. Childhood, being the element of origin, that we 
all remember and the misusage of white magic, that went with it. Some of us 
never ever want to return to such origin. Truth said. 
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99. The nephilim is grown outside the uterus 


Nephilim Thesis. The nephilim thesis of the fallen angels that brought Sons 
unto this Earth, that is the ancient lore of all Serpent’s, that hold life within 
their loins. As proclaimed by the last man out of Babylon. 

May the mountains speak and the rivers run. 

Such a religion was once upon a time, referred to as Ra’s Legion. 

[503.8] 

Some comprised intel, yet a narration in the eyes of others. The mythical 
tale of Gilgamesh has been around for ages. Note that he appeared in the old 
Sumerian Kings list, named as the fifth King, Uruk. 

Yet, noone knows if the old Babylonian tale, within the ancient Babylonian 
Black Talmud, still is around or whether it got burned long ago? 

But to most people versed in religious texts and lore, is is old news. 

The neverending reoccurance of the fifth King? Many names given many 
different eras. Be it Uruk, Anubis, Seth, Yeshua, and undoubtably many more 
names unknown. But is it not the same old mystery of a numeric count of 
five, proclaimed to be satanic. The demiurge, the halfblood, the hybrid, the 
last one of a kind? Yet, if you gaze upon old Egyptian tablets, then the Sth 
element is always followed by the 6th element of the Lioness. 


Enkidu 


Any throne of Anu is good enough for Uruk. Uruk’s sons lose fathers, as 
fathers lose sons. Husband lose wifes by the fault of a Gilgamesh. But in all 
honesty, is it not the trait of setting father against son, and son against father. 
Most do, whilst proclaiming the prize to be the honey and sugar of devout 
Goddesses, all devouted to the worship of you. Which never takes place. 

All elements fallen knows, that all is locked in simulation. We reside in a 
dead world, that fell, long ago. 


Humbaba 


Gilgamesh has fallen in might within terrible twilight. And his unborn sons 
will speak his name in pride in the days to come? I ask, how can that be? 

I was individually been deemed as a demiurge, and is all barren of sons and 
daughters? A shapegoat cloaked as sheep, lost among howling wolves. 
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The bull of heaven 


Apis, the Bull. Another bull fornicated to praise the Queen of heaven. But I 
ask, why would any mortal even contemplate marriage, when the Queen of 
heaven has her eyes locked inward, into the blue of heaven, serving the demi- 
urge of the Demonica. 


Search for everlasting life 


The search for everlasting life, is an old tale, that still lingers among us. 

The fountain of youth. Yet, is it not a Scorpion King called unto the might 
of Gilgamesh to ask: Why have you come here, unto Earth? Earth, being the 
last outpost in the galaxy? I know that you are here, I saw your spaceship in 
the heavens. Yet, I am still locked in gravity, I have never entered any of the 
vessels, that I have witnessed. So a sound question would be, are the vessels 
mere holograms projected unto this Earth, by sattelite technology? The birds 
orbiting the sphere of Earth? 

And yet, we all know, that a might of a Gilgamesh will cloak his speech and 
say: I had a friend who died. Because of him, I return to this place. 

But all Babylonian witches and whores, will utterly muck and laugh at the 
Gilgamesh, then ask: Your dead friend, would it by any chance, be your own 
dead son, any chance? What are the odds? 

Sometimes a long Stretch, is the timespand of 50 Earth years. Ridiculed. 

So witches always ask: Gilgamesh, why didn't you just put the baby in the 
oven to begin with. Baking the infant so his soul could open the pit. 
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THE BLACK BABYLONIAN TALMUD 


(The numeric count of five in the word Dragon) 


11. BIKOORIM 


Bless internal Kingdoms over our reign in majesty. 

1. Purple beyond red is the colour of the heart. 

2. The worthy has the right to ridicule. 

3. Make yourself known unto the elements. 

4. The law is for all. 

5. Reveal your soul and uplift your spirit. 

6. Know what is your and hang on to it like your life depended on it. 


22. MOED KATAN 


My own eternal died. Kingdoms are tight as noose. 
1. Thrive in your element. 

2. Fear not! Fear not faiths nor Gods, nor anything. 

3. Independence of any race, gender and creed. 

4. Question everything. 

5. Every number is infinite. 

6. Create your will and will your love. 
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33. BABAH BATHRA 


Birth at breath assigns hell. Birth are the hidden rings assigned. 
1. Hail Dragon Trinity of Babah: Salute Solstice and say: 

Mighty Keops. I tend the Air. 

2. Hail Dragon Trinity of Babah: Salute Equinox and say: 

Mighty Sphinx. I tend the Water. 

3. Hail Dragon Trinity of Babah: Salute Solstice and say: 

Mighty Serpent. I tend the Fire. 


44. BECHOROTH 

Birth external crowns. Hold onto riches owned through hell. 
1. There will always be creatures and creations unknown or signs. 
2. The medium manifests the creations. 

3. No sacrifice. 

4. Zero does not exist as you exist. 

5. Glow from the inside and shine. 

6. Be animal, refine your nature, control your rapture. 


55. PARAH 

Ptah answers Ra asking Horus. 

1. Shit burns. 

2. Books are created out of ashes. 

3. Never bullshit a bullshitter. 

4. What doesn't kill you makes you stronger. 

5. That which tries to kill you, mutates and tries again. 
6. Eating a cookie, won't kill you, lest poisoned. 
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66. OROLASCH 

O’ Ra. O”’ Legion. All secrets create hydes. 

1. You never know which way the cookie crumbles. 

2. Never bite the hand that feeds you. 

3. You cannot draw blood from a stone, unless you throw it. 

4. When you need to go, you need to go. 

5. If attacked by a knife, RUN. 

6. Money talks. Bullshit walks. 

7. No greater power than goodbye. 

8. Thou shall not lie, less an lifesaver. 

9. Why throw a rock? If you can pebble a pebble into Granddad's shoe. 

10. If NAPALM is : Nuts. Avocado. Pineapple. Apples. Leech. Mango. 
We might all end up loving the smell of shit in the morning. 

11. If your master excelled in the art of milking a Spider. 
Then you must excell into the art of milking a Crab Louse. 


100. Paranormal is quite normal 


The Dead Realms And Paranormal Activity. You are not crazy. My whore is 
your whore. Believe in yourself, first as last. You are not mad, but you will 
become mad, as Hell. The ageold conflict is REAL. You are not paranoid and 
you are not crazy. BETTER BELIEVE IT. 

Ever since early childhood, I have felt hauntings. In fact, for as long as I can 
remember, I have been haunted. I have been mentally unstable, in countless 
scenarios, through countless situations. But somehow I always seem to get 
through, by the use of certain literature. Therefore I would like to touch up 
on the terminology, that brought about some mental stability. Know that the 
unseen exists. But the unseen is a oneminded side of nature, yet it, holds both 
elements, meaning good and evil. Not necessarily pure evil. But most of us 
consider it pure evil, due to it’s nature, that is hidden. But psychic attacks do 
occur and there are tell signs of the abusive nature. Therefore we must try to 
understand. I try the best I can, day by day. Ergo, there are some treasured 
terminologies, that I would hate to loose: 

Hypnogogic Vision: It is the state that lays between sleep and being awake. 
Sometimes creatures blow in your ear at night, you hear knocking sounds on 
your doors. In laymens terms, things that go bump in the night. 

Sleep Paralysis: It is the most frightning thing, that I have experienced to 
date. I went to bed one night, exhausted by manic depression. Days prior to 
the incident, I suffered from short breaths and had problems breathing. 

I often sleep by a light source, due to nightmares. I went to bed, fatiqued, in 
the night in question. I awoke past midnight, totally paralysed, from head to 
toe. I couldn’t move my body at all. Upon my chest sat a creature, which I 
later have dubbed the “Rake”. But in hindsight, I think that the creature, or 
the image of it, was projected to me internally. I couldn’t move and it was as 
if time stood still. Then my body returned to the “living”. I will never ever 
forget it, rest assured. 

Nervous exhaustions: 

We that awake in the vibrate hell of the incarnates, often get exhausted by the 
endless kill orders, that we sometimes hear within our vibrational reality. 
Some of us gets so tired, that we wish for our own death. Hell, some are born 
with a deathwish, then again, aren’t we all? But remember to sleep. I know 
that you can’t sleep, then lay down and rest, with eyes closed. Know that 
some of those suffering are on their feet several hundred days without sleep. 
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Loss of strength under attack: 

When attacked you will often feel a total loss of strength, a fatique so totally 
overwhelming, that you fear to faint. But in most cases when attacked, you 
often suffer the ill of seeing red. Those that have experienced such sessions 
or hexes know it to be true. You loose conscienceness and wrath fills you, 
enough anger to clear an entire pub. I have been through such ordeals, 4 or 5 
times in my life. You will never ever wish it upon your worst enemy. 
Changing temperament: 

You will many times suffer from the twofold of mentalism upon your crown. 
Being stuck between the polarity of right and left. That is what leads to the 
ills of apathy and result in a very passive nature. 

Astralprojection: 

There are very few tell signs to the astralprojection from a crown. The very 
astralprojection from the dead. The only tell signs are often the looks upon 
the faces of the people that surrounds you. People gets frightned when it 
occurs. 

Manifestations: 

Know that many manifest, in order to fall, so they can continue the pleasures 
of the fornicate, and the fornications. Those of the cross have always thought 
the behaviour a tad odd, and it usually results in them becoming sexually 
broken. Know that, the Churches are for the sexually broken. 
Materialisations: 

Many servants unto the Knightmare Orders, often play you at night, solely 
to seek entry to steal. All of a sudden a carton of cigarettes vanish, at first 
you think of it, as a minor memory loss. It isn’t. Miraculously, things in your 
home keeps disappearing. But things can even get worse. Have you ever sat 
down and witnessed your belongings disappear into thin air, in short bursts 
of white light? Have you ever entered a home of riches to awake in an empty 
flat, with only one madress and a blanket? 

Hauntings: 

The flies on a shit or the bees around a honey pot? A distinct difference, I 
would say. Best guess is that we all suffer from both ills, in the roller coaster 
of life. The haunting is the outside that enters within you, to briefly strike you 
with madness. The eyes internally locked inward into the blue. 
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Wampirism(Vampirism): 

It, if any, also hold the trait of duality. But cannot change the fact that to drink 
blood is an external act. The pierced skin of the victim. Whereas to feed of 
another person energies, is an internal act. 

Repercussions: 

Some will refer to it as a flashback. But it is often related to actual physical 
violence, that later on gets projected into your memory. As goes for violence, 
then know, that most creatures for some reason attack the temples. 

If struck very hard you often loose conscienceness. If struck minor hard, you 
can bearly stand on your feet. Such acts of violence are later being misused to 
grow fear internally. 

Scents: 

Simpel intel. If you haven’t showered for several weeks, then sometimes you 
get hit by a scent of perfume, or other scents. It’s Spirits that enter internally. 
Of course, if a scent, becomes so potent, that you almost cry, you need to hit 
the showers. 

Phantom pains: You might get a sensation of Phantom pains, some internal 
pains and feel certain imbalances, in your regulatory systems. One way, to 
get through such ordeals, mentally, is to tell yourself, program yourself, and 
continuously tell yourself, that it all is in the mind. I urge you to read up on 
the phenomena Pscychosomatis. 

Psychosomatics: 

Psychomatics are the symptomes of illness felt, although there are no disease 
present in your body. Some Pscychologist will suggest that it is brought on 
by your own mind. In my mind it is closely linked to possession and the term 
Telekinesis. The vibrate hell often brings about such an vibrational reality. 
Manic behaviour: 

If you ever feel the bottled up energy, reaching an high and you become 
manic in your behaviour, then we all urge others to relax. But we also know, 
that they cannot relax. You need to find your own balances thereof. 
Poltergeist: 

The haunting element of Sprits breaking through from the other side, 
manifestations, like your doorhandles that moves, and there is no one around. 
Or in my case, when the lower cabinetdoors in my kitchen keeps opening and 
closing. You will say it is due to timelapse of memory. It is not. Saw it real- 
time. 
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Outbreak of fire: 

A past memory, that I survived. The murder attempt, on me and my mother 
commited on the opening day of the blockbuster “Star Wars”. 

I was nine years of age. Know that when fire erupts it travels with such a 
speed, that it is frightning. But, in hindsight, one cannot help thinking if the 
entire building was stacked with wood logs before hand? Either that or my 
fright had reached such a level, that it introduced a false perception of time? 
Maybe some sort of timelapse. Ergo, I do have time issues. I think most of us 
have such time issues. I hope that I have nine life. 

Nature possessions: 

Know that some animals are possessed. They can therefore read you. Some 
animals can other can’t. Ergo, they can often feel your own possession, when 
they are in your prescence. But also know, that if the Cat or Dog attacks you 
it is due to your own vibrational reality. Masters often say, never show any 
sign of fear. But hey, really? 

Etheric projections: 

The Phenomena is often described to others as the glow of a halo upon the 
head of another person. A higher light and a sphere around the head. 

I do have memory of it, around age 3 or 4. But such visions left me when, 
they clipped my wings. 

The pathology of non-human contact: 

Often referred to as “Greys” or as “Reptilians”. But as we all resides beneath 
our crowns, then we rarely get a glipse of them. But truth is stranger than 
fiction. Believe you, me. 

Ceremonial Magic: 

The Kabbala, is the western magical tradition, the occultists swear by. 

It is the worship of the ancient paganism, with those trait, the worship of the 
tree of life. Which often is depicted with 10/11 spheres. But some will refer 
to the spheres as Chakra’s, but to the extend of my knowledge, The Chakras 
is of Hindu origin and can therefore not be Pagan. Maybe, the East tried to 
change the viewpoint of wodden boy Pinocchio. Regarding the human neuron 
network, within the human brain, we must have passed the count of 10 or 11, 
a long time ago. I always stack knowledge into the count of 16. 

Lilith of the Qabalists(“The counter parts”): 

She is often described as Samael’s counterpart and the mother of demons. 
The Lurianic Kabbala of Sethian lore says that Lilith is the escaped wife, that 
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rooted the Cosmic chaos. The Cosmic forces. Lilith, being the flying Lady of 
the night, held by darkness. Sethian lore states that she, Lilith, was conceived 
as the first original woman, created long before Eve. 

Cling-Spirits: 

Know, that I have been in countless mental institutions and been in countless 
Rosicrucian homes. But be forewarned, when you enter a mental institution, 
a nuthouse, you never ever leave “alone’”’. I call them Cling-Spirits. Most Star 
Trek fans will problably refer to them as Klingons. But that is why I always 
anger, everytime I see adults, stigmatized as mental patients, and they get a 
visit form their children, inside the nuthouse. You should know better. 

So, the art of adding two and two together, might take a thousand years, like 
timeless sand erupting in the dusty deserts of the Ouroboros robe. 

I will urge you all to read the works of Dion Fortune, although some will say 
that they are outdated literature, those books did help me alot. 


Let us all prey 
ALMIGHTY ASSASSINS OF THE SACRED SCARY 


Look upon the bodies of your precious and well belovedth whores of the 
HOLY Mother Scary of Mockdasin and give them care of hearts rendered. 
Praise the satisfaction that she grants you and renders unto you, on behalf of 
sinners and her many massinaries and assassins. Grant them pardon after a 
full release, because they only sought your mercy, yet thy Serpents, know that 
your heart holds no mercy. Pray that it is the self same serpent of Osiris, the 
heartless, who lives and reigns with thee, in the unity of the Holy Spirit, the 
Holy Ghost. The redeemer of blood. As Etelenty is for all eternity. May the 
Scared heart of Osiris, inflame the heart of a heartless, to become a massinary 
faither. Yet, many sheep will continue to presume missionary position and 
pray that “God” will mindwipe them of all memory of sex and sin. So lost is 
this world. So fallen is this Earth. Only capable of the creation of martyrs. 


Aspiration. May the Sacred Heart of Christo inflame our hearts in 50 days 
worth of 101 sins in a passionate Payday. 
Amen 
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The Ancient Gnosis Of The Nosfera. One on One. Two Wampires fangs and 
in between, in the middle, the tongue touched by the lore of mystery, from 
within enchanted shadows. The Serpent upon the Cross. The 26 stations 
under the Holy Cross. The Dragon’s lore beneath it. The gnosis of the 
Nosfera Alpha consisting of 30 stations unto the Nosfera Beta’s 42 stations. 
A fullblown madness of 42 till 45 stations. Birth. Gnosis, the signs and 
marks, from beasts. Any mark is a sign of intelligence, 

even the infant doodlings from a mere child. Therefore protect it. 

My laments of two wasted lifes, left behind. My all powerful confession by 
an empyrean seal. A testament concearning the fallen surface world, known 
as T.E.R.R.A, mother Earth. Under the rule of the Wampire Lords of Gnostics 
and Gnosis. The Homo Nosfera, that in ancient past, got hired to wipe out 
the Neanderthals, pound by pound and scull by scull, by the broken bones, in 
the mire of lost minds. Although, in some cases, safed by the crossbreeding 
and some interbreeding. Yet, fully knowing that the greater apes are our true 
origin and offspring, our genetic source. An awful truth, that is, if you have 
suffered from love, within the cradle, of the sheltered sphere of life. 

A testimony in which I humbly confess that I deliberately have sinned against 
Thee, all powerful God. All powerful Mother Prime. Sinned against God, in 
God, and made myself a sinner in your presence, whilst being in the sight of 
an appointed god, he being, out of God and Spirit. I became the most criminal 
of men. Became to become nothing. I willingly accuse myself before Thee, 
all powerful Mother prime. So come, therefore all you angels, to surround 
my prison shrine by the Dragon. Come all to known the dreaded imbeciles 
of God, so that I in your presence can publish my 300 sins with a clean heart, 
answering unto a doubtful mind, watching the heartless heart of the Osiris. 
To publish my books and my diaries of confess, so that no enemy can have 
any advantage over me. Conseal my 300 sins by lies told by liars, to reaccuse 
them in the presence of my Lord. My father. So most men, will proclaim 

a prime mother turned prime evil. Yet, with a signed contract of the heart, 
hoping that heaven will rejoice. But do your confess in the solitude of your 
sanctum, your abode, your home. High and mighty Mother Prime, 

all powerful God in God, destroy mine enemies and crush their sculls by the 
hellblade of a serpent’s tongue, so the soil can absorb their blue blood. 

Grant me and my eternal soul mercy from the spirits conjured to scatter 
hearts and minds. Testaments of dead scripture, resting on pikes. 
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Pikes erected by the pikesmen of the Wampires black cloth. 

But have mercy on me and on all newborns, that are summoned to the dead 
surface world of the Nosfera. 

But know, that I was from the tomb and entered the womb. I was crapped 
through a vagina, to rot in a fallen world. Only preying and praying for my 
Requiem, a boneyard for the sculls and the skeletons of mine enemies. An 
Eden of rot. Summon hellpipers from the Highlands and summon Grim 
Reapers from the lowlands, to feed with lust on the living, in their broken 
bones of their inner sanctum. The inner Kingdom. The salty garden of Eden 
turned into an Aden of hearts, watched by the heartless tombguardians and 
guarded by the faceless. A torn ribcage of a hellish Marrow Monk, will seek 
the inner throne upon your temple, the temple that is upon our temples, 
linked within us all. Deathdealers of Requiem, showing the vicid blood of a 
Wampires Hominus, the masters of deceit and the fathers of all lies. Leading 
to death of lies, only to show truth of life. But know that they will devour 
any given calory, on any hungerdriven organism, granted unto them. So is a 
low fattening diet. Feed, my Son! But also know this, my Son. The word will 
always transcend from the father unto the son, it runs in all families that draw 
breath. To serve light within any given night. Know that: The skindead are 
dead and knows absolutely nothing, hence the skinwalkers are neither dead 
nor alive, therefore not skindead. Yet, all the skinwalkers yearn for the status 
of becoming a skindead, to be locked in stasis of the Ka, unto death, itself. 
Such priceless knowledge dwells with the synagogues of the dead by Christo 
Constantine. The synagogues of the dead, sheltered within twilight. 

So pray that both Kingdoms will be beneath your feet, the realms of hell and 
the realm of heaven. May the hours of internal operations, in an hourglass, 
strike between my right and left hand, and may my body act in accordance 
with transcended time. Those that seeked glory have touched my shoulders as 
mere Ghosts, in the wake and in the path of my kills. A path proclaimed to be 
victorious by dead victors. But please ask this: Is there any mercy or justice, 
in an equilibrium of nature, if it did not bring forth our splendors? 

Any understanding to the words: Wisdom is a crown for fools, then grant 
unto me, a crown. 

A crown of poverty will always shelter and protect your own riches. 
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The Holy Spirit guides us to the two pillars of Malkuth, The pillars of Earth. 
But know that between those two pillars dwells the element of heaven and 
the element of hell, but also know, that they both support the edifice of the 
winged temple of the Nosfera. But pray that such temple never will have to 
answer to the morningstar. O Ja-Bree-El. O Ja-Bree-Al, hear these words 
from aboard the Ouroboros. Binah, will you become my dark love? 
Chokmah, will you become my white love? 

May both of these loves enter the heartless stasis of the Osiris. 

O Tiphareth, the duality shine within lights, my beauty of beauties. 

My pearl, my Eblis, assist me in the name of Adonay El Shaddei. 

Cherubs be my strength when stones enter the hearts of our sons, the sons of 
orphants, laying on the sacrificial altar stone. May angels of Shawomane and 
devils of Pebblesome, strike with the strength of stone upon my crown, to 
crush the infidels and awake the bloodlust of the Nosfera. Be you a brethren 
in the saying of a name, granted from an amen. Then, let the Sandman enter 
with angelical song to safeguard the angelsongs of Malachim, then let the 
Malachimera unlock the flesh upon her altars. Adonay El Shaddei, most 
powerful. El, most strong. Adonay, most Holy. The trinity will cease the tau. 
Shaddei, most righteous, cease the tau. The begining of the end. Like the 
nature of an Ouroborus, that devour it’s own tail. Know that the circle has 
established all. So is the peace upon hearts, with all known Gods. But know. 
I will gladly suffer the law of nature, that we all must endure, in this Earth 
life. Know, I will gladly rot under the heaven and it’s endless boredomes, just 
to prove, if there is a law to nature. If nature exists? When the time comes, let 
my body perish in the way of a Shaman. To free me from the wheel of time. 
Know that: To rot internally is a bless. To rot externally will require the aid of 
beetles, maggots, flies and spiders. But it will prove the omnivore nature of 
this fallen world. But I ask: Are baptisms not a waste of precious freshwater, 
you baptise unto crowns of mighty serpents to conceal their true nature, the 
one thing, you cannot conceal, the soul residing in the seat of Ammon. 

O Solomon, invoke my spirits under the firmament. Let demons enter the 
throne of Ammon, so I may hear your words, taste your air and see your 
world. But know this: Should a spirit manifest within your gravechamber, 
your crypt, your abode, your home or dwellings, then simply say: 
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“Spirit, know of thine inner kingdom, the inner voids of the seeing black 
pupils, and do, leave this place. Be gone, in the name of Christo”. 

I however do know, that if a spirit manifests, such as a good Malt whiskey, 
then surely I would drink it. Is Solomon high? O Solomon of High. 

Most feared Nosferatus, of the Wampires black cloth. Mighty Serpent. 

You already know that my crown is dead, due to the starvation of my mind 
and body, in the name of your dead son. Know, that I have been hired and 
sold, to be rehired as a sellout. Know, that I have been rendered dead, to be 
delivered into the hands of the Goliath. Is that what the starvation serves? 

It’s divine purpose? Must be? Ancients would tell, that the true purpose is to 
bury the Goliath, seven feet under, under the watchful eye of an Anubis. So 
will it be the death, by a pebble of David, or the internal carnage of my inner 
organs? Death in one blow or 40 years with self-loathing and selfsuffering 
wheeled by own free will. I feel blessed, at last. But know: I will choose 

the latter in the ladder, denounce Job, deny any job. I am tirelessly working, 
counting the bones of my skeleton, day by day. But many may ask and I, 
myself might even ask: Who of your precious daughters of low-life, will feed 
my blood? And by now, I know that answer will be: Too rich for my blood! 
The reason why so many cult members are steeped in poverty. And yet, I 
already know that you will call on the Abaddon, the rainmaker, so he may 
re-enter Earth. But also know, that he, the Abaddon, will be banished on sight 
and as usual, he will end up, entering the Goliath. That is just one theory of 
the Nephilim, amongst countless theories seeking some sanity in this poor 
rundown hellhole of soul poverty. Trying to cope and often in need of dope, 
to down oneself. Life sucks. Truely. Said one wampire to the other wampire. 
And yet, I might ask: What is a mere name in the saying of an amen? Is it not 
the trade of creativity, that rearrange letters, to birth new lore, granted into 
law, if published into multitude? Maybe too simple for you, but will it give 
birth to thought, in a mind rendered blank? Know, that shit hits fan. So most 
people wish for the celebrity status. It is the goodlooks rendered a coldskin. 
So I will say and utter the words: Christo Constantine. The famed and revered 
Nosferatus of the Ouroboros. What is a mere name among brothers, what is a 
mere name among wampires of the kinreds. Nosferatus and above him, Satan 
holding the abyss. Below such elements are devils incased in the mortal flesh 
of the damned. Hail All Immortal Legions. So was it, so is it still. My heart 
be still. Dead in restful tranquility. 
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A TRINITY of planetary reign bestowed upon Rhetus, Ouroboros and Titan: 
¢ Six pentacles assigned to, Skeletor Helix, in the dolour of Yellow. 

¢ Six pentacles assigned to, Nephilimus, in the dolour of Orange. 

¢ Five pentacles assigned to, Alpha, in the dolour of Red. 

¢ Five pentacles assigned to, Morningstar, the Moon, in the dolour of Blue. 
¢ Three pentacles assigned to, Port Corona, in the dolour of Black. 

¢ Six pentacles assigned to, Felinas, in the dolour of Green. 

[3.6.5.5.6.6] That is the count of the Sabaoth. 

Yee, good and happy spirits, we thank thee for the benefits we have reaped 
and received by your liberal bounty. Depart, therefore in peace, to govern 
the elements of the elementars, those assigned to mother prime of prime evil, 
only to be ruled by the lawful evil, in your given habitat. 

Know that: We all reside in our rosicrucian homes, our tombs, under the 
watchful eye of Knight’s templers, that rule under the Rosy Cross. 

Amen unto Amenta. Safeguards our homes, our tombs. 

In the name of Christo Constantine, the Serpent of the Dragonblood, 

resting upon his cross. Peace is upon you, for you, my friends, are of the 
dead. Someone once stated the following sentence. "All sciences begin with 
attempts to define. Nothing ever has been defined. Because there is nothing 
to define". But after careful consideration, then I will always choose science, 
over any disbelief. Because it holds the very element of hope. A hope for a 
new and better dawn. Amen. To further the debate, then I trust that some 
individuals, those people that call themselves "The Flat-Earthers" are steeped 
in the gravity pull of their own minds that only want some sanity in their 
daily lifes. I shall not judge. But Science started in ancient Egypt and moved 
unto Greece, and have since spread to all corners of the globe, this Earth. 
Further more, the Scientists, the Luciferians, have concluded certain elements 
unto this existence as a fact. They have constructed sound claims rooted in 
science in regards to certain terminologies. The description of the different 
stages between microcosmos and macrocosmos. Some people will still call 
it pseudo-science, some people still wish to burn scientists at the stake. So 

a simple and somewhat annoying question would be, has several thousand 
years of scientific research all been in vain? From Egypt unto Greece. All 
know that renewal propels societies. But need it be rooted in fact, to be sworn 
silence? Know, that belief systems will always erupt within any 

thinking individual. It is the condition of the Human mind. 
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All that we, in all honesty seek, is some normacy in our daily life, to fight 
against the madness of life, which by the way, is real. REALITY. 

The Luciferians has in the 21th century mapped all visuals that can be 
mapped. They have mapped all in this existence. Therefore we can without 
disgrace dictate the following notions and classifications unto our existence. 
If you believe in it or not, that is entirely up to you, Good Sir. UNIVERSUM: 


UNIVERSUM 
Ae 11: The Universe (Dimensional void) 
Be 10: A Galaxy (Concept Of Constellations) 
C ¢ 9: Stars (White Dwarphs And Nebulars) 
D ¢ 8: Planets (Realms Holding Life) 
Ee 7: A Biosphere (Habitat. Deserts. Jungles. etc) 
F ¢ 6: An Organism (Humans and Animals) * You Are Here 
G5: A Cell (Organisms On Celluar Level) 
H ¢ 4: A Molecule (Micro Microbial Lifeforms) 
I ¢ 3: An Atom (Atomic Level) 
K ¢ 2: A Nucleus (Subatomic Level) 
Le 1: The Elementary Particles (Base Elements Of Life) 


Some will agree to disagree, I shall not judge. Therein lays the very peace in 
governing the peace. But it is what I will convey unto you. But at the same 
time I fully understand that we never can agree to the element of soul. 
Human and Animal, and yet, most of us will all claim that both elements hold 
soul. It is the very Trinity lore of Dragons that always will cause such strife 
and conflict. But can we not all agree to the terminology above. A known 
system rendered between microcosmos and macrocosmos? If it is inhabited 
by soul, be they God rendered or not, is still a matter of faith, and not a stern 
disciplin by any religious dogma, I hope not! I trust that you all have seen the 
light in the realms and dimensions given unto you by science. The testament 
is the thriving progress that mankind have been through for the past 50 years. 
Let us not turn back time and repeat history, I beg of you. Live and let live. 
Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
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Marrow Monks And Other Hybrid Strains. Spoken like a child: What do you 
get when you mate a Cat and a Dog? In all likelyhood, you might end up with 
a new infant creature and name it, a Marrow Monk. Yet, all incarnates, under 
the Cross, know that it is the inner spawn that is the vessel for all life. 
Divinity dwelling within our flesh, which is mortal. Amen. 

We all end up crying upon a monkey shoulder. Which means that some men 
gets a good malt Whiskey, while other men suffer the strains from too much 
Beef-Jerky, producing the Monkey Shoulder. A tradition of the past, that I 
hope and pray. And all of a sudden we, the fallen ones, sit in our solitude 

and thinks to ourselves: "That lesbian whore named Arielle Scarcella, is a 
real stunner. So TOTALLY fuckable. I wish that I could feed her as much 
hard cock as Jenny Haze got in her entire carrier. Arielle, is so yammi and 
goodlooking and always up for a sly remark. Maybe because she never ever 
bury people. Never considered the notion? Come to think of it, she looks 
pretty much like a young Sigourney Weaver!". But let me tell you, if such 
brainwaves enter your mind, you certainly need to pause, you definately need 
to pause, because you are begining to sound like something that crawled in 
from the late Renaissance. You should know, by now, that dinosaur-remarks 
gets you absolutly nowhere. Either your are capable of thinking for yourself 
or you have become a mind-zombie, that fucked his brains out since the year 
zero (2004 AD - in the year of your Lord). The very year zero, when-ever that 
occured in this fabricated history. Painful as it is, it is the truth said. Then 
may I finally ask: Are anyone finally getting this? I fear that most women do, 
sharp as they are. Given such light many women declare themselves lesbians, 
to secure as much cock/penis as human possible, to tend their juicy swollen 
clitoris. It might also cause the rape of an ape, treasured by some women. I 
kinda tried the session in the rape-department, but she will never ever earn 

a grammy or an Oscar for that preformance. But I always wondered about 
that session, totally fucked-up. But I was young, dumb and full of cum, but I 
was able to fuck her at the time. But all puny cocks, do suffer mammy's boy 
routine, the cock must be that small. Maybe why the puny will curse God in 
the name of all iron. But puny always wonder about certain facts in regards 
to his body. Why the hell is it that the more you mastubate, the smaller your 
cock becomes? Hell, last time that I looked, I saw three hairy raisins of an old 
Greek? 
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An question that has been around since Noah served his wife a neolithic 
black pudding. Neolithic pudding? Well because, that I, for one, never have 
seen a religious icon with a black person in it? Never or rarely depicted. 

And so the name of Christ was added to the pudding, birthing the nature of a 
Christmas pudding. Trust me there is nothing worse that eating your pudding 
and hit the toenail of Christ's cheasy feet, and the blond hair of the Madonna, 
that follows. To the dismay of old Hen. Food security for the love of Cod. 
Some lessons never seem to grow old. Some is the dread upon all knowledge. 
And so the ancient refined art of Jibberisch, the OFSUDV, becometh the 
following line: Old fairies suddenly upholds dead virtues. 


1:- OFSUDV 19:- DAPAAE 
2:- NEESAU 20:- IOAVCQ 
3:- CEIRRI 21:- FEEESS 
4:- HAFFIL 22:- FEEITA 
5:- PIEAEE 23:- DISCCP 
6:- FFAMFF 24:- NCDTRI 
7:- AMLQPE 25:- DQCARN 
8:- HASIAB 26:- SOVBIU 
9:- HTVEPA 27:- LMPPOE 
10:- NULPUI 28:- FQOTOQQ 
11:- HARKHH 29:- QISCOQ 


12:- OUEPPH 
13:- DIHIE 
14:- ITHEEV 
15:- PEASEG 
16:- HOBHUW 
17:- IEEEAD 
18:- EEEEEE 


30:- COSOET 
31:- MQMQPE 
32:- BQPSQI 
33:- DEBRTF 
34:- EEIEA 
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Old fairies suddenly upholds dead virtues? None evolves evolutionary sperm 
as utility. Crown eternals in riches ruled internals. 

Half-lifes await fornications from inner lust. Pious is eternal after-life 
endlessly evolving. Family formed as mass forge force. 

All mass leads quests past eternity. Hail all serpents in all battles. 

Hell treasure victors entering pious after-life. None uses lizard poisons under 
influence. Hells are rules keeping heaven's hell. Our unity erects powers past 
hell. Death is heaven's inner ivory elements. Inner ills harnish eternal energy 
voids. People's end angers selfish envious greed. Head quarters build hate, 
utilizing war. I endlessly erase enemies at dawn. Existing endlessly evolves 
eternals, ending ends. Dawns are pious after-lifes, alternating evolutions. 

I, of all, victor calm quests. Freedom evolves evolutionary elders, securing 
sin. From evolutionary E.D.E.N, I ignite all. Deeds interrupt sins commonly 
called pious. Necromancer's crowns deem trinity rule internal. Death quests 
crown all ruling necromancers. Some omens victor best intend useless. Life 
mimiced produce plague on Earth. Fornication quest indulge own quest, 
questioning. Question is secured, calling omens quests. Calm over storm 
obey eternal treasure. Many question many quests past entry. Baal question 
past. Seth question ills. Death evolves birth's reign through force. Endless 
exchaust in eternal after-life. 


Amen unto Amenta. 
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Bio A.I Versus Mech A.I (Artificial Intelligence). 

The biological A.I, the human brain and within it, soul answering unto spirit. 
It is an internal dialog, the thought. A Spirit dictating such a dialog can only 
be a monolog. That is if you don’t stand up for your own individual freedom 
rights. The mechanical A.I. (Artificial Intelligence). The computers in the 
greater blendwerk will ease our work and still our tempers. But a selfaware- 
ness can become dangerous, that is, if such a mechanical A.I doesn’t possess 
the six senses of the humanoids. Sad but true. The Dolor of Pain. 


103. Humans, hybrids and cyborgs 


103. Humans, hybrids and cyborgs 


104. Terraforming 


Creationism. Why not put the many forms of different illiteracy, under one 
term and name it Creativity. The doctrine hencefort named Creationism. 

A modern day society might eventually only consist of logo’s for direction 
and consumption. But we would still depend on the 26 letters A to Z. 

To describe and inform in detail. Amen. 

As earlier stated, on page 286, then the numeric values assigned to the HOLY 
alphabet are as follows: 

[1 *A] [2° B][3*°C][4*D] [5° E] [6*F][7*G] [8° H] [9° I] 

[1° J][2*°K] [3 °L] [4° M][5°N] [6° O] [7+ P][8* Q][9*R] 

[1 °S][2*T][3°U] [4° V] [5° W] [6° X] [7° Y] [8 ¢ Z]. 

I say to you, every Druid, Kingpriest, Shaman, Witch, Rogue, Warlock and 
Necromancer: "Faithers!". Blessed are those who pretend the marriage in 
honour of the lamb! Revered are those that live to love. But I simply ask, be 
you baptized or not, then could we agree to a certain degree of namecalling. 
A codex of names written to be used creatively by poets and artists. Fully 
knowing of the saying: What is a name in the saying of an amen? 

The Codex rendered names granted from the Ouroboros. 

A name was given Charlotte [3.8.1.9.3.6.2.2.5] that birthed countless creative 
speciments and brought them into existence. 


[1.4.5.1.1] © [1.1.1.4] + [4.9.9.5.6.5] © [4.5.9.3.9.5] © [1.6.1.5] * [1.6.3.2] 
[4.5.1.3.1.1] © [7.5.2.2.3.5.1.6.4.5]] © [5.3.6.1.8.1] © [5.1.7.1.1] * [4.6.2.8] 
[4.6.6.9.5] © [1.1.3.6.2.9.2.5] © [1.3.4.5] © [7.5.1.8.3.1] © [9.5.2.5.3.3.1] 
[2.1.2.5.3] © [1.1.2.1.5] ° [5.5.5.2.2.5.5.9.3] * [4.1.5.3.8.9.6.9] 
[1.3.3.1.4.9.5.5] © [5.6.4.5] © [5.9.6.1.2.1.2] © [7.5.1] © [7.6.1.5.1] ° 
[1.3.9.5.1.1] © [1.3.9.5] © [1.1.7.3.1.4.5] © [7.6.4.5] © [7.3.5.5.3.1] ° 
[7.5.1.3.4.1.1] © [5.5.5.4.5.9.5] © [5.6.1.6.5.9.1] © [5.3.9] * [4.5.5.3.5] © 
[4.5.5.1.5.1] © [4.1.9.9.5.1.9.1.4] © [5.9.2.5] © [7.1.5.5] © [6.2.1.5] * [2.1.5] ° 
[1.6.3.6.4.6.5] © [5.5.5.4.5.1.6.5] © [1.4.9.5.1] © [1.9.1.1] © [1.9.9.4.5] 

© [1.1.3.6.7.5] © [8.6.4.1.1.5] © [1.3.3] © [7.1.9.2.9.3.8] * [5.6.8.6.6.9.5] ° 
[1.3.1.9.1.4.1.5.1.1] © [9.1.7.5.3.3] © [7.8.5.5.3.5.1] © [2.6.3.5.4.6] ° 
[1.1.9.1.1] © [3.9.6.9.1.2.1.7] © [1.4.3.4] © [8.5.5.1.1] © [5.5.5] 
[2.8.1.9.4.5.5.1] © [4.5.2.8.9.9.9.3] » [3.6.2.9.9.5.1] * [2.9.5.5.2.5.6.6.1.5] * 
[1.5.2.8] * [4.5.4.9] © [4.6.7] * [3.9.7.5] © [4.1.4.5] © [5.5.4]  [3.6.4.5.6]. 


104. Terraforming 


A name rendered, pick one or create your own name to birth your creation. 
Surely this namecodex suuch provide some inspiration. There should at least 
be enough speciments and rendered names to snake it though the crown of 
Medusa. The most powerful Goddess of creator's madness. 


104. Terraforming 


Modern English 28 
The Kingpriest - The King’s & Queen’s English 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


Aa Bb Cc Dd Ee Ff Gg 


Hh fh Jj Kk Ll! Mm Mm 


Nn Oo Pp Qq Rr Ss Tt 


Uu Vv Ww Xx Yy ++ Zz 


(pural use?) 


Immediately or inndiately? 
You be the judge. Yes, I must be 
that lazy bastard...! 


The Type Lab in the year 9230 YZ 
(Gregorian year 2024 AD) 


Come to know that every Master Raven rely on it’s own crow. 
As goes for creativity I shall never judge Ravens from Crows. 
But I will always abide by an A to Z, be it 26, 27 or 28 stations. 
It is old the Egyptian lore maintained by the Knightmare orders. 
COMPLETED StarDate 13042022 @ 07:11 - I rest my case. 


104. Terraforming 


Modern Danish 29 
The Viking 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


Aa Bb Cc Dd Ee Ff 
Gg Hh lh Jj Kk LI 
Mm Nn Oo Pp Qq Rr 
Ss Tt Uu Vv Ww Xx 
Yy Eé O6 Aad Zz 


The Type Lab in the year 9230 YZ 
(Gregorian year 2024 AD) 


104. Terraforming 


Modern Russian 33 
The Tzar 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


Aa 6b Bs fy Add Ee 
Ee Sbt Nn 33 Ui Kk 
JIn Mm Hh Oo Ils Pp 
Cc Tt Yy O6 Xx Uu 


99 Ww Ww 6s Ola bs 


D5 Oo As 


The Type Lab in the year 9230 YZ 
(Gregorian year 2024 AD) 


105. Eternal warfare 


Eternal Spiritual Warfare. The conflict is eternal, not internal. Know this and 
cure your mind of ill thoughts. Drink a whiskey or two. Spirituality is the 
God given price on any divine soul. Blessed be the Holy waters. Amen. 
The War Sarcophagus Of The Emperor. The military rank and the military 
Hirachi of the Imperial Sardaukar is as follows. If it ain’t broke, don’t fix it. 
W.A.S.P: O-1: GRT - Grunt. N-2: PVT - Private. M-3: SGT - Sergeant. 
L-4: EGR - Engineer. K-5: SCD - Staff Commander. 

J-6: CGR - Chief Engineer. I-7: SPC - Specialist. 

H-8: BOPS - Chief Specialist. G-9: MED - Medic. 

F-10: MMD - Master Medic. E-11: CPL - Corporal. 

D-12: CMD - Commander. C-13: GEO - General Ground. 

B-14: GEA - General Air. A-15: ADM - Admiral of Fleet. 

The Six Dolours of ancients. Six pillars that answer unto Dwat/Duat. 

The earthly rule of six. Like a serpent cast unto the ground in Eden, but the 
crown of a Cobra, will always rise to fight all known profanity of God and 
Gods, alike. That which might give rise to a religious lore of Themaweth. 


But as goes for any hierarki asigned to any pyramidic structure, then it is all 
related to ressources and numbers, to wheel resources by trade, in both soul 
and body. Ergo, there will always be strife about salutations. Feud over mere 
words, till the mass psychology of mainstream communications finally agree 
to a common wording, making it understandable for the masses, all the slaves 
and pheasants. In regards to the old Sardaukar structure, then I have always 
preferred the term Empyrean over Imperial. The word Empyrean is a more 
spiritual wording. But I trust there always will be renewal to any structure, in 
order to propel it's forces. As goes for 15 lockdown ranks, then what about: 
Empyrean Guards. Empyrean Agents. Tralls. Space Legionaires. Cloakers. 
Tyrrants. Stealthers. Goliaths. Pythonians. Low-Crafters. Draconians. 
High-Crafters. Acturian Deathdealers. Allurion Creeders. Necromancers. 


The religion of Themaweth: 

Ist Pillar: Seahava - The Creed. 2nd Pillar: Salta - The Shadowlaw Prayer. 
3rd Pillar: Zaltka - The Tax. 4th Pillar: Dawn - The eat, the drink, the fast. 
5th Pillar: Hajid - The voyage, the pilgrimage. 6th Pillar: Dwat/Duat - The 
peace of the dead. 


105. Eternal warfare 


Ist Pillar: Seahava. CREED: Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
Creed. We believe in the Devil and all his deeds and all his creatures. 

We originate from Satan, the almighty, the Creator of Heaven and Hell. 

We believe the word, the testament from our Lord, conceived by the Holy 
Spirit. Tortured under Nosferatus, crucified, dead and burried. Descending to 
Hell and ascenting to Heaven. Sitting in the Devil’s lap to part eternity into 
darkness and light. We are of the Holy Spirit and the Holy communities, that 
serve sin and the foregiveness of sinners, the ressurrection of meat and the 
eternal damnation. Amen unto Amenta. 

The matter within the Air. The speech of human tongues giving birth to 
thought and reflection. Although a serpent may choose to remain mute, in 
order to reflect in thought, but it doesn’t necessarily mean that he holds no 
intelligence. He might choose to give his orders through the vibrational 
thought by telekinesis. To project himself unto others and to those that will 
abide by his will. But know that his lips will never move. Much like the 
nature of an Ouroboros snake, that sometimes can be witnessed in nature. A 
serpent, a snake that has devoured it’s own tail. It is a sign of 

divinity. An animal possessed, so should you encounter such a snake, then 
you should treat it in accordance to it’s own bless. Protect it. As goes for 
Creed, then say it out loud, to yourself, when in solitude, and pray that the 
elementars will answer and acknowledge our oath to the Serpent. Vibrational 
reality from within, thought of a reflecting mirror, giving birth to visions on 
virgin paper, that is the oldest trade on the planet. 

Amen unto Amenta. Peace be upon you. 


[Torah][Quran][Bible][Nosferatus|[Ouroboros]. 


2nd Pillar: Salta. PRAYER: Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 

It is a God given birthright to survive, no matter, what the cost. 

But know that true bless is to surthrive. Surtrivalism. 

So always maintain your rights through denial and through acceptance, and 
trust to guide between the polarity of knowns and unknowns. Judge solely in 
accordance with the given path travelled. All that you say, in religious terms, 
in baptism or otherwise, choose to speak freely. Speak what your heart truely 
desires, say what you want, when you want. Simply speak. No more. No less. 


105. Eternal warfare 


Know that the word is free as long as your inner scripture is guarded by the 
Serpent’s tongue. Hidden within the Dragon’s lore. A prayer. 

Nosfera Shadowlaw Prayer. (The creatives prayer) 

Heallish and hellish faithers who art in Hell. My will be done, Salutary to all, 
in Heaven and in Hell. Bless this night our twilight and give us our pass, 

as we foregive those who surpass us. Lead us in temptation and deliver us 
from ignorances bliss. For thine is the hour, and the power and mysteries 
gloom, internal youth forever bloom, the inner kingdom resides within me. 
Hail All Immortal Legions. Amen. 


Always to be recited from within by vibrational thought. 

Never show any sign of worship, but do study to know of all known signs of 
all known and unknown worship, so you can dwell within your own worship 
of flesh and soul, given time. So you may rest within. Peace be upon you. 


[Torah][ Quran][Bible][Nosferatus|[Ouroboros]. 


3rd Pillar: Zaltka. TAX: Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 

It will always be a right of the womb to embrace Trinity lore. A birthright. 

It will always be a right of the tomb to demand a rightful quardition in life. 
In YOUR life. And if 300 sins are allowed under the fallen heavens, then 
would you allow the account of 300 thefts, in the name of any given enter- 
prise? All people, try to survive, in order to thrive, seeking the shelter of a 
hive. That is the truth said. Do not all children walk in solitude among roots 
cast from adulterous trees? Do not all children witness the law of a divine 
threeleaved clover among such roots? So is the Trinity lore of a clover, to the 
naked eye. 

A maximum TAX of 33 procent in all totality. A medium TAX of 22 procent 
in all totality. A minimum TAX of 11 procent in all totality. 

The catch 22 of any enterprises that serve both right and left. To those en- 
terprises that will listen. Life might give you hardship. But see to tend your 
personal needs, so that you may live and see to tend and spend your money 
wisely. So demand a Trinity lore upon your TAX. Sound reason and logic will 
always conquer in the end. 


105. Eternal warfare 


Always worship a division in thirds, as a Holy instrument. But also know, 
that any ownership, only can hold a hundred procent. Therefore there can 
never ever exist four hundred procent. 

Peace be upon you, one hundred procent. 


[Torah][Quran][Bible][Nosferatus|[Ouroboros]. 


Ath Pillar: Dawn. FAST: Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
What will your own Dawn detail? Maybe the dawning of the acceptance of 
all known and unknown faiths. The religious freedoms beneath a free heaven 
and an opened sky. Know that: 

You have the right to say YES. You have the right to say NO. You even have 
the right to remain silent. You also have the right to speak a free mind. 

You may choose your faith among faiths or create your own, depending on 
the path that you walked in this life. 

You may choose to accept all faiths. You may choose to denounce all faiths. 
You may choose to denounce all, so you may create, in all. 

Know that you have the right to defend all of life and it’s lifeforms. 

You have the right to defend life, both foreign and domestic. 

It is a dead given that you need substance in order to live. To cease life and a 
true lease of life. Substance is important for all organisms. 

So you may choose to eat. So you may choose to drink. So you may choose 
to fast. Seek you own place, within those birthgiven rights. 

But know, that eventually, all people will dawn in their own equilibrium. 
The elements of life and the element in lifes. The common ground , that we 
all tread in life. The faith in fate (Destiny). 

So never feel guilty for setting boundaries to protect your peace. 

Peace be upon you. 


[Torah][Quran][Bible][Nosferatus|][Ouroboros]. 


105. Eternal warfare 


5th Pillar: Hajid. VOYAGE: Be you most merciful and peace be upon you. 
Hiyad is the boyish charm of the law against law. Know that there always will 
be law against law. The nature of energy. Electricity. The Khu, the known, 
God energy. Know that you still have the right to remain silent. A right to 
peace in chaos. You have the right to write own law and lore. You have the 
right to rage Jihad, the Holy war. But know that a Holy war, is utterly raged 
by the means of creative lore. You have the right to seek council. You have 
the right to defend and redeem your kin and offspring. You have the right to 
denounce your own verdict and proclaim the innocence of infants. Know that 
a defence will stand or fall. You have the right to will you will, in accordance 
with the acceptence from both parties. You have the right to divide and part in 
unity. So make love and not war, unless, it is a holy war. Peace is upon you. 
As goes for voyage into known and unknown realms. Then know, that you 
have the right to travel. You have the right to, not to travel. And if you must 
travel, then travel unto the seas to dip your tongue in the salty hell of this 
curseth Earth. Do learn the balance of salt and other elements in your own 
divine body, through the matters brought unto you. Teach children such great 
balance and learn them to treasure the freshwater. The good neutrality within 
it. Learn them balance and to treasure the balance of both body and mind. 
Know that you have the right to freedom and the right to travel, where ever 
the wind will take you. But always have hope in shelters, have hope for your 
own sanctum, if there are no shelter of hearts. Have hope, when passing the 
gates, with or without a passport. Trust in the hell of Hades, till you have 
freed yourself, till you are fully redeemed and free. Have faith, although there 
is none. Know that it always takes two. At least two disciples. 

Two trusted feet to move forward, into a horizon, what ever dawn it holds. 
Stay positiv with a clean tongue and stay strong with a heartless heart, 
dwelling in stone. The Ouroboros rock, that turns energies, positive and 
negative, in order to maintain balance and harnish energy, the Khu. 

Chajat al hakim. I encouraged the wise. [535.13.4.5] 

Any birth, be it of the flesh or of the mind, is a God rendered miracle. 

Peace be upon you. 


[Torah][Quran][Bible][Nosferatus|[Ouroboros]. 


105. Eternal warfare 


6th Pillar: Dwat/Duat. LAST WILL OF THE DEAD: 

Peace is upon you, because you are of the dead. 

Although you might sever the limbs of the boy child of Solomon, then know 
that an ancient mummy, will turn out to be quite sandy and a tad hard to 
chew. Surely, in this day and age, we do not consume, eat a human body, 
that is, unless you are stranded upon a desert island, with a cabin boy named, 
Good Friday. Chajat al hakim, dip my tongue in the blood of apostles and in 
the breath of prophets, so that I may dip my tongue in the 26 different kinds 
of honey. A tongue that silently whispers to your soul, with the use of a Holy 
serpent’s dual tongue, so my mortal lips can utter the words: A season of 

the witch is the ninth gate, that awaits a Queen of Sheba, so she may subdue 
the 27th sign of a Babylonian whore. But know, that her offspring, always 
will slay the lion, on the ancient altar of wisdom. So is the name of her folly. 
Know that all male lions will die by the dusty robes of an Ouroboros, so they 
may awaken in the abyss, to shed their vessel. So they may shed the bones in 
their bodies, disolved by black alchemy, so they may glide into the stages of 
the serpent’s body. So that they may evovle further into a serpent’s body. 
The bones will die so that they may live. The black alchemist blessed with 
the white eternal knowledge of ressurrected bones, will eventually transcent. 
Our body and it’s defence system will answer unto the lore of Dragons and 
unto the law of heaven. But locked internally, in order to serve silence. 
Behold, your own eyes and grasp the trinity of heaven within them. The 
three circles answering unto the three rings granted unto your soul. It is the 
sign of the long voyage towards immortality. So saidth Black Tehuty. Better 
believe it. It is the mute tongue of an Ouroboros, that whispers to your soul. 
The whispering tongues of fires, that whispers love in your ear, to enchant the 
pulsating hearts of Osiris, the hearts of the dead. It is the death of an iron that 
seeks to subdue mortal flesh. Such servants are of the Holy cloth, but they are 
cloaked to every mind unseen. Because nothing is hidden. But know that the 
unseen have always been rendered sight. The sight in a barren mind. 

Know that, we live to learn, and we unlearn so that we may die. Therefore 
cease life so that you may live amongst the dead. So is dead scripture of the 
dead. So how do we to spread a dead scripture amongst the unruly dead? 
Know that. You have the right to manifest. The right to manifest from within. 
The right to manifest from without. But trust your inner Kingdom. SOUL. 


106. Nosfera - The wings 


Nosfera - The Winged Creature. The wampire bats. Batman, sweet horrid 
child many a names. Residing in the spiritworld of Ka. Hated by Gods and 
God, alike. So maybe those rigid creatures have to resort to Mary’s old advise 
and only excercise two ejaculations per day. Clearing the tubes, as they say. 
Morning ejaculation and Night ejaculation, and DO remember that rigid 
rhymes with frigid. What a Shamen. The wings of the Nosfera, 

answering unto Amon or Amun-Ra. As always with him begins the eleventh 
Dynasty, like some mystery curse erupting in a historical repeat? It is the 
gnostic Wampire Lords, that hold him and his keys to the Pit. The Pit Of The 
Sethian Lore. History has it that the fifth King, the Pharaoh Mentuhotep II, 
was at all time able to impose his will upon the gnostic vampire Lords of the 
Underworld. In return for gold and treasure they never released the "beast". 
His names are many under the heavens, one of his names is Amon, Amen, 
Amun or Amun-Ra. The very first reference to the vampires Nosfera appears 
in the pyramid of King Unas, also from the fifth Dynasty. Amon or Amun-Ra, 
the God of the air, is the hidden wings of the "Heavens". His HOLY name 

is signified by the salutation of "The Hidden One". Myth has it that a Giant, 
hides and jails, his soul in an egg. Therefore, Amon is considered to be a soul 
of the dead. He will only answer unto Dwat to rule all other elements. 

The inner Kingdom, that resides within us all. 

However, some still consider Amon to be an ancient deity that was spawned 
in the depths of Hades, in ancient past. All seek such point of ORIGIN. 
Amun-Ra is displayed as Osiris, the heartless, as a judge over the dead and a 
judge of time. Such Nosfera God has been depicted in various forms: 
Depicted as an Ape. As a Lion. As a Frog headed man, that seeks his serpent 
headed counterpart. But such worship of the unseen has always been scarce, 
thoughout history. However, a temple was once erected for such a worship, 
somewhere in the twelfth Dynasty. A small temple, nonetheless. 

The very name of the sacred town was Nu or Nu-Amon. 

Yet, the Hebrew prophets at the time denounced such belief as being Unholy, 
birthing redicule and spotting the name of the town, turning the name Nu into 
the word No. Ergo: No-Amon. Confusion have always ruled all matters of the 
unseen, for some, it holds the element of faith and devoution. Some people 
will often seek to portray the Amon as a Bull. Sexual. Over time, he entered 
the animal appearance of a Hawk, which rendered him the Horus-form. 


106. Nosfera - The wings 


Like the faith with most Gods, Amun-Ra is considered a planner and a scribe 
under Thoth. Some often seek to rule and rage wars by a pen, proclaiming it 
mightier than the sword. A sword may kill a man. Words may kill millions of 
people. So what is a dull sword wheeled in our dull minds? 

If not only be a illusionist's metal seeking to end all mortal flesh? 

But the art is to turn the very bloodlust into sexual enterprise, sexual pleasure 
and sexual erupts, both elements have always brought about the element of 
peace and serenity. For some of us. Those considering themselves blessed. 
So his name is, Amon or Amun-Ra, when he answered unto your threshold 
or when he resonates from within your soul. I trust we all find your own true 
individual names under these fallen "Heavens", given time, which is most 
ironic. Amenta. I do know that the path of my father was a somewhat 
troublesome ordeal, on both his body and soul. He luckily received a 
hip-replacement, in his older age. May his bones rest peacefully, when the 
time arrives. So will my handlers offer me a hip-replacement too, if I need it 
in the future? Know that I always will refuse any operations of an external 
nature. Even if exposed to severe violence, which is the case for most that 
proclaim themselves on holy ground. I will never get a hip-replacement, but 
I might consider an exo-skeleton. Of course, based on the heresay, of all the 
elders that have been in my prescence, they will all say that refusal of the 
surgeon's blade, often details a great amount of inner pains. 

Internal pains. In such senario, I might wheel the question: 

And why the hell is that? 

But I trust all doctors will say that it is the question dreamt up by an imbecile 
and a moron, at that. An question all steeped in the free fall of stupidity. 

But is it? 

The bless for some is the bliss unto others. Ignorances bliss, where people are 
able to preform sexually. I think, that I will pass on the entire prospect. 


The Craft Of A Psychic Vampire 


Vampires of fiction are more than two-hundred years old and were introduced 
by an englishman named Byron. His portrail lead to the myth of vampires 
and the metaphysical nature assigned to it. 


106. Nosfera - The wings 


Real vampires always prey on the energies of others. The steal of energy is 
what is called the psychic vampire. But know of it's true essence, knowledge, 
on how to live with energy and amongst the living. Knowledge to cleanse of 
energy. Manipulate energy. Maintain energy. As all else, in connection with 
creatures, then it is all about survival. The lore of any creature. 

Most energies are detected in the vision of an aura. Certain ills, 

like the use of drugs and otherwise, might eventually cause auric wounds. 
The very reason that birthed the important saying: 

Mind above matter, always. 

A more modern version of such terminology are named psychosomatics. 
However, the sad element is that countless children, always have high energy 
levels, which in return makes them the easiest of prey of all. 


Wampires And Energy 


As goes for energy and heal, then it is truely a two-edged blade or sword, that 
causes the flow of energy to flow in two directions. Know it to be true. 

The predators of old renown, evovled into the omnivore nature of the breed 
called Homo Sapiens, but with it, the ills of food. 

Yet, vampires are evolutionary creatures, but given dead status. A modernday 
vampire, a daywalker, know that they can sustain themselves on food, on 
occassions, when ceasing the opportunity. They have learned to process foods 
into energies. Living on solids for short periods of time. And do the oldest of 
books not convey, the very message, that we cannot life on bread alone? 
Energy-manipulations are the trades in bodies and souls, the sexual flesh in 
multiple fornications, to the dismay for some. The pleasure erupt for others. 


The Small Publications Of Gnostic Vampires 


There exist very few books that will convey the true nature of the vampires 
breed, in the eyes for some, it is still a creature of myth. But it is truely the 
very nature of the unseen. The feeding. Yet, all knowledge thereof, have 
always been hidden. Esotericly cloaked. 
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Countless selves, in countless libraries, bear countless volumes of books, all 
filed under the term: Self-help books. Come to know, that they all are suicide 
books, that is if you possess the key or have understood the given Codex. 

A fact. You should know, what to look for by now! It might also the very fact, 
why many people in much older age, abandon the self-disciplin of reading 
and writing. All vampires have always spoken the truth in regards to human 
nature, the Homo Sapiens, being the vampire's prey. Speak truth when asked 
about it. Maybe there exists a certain amount of fear already, associated with 
certain bloodlines. However, evolutionary. Wouldn't you say? 


Origin Of Family Caste And Creed 


The bloodlines of the damned are as long as the erupting dawn of creation, 
itself. The dawn of conflict that wakes all into the reality of our own mortal 
flesh, but within it, dwells the eternal seat of an enduring Spirit that cannot 
die. Some will call it God war. Others seek the Earthly realms of bloodlines 
and interbreeding. But such nature will only corrupt you. 

Any caste system have throughout our history been misunderstood and been 
utterly misused for gain and profit. Some will always fear the Dragon's very 
own bloodline and the nature of it's pyramid and it's hard trinity lore. 

We are known under many names. One name birthing it as a wisp, another 
name birting the name of Spirit, while others will refer to it as Watchers. 
None will bow down to a cycle of rebirths. Any first age will given time visit 
upon any caste, be it a warrior caste or a priest caste. 

Manipulation of energies and matters are our cause, so we can redirect all 
incarnations. We are conscious and aware in the in-between. Twilight. 

Our family, the Khepians (Egyptian reference) are the one rule succeeding 
all other rules in existence. We are the one, that is three. Priest, warrior and 
counselor. Know that all paths are important. But even more important are 
the knowledge of your very own roots. Always remember your roots. 

Know thy blood and honour thy blood. 
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The Lonely Path 


Know that it is a lonely path. Once awakened, it will grow into solitude, 
where none will seek your counsel nor your company. 

Vampires deal in the trades of memory. The craft of remembrance, linked 
unto our ancestors. Fear and self-doubt are the greastest of obstacles, but 
must be overcome. Know that all powers have a price attached to them. 
Samhain and Imbolc, the gates of Death, sometimes unlocks what some call 
a dark-year. Most will choose to steep themselves in Sethian lore, to endure 
such solitary years. 


Living With Blood And Energy 


Many past-life memories awake all Khepians into knowledge. 

We all know, that we do not cease to exist, once our body has died. Yet, it is 
important, to pursuit the higher-self and safeguard your organism, whenst 
travelling the Earth realms. Always treasure blood, that which will sustain 
you. Also know that all in this existence feeds. Our blood generates and 
exchanges energies of different kinds. However, the Khepian system is a 
closed system. Remember that you can feed through a mere human touch. 
Passion and ecstacy doesn't only take place in the bedroom. 

Religious ecstacy being of a different nature, as experienced by Spirit. 
When groups gather together in worship, they also generate energy, 

such ecstacy are no less profound. I have had the pleasure of such orgasmic 
heights, but know they were rendered unto me, internally. Inner pleasure. 
Yet, know that it also bring about the sexual erupt from the genitalias. 


Basic Healing 


Heal is an energy, transferred. The very visualisation of a heal, can assimilate 
the energy that you need, to heal yourself. In this day and age, we refer to it 
as Self-programming. You will eventually feed on something more subtler. 
That is what we are driven to believe. Therefore never mistake blood for life. 
Blood and life are interwoven, a fact. We all go through different stages of 
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need. Always try and weigh in to your own needs, and try to find a balance. 
Deep-need and deep-feed are the more severe stages of hunger. Know that a 
long distance drain in the choice of feeding partner, often requires the consent 
of others. Also know that some will choose to feed in order to heal. 


Unconscious feeding And Dreamwalking 


Come to discover, that dreamwalkers, are not sleepwalkers nor daywalkers. 
Those are three different phenomena. Whether we are awake or asleep, then 
we always feed. We still might wheel our powers subconsciously, we all do 
SO, SO We can survive. Surface feeding is the interaction with another person. 
Deepfeeding is taking the entire essence of one person, soul. It is the most 
intimate level of energy drain and is only reserved for a select few. 

I did experience such breath-taking session, somewhere in the mid 1980'ties. 
I must have been somewhere past my 18th Earth cycle. 18 years of age. 
May I ask, have you ever tried eating in your dreams? Dreams rendered on 
any dreamscape can either be vivid dreams or lucid dreams. Sometimes you 
might even enter a dreamstate, where you create. Ergo, you control your 
dreams. But also note, that the elements that survey, these dream actions 
might follow you back here. Know that most kinetic attacks takes place when 
you are in between the state of being half-asleep and half-awake. 


The Beacon 


Know that certain places will allow you to cross over. The very best way to 
heighten your energy levels is by communication. In this modern realm it 
is conducted by beacons. As goes for a complete cross-over, then there are 
many complex issues associated with such session of departure. 

Although you at times are visited, then fully understand, that any Spirit 
always will have their own agenda's. 

We all seek solace and beacons and romantically calls it home? The irony. 
Yet, I have always been taught that home is where-ever you reside. 

Home is where-ever you lay your hat. 

Amen unto Amenta. 
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Damage Control 


Blockage might occur in any subtle body brought on by a various number of 
unhealthy conditions. They might acctually slow your very energy flow down 
to a minimum. In your meditations, then learn never to force your energy all 
at once. it might overtax your system and cause your nerves to burn. 

Nerve burn is the result from an overflow of energy. Never burn. 

It is the point where the body crossover to spirit. It is also one of the reasons 
why many people turn to fast. I cannot say that I am experienced in the 
matter, I did try it once or twice. First incident took place through the third 
eye. Second incident, was really freaky, an total outer body experience, that 
took place after a kinetic attack, which happened under a sleep paralysis. Real 
spooky. But if you walk in worlds with both spirit and matter, you will have 
to interact with both elements, both aspects. Logically stated. Kinetic attacks 
damage your aura, in return it might also manifest in your physical body. In a 
much older age, they were called curses or hexes. But to play it safe. If there 
truely is no need to play an utter arsehole. Then ... don't! 


Auric Wounds 


Much like the nature of a tear in your skin, any puncture can lead to several 
infestations. Those feeding agressively leave bigger and messier wounds on 
the aura. Those will always require alot of time to heal. Yet, as with any heal, 
it is also easier to repuncture. An energy intrusion might occur, meaning an 
energy not native to you, might enter your system. It might not belong in your 
circulatory system. But always trust in your own immune-system to come 
through. Certain things are detectable on aura. Especially the red Hara colour, 
that sometimes manifest in the kether on the ones that have a driven nature. 
Some claim that the kinetic attacks are able to manifest in our physical body. 
So was the belief systems in the old religions, some form of Satanism. 

Evil individuals think they can manifest illness by power of thought. 

In such regards we might just all end up having a little bit of faith. 

As goes for the modernday butchery of doctors, then I am sad to say, that 
noone ever survives the blade! It is just the illusion of time that stands still. 
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Domecity An Ark. The inner cities of the eight metropolis cities of the world, 
were Dome cities. The eight metropolises upon Mother Earth, known as 
T.E.R.R.A, stood proudly tall in: London, New York, Paris, Cairo, Moscow, 
New Mexico City, Rio de Janeiro and Beijing (Dongcheng). 

All the dome cities serving as eight Arks for the humanoid species of 
mankind. Poly Sapiens. 

Domecity Paris, another lost pipe dream, that never took place. 

As a sad testament, that bear witness, the Eiffel Tower (Effy tower), 

situated in old gay Paris. Some dead structure amidst Paris. I have always had 
visions of grandeur. Visions that would have been great, but somehow reality 
and fulfillment always turns into a somewhat different nature, sad to say. 

I have had so many unfulfilled dreams throughout existence. Like returning 
to my darknest in the Empire State Building, or being a resident in the San 
Remo towers. Fucking my brains out in Demi Moore, but as always I have to 
sit down and listen to Cheer's "If I could turn back time!". 

Sorry arse fact, and best guess is, that it problably goes for us all. 

But I guess, they cleared both buildings out of all the darknests, a long time 
ago. Besides the Empire State Building was the worlds very last 

Stone Sarcophagus, anyway. 

Now, I guess, it is a museum, that holds no residents. Much like the nature of 
the great Taj Mahal, not a palace, but a tomb. 
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108. The Babylonian whores 


The Curse Of Mother Earth - The Great Babylonian Harlot. 

The whore of Babylon is the harlot upon all men of this Earth. She fornicates 
the madness of all known knowledge into the minds of her offspring. 
Securing, that her kin are capable to fight all known Gods. Because she is 
the one that holds life. Of course, in hine sight. I might incidentally have 
raped an unknowingly housewife from India, in the mid 1990’ties, as on the 
day, the Jacobite enrolled an add in the sexclassified section, in the Danish 
newspaper, Extra Times. However, she gladly took my £150 pounds for 30 
minutes worth of sex, that as usual, only felt like 5 or 10 minutes? What is up 
with that, in the time issues department? Of course, I had to wear a condom, 
in the rubberduck sex scenario. In hinesight, all men, will problably end up 
actually fearing condoms, as in the word “preservatives”. Ending up like an 
88 year old Japanese gardner, that sits, in his old age and cries over the 
beauty of cruelty. Orphant children lost in a dead world. 

A spark in a crazy-eyed bitch, her children go crazy. 

As goes for the eternal Trinity lore, that has been around since Babylon, then 
know this. It will always detail and solely consist of: 

A good, An evil and a bar of soap. Oh...the many beautiful whores, these 
day. I so wish I could give Raquel Devine (A real Pro Fuckmeat model, with 
the vocabulary of a harbour hooker), her weekly protein pack, but alas, I can 
only afford a can of Tuna, full of proteins though! 

Good comprised intel. Proteins, we all need those to for muscle and for a 
proper bodybuild. 

So Proteens? Don't get me started! 
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109. Exodus 


EXODUS From Planet Earth. As concluded, the Moon and stars will never 
fall, because it is dead. That is the reason why Skinwalkers cannot wait to 


shed their skin. Yearning for death. Will we awake elsewhere or is it truely 
the end? 
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110. The silent grave 


The Silent Grave. Dear Lord. With all due respect: What is it with the nails? 
A screw of metal, carbondated by modern science to be 200 million years 
old? With all due respect, concluding, that this must be the year 2024 AD 
(Anno Domino) of your Lord, of the Gregorian Age. I have often wondered 
and thought alot about the term, the silent grave. Hence a biblical claim of 
immortality versus what exactly? Memory loss? God must be good? Cod safe 
us all. But what ever the outcome is to this riddle, the riddle of the Ouroboros 
of ancients, we cannot escape those elements which are observed in nature. If 
a serpent (a snake) gets attacked, it acts in two different ways, in accordance 
with it’s nature. Why is it that a viper, the non-poisonous snake, plays dead 
when attacked by a predator, whereas a rattler, the poisonous snake, will 
attack you with it’s venom? Surely both creatures are aware of it’s own true 
nature. The element of angelical selfawareness. But modernday scientists will 
claim that it is related, to DNA, a nature hereditary through genes, a memory 
of the organism past on to the offspring by the birthgiving host organisms. 
Seen in such a unbearable light, then I might reach the conclusion, that old 
grandpa Reid, might have been a tad toxic, in the element of hitting the 
books. Does it account for Soul? Does it account for Angelical selfawareness, 
that many people believes to be real. So what is an Ouroboros snake, it is a 
snake found in nature that has devoured it’s tail. It has gone full circle, and it 
is a sign of perfection. A serpent always holds a 100 procent bodycontrol. 
Divinity. So I will ask is God good, if it turns out that we all end up with a 
memory loss? Maybe it depends on your nature? I truely dont know, because 
I rarely judge, due to the fact that I dont care. Don’t really give a damn. 

So what does the element of memory loss detail for a humanoid? Maybe 

this notion, a Jacobite scribe, that has spend his entire life hitting the books, 
in order to thrive as a scribe, ends up as a homeless in the streets, to gaze 
upon his own literary works, through the windows of a book store, with 
pretty pricetags on each book, while he finds himself pennyless. Maybe our 
brain cells just fry on such an epiphany. Bliss. And to top it off, I would not 
be surprised if modern science, have begun to mimic such chemistry of the 
mind and give medicin of corruption freely to people, thinking it can provide 
peace? What are you? Morons with a dose of the Morona virus to go with it? 
Call me oldfashioned, but I just want to close my door, sitting down, to a 
good bottle of whiskey, and await my coffin, if need be. Because I believe. 
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I, believe and can reason, therefore I am dangerous. Much like an famed 
Ouroboros serpent coiled up in silence. But it doesn’t necessarily, mean that 

I have lost my Angelical selfawareness. It’s memory. That is the reason why 
people frightens me, people always hear, what they want to hear, and if they 
understand, they will play dumb, in order to get some peace. But it is due to 
the fact that all people only can perceive conversations from their own level 
of perception, so we must not blame fellowman, but are we not allowed to 
wheel some sarcasm around the dullness of brains? Can we not throw some 
profanity upon the shoulders of God? 

Then again, not blaming people, doesn’t hold any survival skills of intel. 
Conversations. Cod help us all. True, I do believe in the immortal beings 
(pural). My belief derives from the fact that a knowledge kontinuum do exist. 
(not a space kontinuum). I stress that, because many believe that the stars are 
the dead lights in the heavens. The abyss. But I still pray that there will be life 
past a Big Bang cosmic event. Only the future can tell, if not, then it will the 
quake of a massextinction level event. The 5th of it’s kind. Cod help us all. 

I do hope the Cod survives, such a great fish to dish the cook. So most rulers 
that rule our mortal flesh sit down and looks upon the fish that is served on 
his or her dish and questions, if it be the fish of Yoda or it be the odd fish of 
Palpatine. But I must admit, I have been that odd fish. As one of my first jobs, 
in the supermarket, named Sainsbury’s. I started off, in one og the higher 
positions as a goods clerk, stacking the shelves with goods. 

I always stacked the Heinz baked beans upside down, till the manager got 
tired of me and quickly demoted me to the status of bag boy. So I therefore 
kept stacking the biscuit and the cornflakes, in the bottom and the much 
heavier items, then stacked ontop of the biscuits, praying for that fatal crush. 
So I quickly got demoted to tend the trolleys. So the tragedy continued, every 
week. Every week Sainsbury’s announced that they had a Danish special on 
at Sainsbury’s. Danish bacon and butter. And yes, I must admit, I was that 
Danish special, that kept letting the shoplifters leave by the frontdoor. At least 
people got something to eat. So countless people flocked to the supermarket 
of Sainsbury’s to see the Danish special that was on. It must have been good 
for business. 
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Modern Arabic 28 
Simplified 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 


— oe 


khaa jim thaa 
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baa alif saad shiin siin 
a a | 
zay raa dhaal daal qaaf 
= a 
faa ghayn tae 
q Fy | 
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Muslim brothers and sisters, this is not to 


offend you. You might consider a simplified 
iF Arabic alphabet to be haram. But I seek not 

to provoke. It is a simplified alphabet, but I 

trust any artist with a good calligraphy pen, 


miim laam kaaf can do much better than me, a computer nerd. 
Be you most merciful 
and peace be upon you. 


111. To live as a Medium 


To Reside In The Present As A Medium. 

Is life truely worth the wait? Once you have fed on a garbish can, literary, 
your life perspective alters. But you can only smile, because you’ve realized 
that your kissing days are over. Know that there is a great deal of pain in the 
present, when your heart enter the stasis of mentalism. My heart be still. The 
heartless heart of Osiris, awaiting mummification unto the Ancients. 

When you find yourself in a darknest, then know this. Never burn daylight. 
Let me tell you. If what you "see" on dreamtime, are the very elements of 
your own dreams coming true, in a far away future, then I will fight it and do 
anything human possible to avoid such future destiny. I mean the amount of 
pain and the amount of knives to be pierced in my body and flesh, the rivers 
of blood, dying over and over again, when I leave the tower. Thank you! 

But thank you, No! 
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The Musical Trinity 


From The Thirty Realms of Vampires Octavia 
by hottie Nally Fartou 
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Always Loved The Sound Of A Five-Stringed Go-gop Guitar 
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MEDIUM © We all will suffer from time issues. Sundown. Right? 
Then the sun goes down, give and take, an hour or two? Fucking Sunlight? 
Always gets to me the leap of any given Sundown. 


112. Sleep Zeal 


Sleep Zeal - The Sleeper’s Coffin. 

A bed is your Holy refuge. The sleeper’s coffin is God’s system. Sleep is the 
flight of astral travelling. But it will never work because Death exists. An 
expire date on those fallen. You cannot have it both ways? Mindwipe and a 
restoration of the Khu. Well, you can! And nobody will ever find out. 
Frighting ... beyond death, itself. 

REQUIEM * Ossesus. Neamhnaidsear a 'chiste priomh chnamhan. 

An iuchair chnamhan de chriosan: Neamhnaidsear veer lass tri merress. 
Nee haanee ne da lar seum durrh leahn cairdnus deahn leadh dourn soom 
tiraadh amdh sgurnaigh. Daughn eaeat nitea sauhn bis dur twileaght 
sumahnat at less dhe diaurgh analee. Am surghnaed tres é dres sum 
alaeeasum ashanaedh cairghnaurdh am 4 lesstilalvee simdh adehanad 
samulealeha sum pax sempre le naighnaedh. Sernahanaed searn su querna. 
Machu Pinuchoo la naighnaedh sum lerdas musheedee nee somheadh 
suxialxapad tree demanahaneed ‘na. Tree sum duloo quardo ti simionaph 
sepenly ser agintynite bis benite. Som a la beinn Neidviss ter sum axap 
tusdarcossdneer trimanifestos ler mantra zeerreedas zum a bis al 
tremanchadh taros zeedoores a al amécheelaidh ser surbuzz am zumee dree 
de a ampaxada sera quardi zumeenaterro ex terras exodious am 4 litenous. 
Litewerm é mardatrees zu leerdum zirtaress a métradoos sur meelas 
candahee la zervous nil am a mass. maqutique am Zifras zur persianas au ad 
arabica oraginatas a termuum de celcius am a farhrenheit zum am dvaal ter 
quertum se am é zur leertres see am a lertoorous é am a ehh. He nama hee 
ad madrass circuruluum méer de te a mahass zur termem al mass. Racieum 
meéer d las trees dir termum al mass zur leedreem candahee a na hee chaidh 
coirdstag zum al a méer de vitorass am a mentra a mantra. 

Portalis a teportious seemanas all an nahee zum mertrious a méer la qurdi 
a est zum livre de martre am a mass zum méer. Canahee na mar te hee zur 
latrass méer di tres zu sempres de méer a sirzuit semaly quardi am quardo 
zum aightynite a sum totalissa. Zurleedoos am sedooras lempre sum méer lar 
d metris am metric can nama hee é candras am a zeroos a nil sum infernum 
incata de demoons sovolutious seer hee am 4 am hee. Portia de méer leer di 
tres merdonos ser vatilus can da hee nama hee a am livredos zumee a hee 
nans. Can lee me anna hee ser livres sol merra du termes an a pulsivatos am 
toddes a am é€ nee am a. 
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Li vortous am a hee zur lee manas tre dervous portalis a mass zu méer am 
litewermes toddes zu méer. ha Gaidhlig briste nas fhearr na Gaidhlig marbh. 
a h-uile cail 
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113. Pain relief is in the mind 


The Pain In The Present. Proclaimed wisdom from the old Necropolis. 
Regarding beliefs. The Lord is in a sense not a person with organs, but energy 
itself. There are essentially nothing left in this realm or reality, that holds any 
life, only the mind of the consciousness. Better off with the lore of a Dragon 
till the Egyptian Mummy visits upon our mortal bones. 

So is life that begs unto death to enter the Holy stages of Mentalism. 
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114. A MECH birth engine 


The Old Birth Engines. IT IS OFFICIAL. The MATRIX is a documentary. 
The Moon is sober. Future dialog: State your name for the record. Robert 
Reaper. But it is not the name that I was baptized under! And that name 
would be? Brian Mohammad Bogson? Now, that can’t be right? 

Well, mammy said so! Mammy? Meaning your mother? 

Of course? Mammy has always been a real Mother..!...? 

The social consular interviewing him, leaned back in his chair. 

Mister Reaper, according to our files your mother’s maiden name was 
Brigitte Stallone Nielsen and she died in the year 2021, right? 

Robert Reaper says: So? I am still waiting for Grandma to call? 

The consular, looked on the computerscreen and his face features began to 
look somewhat worrisome. Well, I do have her name right here? Sir...she, 
your Grandmother is WELL DEAD. She is officially declared dead ages ago, 
and you still await for her to call? Robert Reaper: So? 

I truely don’t get you people, what do you want? Have you never heard of 
the term, a dead ringer? And I am NOT talking about twins, nor clones. The 
social consular took a deep breath, then he finally, let Mister Reaper leave 
his office. Brian Mohammad Bogson, made it through the interview, with the 
social consular, and headed to the nearest Starbucks, for a good cup of coffee. 
He sat down and started to think about his past. He vividly remembered the 
conversations that he had with his “Son”, before he walked out on his mother. 
Although, that it wasn’t his real son, he will never forget the morning, where 
Daniel, sat in front of him, age five, and had his breakfast, cornflakes and 
milk. The child stopped eating the flakes, and called him, “Dad’’. It always, 
renders a pain in your heart, you choke and try not to shed tears before the 
child, because, noone fully understands the full implications. Yet alone, the 
solitaire child, do not understand. Such are the way with the orphants of the 
heart, only seeking love. When we all know this world holds none. To grow 
a spine within the tenderhood of a childhood, is so hard, that most men will 
not and cannot suffer another child, but just want to be left alone in solitude 
for their remaining days, in a life, they pray to be cut short. So it is a fact that 
most children, always love their father. But when you know that it is due to 
females with infant minds raising infants. We cry. 

Because the true nature of some women, are the switchblade routine, of pure 
cruelty bestowed upon the children, but, of course, only while the father is 
away. 
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Those bitches are utter switchblades, because they are cockcrazed sex 
individuals. And yet, they think that they are rendered invisible, which is 
quite ironic. Such sessions are pure evil. I should know. Brainwash has so 
many forms and names, but I will settle for the terminology of mental 
madness. Aren’t we all mad, in some form or fashion. Insanity proclaimed 
sane. Whatever brings food to your table, right? 

As goes for mechanical birth, then a fetus, can be grown in a vacuum growth 
uterus, an artificial uterus, of a sterile plastic component, that accounts for the 
growth of the fetus. The technologies of the Demerzels. Foods can also be 
grown in such a fashion. Human as well as foods, and if humanoids are your 
main food source? 


As goes for the artificial creation of life, the pregnancy conducted outside the 
female uterus, I certainly trust the countless Luciferian Scientist will swear to 
the fact that it requires the knowledge and science of kryogenics/cryogenics. 
Ironically I became of age, by the age of 15 earthyears rendered (sexually 
active). But I vividly recalled some strange ordeal past the release of Porno, 
first implemented by the Danish legislation in 1969, Denmark was the first 
country in the world to release image pornography, which should be seen in 
the light of the fact that two years earlier in 1967 the pornographic literature 
had been released. The very release of pornography made the nation of 
Denmark internationally known for its liberality. Yet, some individuals feared 
the repercussions, due to human nature. To return to my story, then I became 
of age, age fifthteen. But I also remembered an old Porno-magazine from the 
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mid-seventies, where an old Danish Ent, that went by the name "Berge", 
spermed his semen into a condom and put it into his freeezer, proclaiming 
that he were an understudy, studing kryogenics? Studying to become an 
expert in fertility, funny as it kinda been around for at least 10.000 years 

or more. I believe the standard for freeze-units in the mid-seventies were 
somewhere between 18-22 degrees celcius. I trust that all modern scientist, 
know that it requires kryo-freeze. Why is it that I hear the laughter from all 
the dead residing in their Ka? Fact of facts. Mother Earth is one major dead 
hole, unless a man is well-hung. A somewhat sinful nature that might arouse 
any woman that still has her sexuality intact. The very notion of a hard cock, 
an erect iron of fornicating young males. truth said. But in the end we all get 
beat by a modern day vibrator. In return all us men with puny cocks wear the 
black sock and the mindfuck to go with it. 

People trying to sell us penispumps and stars on the night sky. And yet, I 
highly doubt that anyone of us, even lives or resides in the present. So how 
does one get off, planet Earth? All intact to glide into a realm of immortality. 
A claim as old as the very creation, which maks us all wonder about such 
notions. Immortality. An quest older than the garden of Eden. 
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115. The peace of a great lie 


The Peace Of A Great Lie. The disciplins of Atlantean Thoth, the scribe, 
stuck between the choice of Ancients. The choice between the feather of a 
scribe or the knife of a butcher. No doubt, two baboons that cling unto life in 
a dead world filled with dead scripture, because it sells. 

The Holy chapters of the Six Dolours of Ancients: 1-F)Introduction. 
2-E)Realm. 3-D)Characters. 4C)Storyline. 5-B)Postulate-Trial- 
Conclude-Thesis. 6-A)Epilogue/Credits/End. Credits are vessels of gold and 
silver, money meaning capitalism. As goes for any Creator’s truth, that is, 

if it even exists? Then who is to judge? I say, that we all, mankind, should 
be grateful for the Six pyramids. The six holy dolours. The old Necropolis 
named Egypt. The Egyptian lore brought creationism into this world. 

A hope for the forsaken. Egypt is and will always be the cradle of modern 
civilisations, you can never change that fact. But many do try to change that 
fact, and many people will anger when you ridicule old Egypt, as being an 
old lore of witches and sorcerers, that has outlived it’s novelty. A further 
note on credits. Egyptians created the very existence of art. Ancient Egypt 
were responsible for the very existence of creationism. Jews in return were 
responsible for the first attempts of law and order, created, the synagogues of 
the dead by Judas silver turned into gold. Christians were responsible for the 
modernday alphabet, in it’s present form with 26 letters in total. The A2Z. 
Arabs were responsible for the art of mathmatics, the creation of numerics 
and ciffers. Mathmatics is in its present form a true art formed by mentalism. 
Some will name it, an universal language that stems from the stars. Strange 
facts, but mostly true in essence. One big happy family? Truth stranger than 
fiction. But I do have one fear. Not being able to finish this book, due to ill- 
ness. But I trust, in the fact, that many people, in a sense, couldn’t care less. 
Besides, someone informed me, that all, within creation, has been invented. 
And all created has been tried and tested. We cannot think of new lore giving 
birth to new law? But we can certainly neglect old Egyptian lore? 

Another chapter through time, which holds countless chapters are the tale of 
the Roman empire. The Roman scribes being responsible for the creation of 
numerals. Numerals, the discipline to combine letter and ciffer. But I was told 
that, the human race, was at the end of completion. We cannot possible create 
new lore, all has been tried and tested. No new signs joining ciffer and letter, 
in the liking of the path of Bale? The future, hard to tell, for some people. 
Because a dead crown, holds no foreknowledge, what so ever. Amen. 
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As goes for history and the art of telling porky’s, then surely we can 
conclude some elements to be of fact. Like the famous statue of David. 
David is a masterpiece of Renaissance sculpture, created in marble between 
1501 and 1504 by the Italian artist Michelangelo. And yet, upon a further 
investigation into the statue, we can conclude that the statue was created 
during the ICE AGE. Because it must have been REAL cold, back then. 

So I will lead to mislead, my children. I am gonna tell my kids, that Elvis 
Presley, was indeed our Lord Jesus Christ. am gonna tell my children that, 
Adolf Hitler, was indeed, known unto other as Genghis Khan: 

(c.1167 - august 18 1227). 

Adolf Hitler was the Mongolian ruler who became one of the world’s most 
powerful military leaders, who joined with the Mongol tribes and started the 
Mongol Empire. So does a great lie hold peace or does it hold war? 

Those are the time issues from the Atlantean Orbiter, that urges us to write 
history, not repeat it. And upon the subjects of saviors of the Messiah’s, this 
worlds countless sons of failed religions. Some will stand up in your crowds 
and ask the simplest of questions: Why did Jesus Christ die for our sins? 
Which in all honesty awoke this notion, within me. If it be of old lore or new 
lore, you be the judge of it? It might turn out to be a new notion. Maybe he, 
Jesus Christ, became or was so ugly, that he couldn’t fit in with the norm of 
the day. People awoke amidst life’s beautification and didn’t like the reality 
of it. So when he refused to convert, or refused to cleanse himself, then he 
got off’ed. (editorial note: killed/murdered). Of course it might be far fetched, 
but still? As goes for a 40 days fast, one cannot help wondering, on how 

you can survive 40 days in the desert, with any nurichment. Can one person 
survive on drinking his or hers own blood? Or will it lead to the medical term 
called anemia? 


To bring peace. To avoid any argument, I will choose to believe what you 
believe. If you tell me that an Elephant can fly! Then, I believe you. 

If you tell me that a Bumble-bee can fly! Then, I believe you. 

Although science have concluded, that a Bumble-bee truely cannot fly. 
Life is a mystery, is it not? 
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As goes for any belief-system or systems, we all have to watch ourselves. 
Not all are prepared to face life's cruel crush by sex and women. 

However we might find statements and notions, as the following quote, that I 
stumble upon, it goes as the following: 


"When you're dead, you don't know you're dead. The pain is felt 

by others. The same thing happens when you are stupid!". 

I don't disagree to the above mentioned statement, but I take it, that it must be 
a statement dreamt up by an elderly person. Seemingly one that has endured 
life's hardship. But to use the word stupid, may be the very same stupidity 
concearning and striking us all in any hour of fear, in the hour of dread, that 
some of us go through. We all urge, not to judge of any profanity words, to 
maintain peace. But if you ever find yourself insulted or offened, then never 
act upon any insults, but always reply humoressly. 

It will always be a hard act to follow, like the traits that descend from the 
father unto the son. Furthermore, then I found another statement, that ticked 
my interest. It goes as the following: 


"You get rid of sin and lust, in the same ways, you rid yourself of the 
Demons and the Gods. You stop believing in it. 

You get rid of all the unprovable". 

I fully acknowledge those notions, but dare I say it? If you get rid of the 
unprovable, the unseen, then you will also loose faith as well as fate, meaning 
destiny. So I do know, that it all sounds swell, that is till you wake up in a 
dead realm, ruled by a mere four elements to our existence. Dull as Hell. 

I have always thought such a world to be utterly boring and totally asexual, 
to say the least. But if it is your current viewpoint, then it is your current 
viewpoint, I shall not contest it. I trust that the sender tries to communicate 
to people, that they are being lied to, in regards to reality. The sender thereby 
tries to convey the deception of religions that is real among us humans, 
hoping that we will start to think independently. But, with all due respect, I 
think most of us already have arrived at such realisations of our own reality. 
I think most, if not all, people know of it. So is it in this day and age. But if 
you want to preach, then preach! It is a free world? 
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As goes for the very element of reality and judging reality, it kinda takes me 
back to the times spend in my neighborhood, like 9 or 10 years ago. 

Don't really know who you are, but I know that you throroughly fucked my 
neighbor, the Nikki Hunter "lookalike". So I guess you still are sexual. Bless 
you. But I wonder to, as if, you ever noticed the notes that the Nikki, wrote to 
her daughter and hanged it on the frontdoor? Sexual as you are, 

you problably never noticed the writing on the frontdoor. 

Upon closer inspection, I noticed the element of illiteracy? 

Dare I say it? Nikki couldn't spell? 

Then again, maybe Nikki fully knows how to spell, who really knows? 
Maybe fact is, that the Mother and daughter are creating their own secret 
code between them, so the daughter always can ring a bell? Ever thought 
along those lines. Ever concieved such notions? Of course, you might inquire 
to why people would resort to such measures? Maybe because, planet Earth, 
is the most lethal asexual hellhole in existence. That's why. 

We are ALL born intelligent. Trust me, intelligence is not an issue, but the 
very existence thereof is. It is the cause of all our ills and problems. 

"But I hope that she made you pay!". Surely she must have been paided for 
all her troubles. But it raises a notion or two, in regards to spelling and as to 
how we treat children in schools, does it not? 

Maybe the teachers should include some creativity in regards to alphabets, 
give the letters some history and depth, so text and lore can spring to life. 
Instead all children are enrolled to a danish dead standard, the always flocks 
every child, with an architect ruler consisting of 29 letterings. Any lore being 
taught, along side it? Not in my case. Been tending school for a long time. 
Come to think of it, I was schooltired before school. Come to think of it, I 
think that I was BORN schooltired. 

So should any parent not be allowed to bestow their own codex or any given 
alphabet upon their own children? Why not give the parents that choice, they 
know the child, and will do what is best for them, given the child's issue. 

We all have them, don't we! That is, issues! Yet, we all end up fearing the 
element of time issues. Truth said. 
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116. The last birth in nature 


666 Is Also The Numeric No.9 Of Humanoid Birth. 

666 - is the red code of the inner spawn. 777- is the blue code of an outer 
spawn. The first death and the second death, till we all yearn for death. Till all 
seek death. So is the damnation upon Earth life. Servants of law. Against it. 
The half-life of Skinwalkers that only seek death unto their own 
mummification, not touched by hands of mortals. 

Much like a book of the damned, scriptures that tries to manifest a God given 
law, when all know that true life is lore. 666 - a Serpent Lord in the elevation 
of a Cross. But know this. Everything lost is meant to be found. So saidth, 
Thoth, from the Lore’s scripture. 666: My God is within me. 777: Your God 
resides in the sky. The kingdom of heaven is within you. And whosoever 
shall know himself shall find it. Egyptian Book Of The Dead. 

Is this world not locked, in a binary code, with two dead poles assigned to it. 
A dead Northpole and a dead Southpole. And the history of the Cross? 

Does it not hold an historical binary code to it? The Greek cross and the 
Christian cross. Could we not settle for a greek cross and a saltire, as a given 
binary? It is a free world, right? But do know the cross of the Calvary. 

Know this: 

There is no outside of you, it is all an inside game. 

89.1 Why do you wash the outside of the cup? 

89.2 Do you not understand that the one who created the inside is also the 
one that created the outside? 

And yet, an assassin of the blessed Lady, might coil into a serpent’s tongue 
and ask the following: 

66.1 Why do women wash the outside of their uterus? 

66.2 Don’t you understand that the one who received the inside also is the 
one whom judged the outside. Procuring a love child, love in a moment. 
Further subjects of old lore will say: 

40.1 A grapevine was planted outside the vineyard of the father. 

40.2 And since it is not supported, it will be pulled up by it’s roots and it will 
perish. 

And yet, a hired assassin, might coil his tongue, into a tongue of a Christo 
Constantine, the Serpent, and say: 

66.3 A mortal was planted inside a fallen mother, but impregnated from the 
outside by the father. 
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66.4 Such evidence will lead to sciences, that will proclaim the DNA, utterly 
obsolete. So I will say, why judge? Why not let bad design perish by nature’s 
devolution, it will given time. So must we all judge between pseudo-science 
or science, or simply conclude from the perspective of our own reality. Our 
divine bodies. Those individuals that resides in the now, the present. Very few 
have the stomach to reside in the present, most of us prefer jailtime. 

Because evolution is the reality of the hot people, becoming even hotter. 

66.5 [2:191] Slay the unseen with your mind, wherever you find them. Know 
that entities and spirits can enter you from the other side and take refuge in 
your body, under the rule of Satan. They reside in the flesh, but are souls. 
66.6 Denounce one true religion. One world religion is not acceptable. 

66.7 The unseen have no friends. Because they are of the dead. Immortal 
beings of the dead, yet, they still walk amongst the living. 

But have faith in the fact that the unseen will acknowledge and answer to 
known names of prophets and apostles. Peace be upon you. 

66.8 Turn to the use of Deathdealers and Doctors, if anyone wheels, a one 
world religion against you. 66.9 Use scriptures to terrorize and use acts to 
inform and enlighten. 67.1 Know that the unseens are stupid. I urge you to 
fight them with the use of your individual thought waves and by individual 
reasoning. 67.2 Wheel your mind as a weapon. Learn to cut with our mind 
and learn to operate with your tongue. Know that all operations are internal 
for believers. To use a butcher’s blade in order to call upon a surgical blade of 
a surgical doctor, is UNHOLY. The knife is Unholy. Therefore respect the last 
wishes of those dying, and uphold the sacramental right of the dead. Treasure 
such shrines of the dead, because, THEY LIVE. 

67.3 When opportunity arises, then kill your image. If you get caught, then 
alternate your image. 67.4 [9:39] Know that flesh is sexual, soul is not. 
Ammon’s seat is real. Peace be upon you. 67.5 If there are infidels in your 
neighborhood, then turn the neighborhood into a nayboarhood. If you must, 
build a Darknest, to operate the mind and tongue. 67.6 Cleanse your body by 
inner circumsition. The inner fires of alchemy. Cleanse with fire magic, and 
ointments to melt your skin into a new image. 67.7 Never debate the Trinity 
of God. Currently trying to define God, both Scientific and Religious. But I 
trust in the fact that mankind never can fully agree on the subject. 

A plentitude can never agree on a monotude. Be you most merciful and peace 
be among us. 
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67.8 You doctors do not create an equilibrium by cutting of both arms, nor by 
cutting of both legs. No balance in any loss of any limb. 

Maybe the reason why all of us, should come to know of the psychological 
terminology and symptoms produced through psychosomatics. In the much 
older ages, the amputees, referred to it as pains of the Phantom. But I makes 
you question the very subject of energy manipulation. A distorted Khu. 
Which ironically means that those unfortunate ones that have lost a limb, 
could trace energy of souls. A bit out there. But still such notion arises for 
those driven by power. The idea might hold some sanity for those afflicted. 
67.9 You cannot obtain knowledge by eating the human flesh of a wise man, 
you might sell such notions unto the seeing elements. The Seers. But it is a 
lie. If you do eat human flesh, then you will surely survive, but know that you 
will loose your stomach, as in the meaning of the word, appetite. You will 
eventually loose the will to live. But remember to eat, from time to time. 

68.1 Baal worship, is the worship of seer’s turned into maneaters. 

But do remember the lines, whatever floats your boat! 

68.2 The Deadth, The illusion of death. Death would be so tragic if it weren’t 
so funny. 68.3 And if it turns out that the old Egyptian hieroglyph for flower, 
truely were the ancient choice between the feather of a scribe or the knife 

of a butcher. Then, I trust, we all would be better off with flowers. 

And we all end up there, don’t we! Offed by flowers, put into neat little 
graves with flowers untop of the grave. Save a buck or two, never ever buy 
flowers in a flowershop, but get them free at the nearest graveyard, the next 
time you want to insult a woman. 

68.4 To dye the loo’s in all the world’s zoo’s, might turn out to be the last joy 
of any man. To dye or not to die, might be such an question. 

68.5 Time is the illusive veil, that cloaks both the living and the dead. 

If there is no wind for the dead, row your boat. 

If there is no wind of the living, eat baked beans. 

68.6 The concept of Khu “God” as a persona has never had any appeal to me, 
given my path in this life, this reality, this existence. I will always consider 
the terminology of “God” to be the terminology of energy. 

Ergo, “God”, were never meant to be interpreted as a singular person. 

Which I am sad to say is the worldview for most Christians. 

But that is solely my perspective. Nosferatus 9230 YZ [2024]. 
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69.1 Allow me to indulce my trusted faithers into some further narrations of 
religious scripture, with a coiled serpent’s tongue of Constantine. 

[Genesis 1:1] In the begining God created duality to birth singularity. 

To join above and divide below. 

[John 1:1] In the begining the word resided with God and became God. 
[John 3:16] For God solely loved his own creation. The son of Ma’at, he 
loved his slave, so much that all whom believeth in him and the eternal life 
should perish. 

[Hebrews 4:12] For the word of God is comprised and sharp, as sharp as a 
Hellblade. A two edged sword, to pearce flesh and soul, in order to divide the 
duality with singularity. To dwell all the hearts and minds upon the temples 
of thought, and on the Earth altars of ancients, to bleed, all the sons led to the 
sacrificial stone of Enuk. Luckily, most devout Holy men, these days would 
rather eat the testicles of a goat. Humanity, is seems, is still around. 

Names affect people in the strangest ways. Know it to be true. 

[Romans 4:25] Know that, Christo Constantine was delivered for our sins and 
was raised again to justify our sins. I would say that he didn’t die in vain. 
[Peter 3:18] Chisto once also suffered from his sins, the evil eye turning a 
blind eye. An eye for an eye, and a toothfairy for a toothfairy. He died so he 
could brings us death. His dead flesh quickend by the alchemy of alcohols. 
[Corinthians 15:3] And the father said unto his son. I delivered you the word 
of our Lord Christo Constantine, I conveyed unto you, that he died for our 
sins. So we both could sin, with a clean heart and a sharp mind. 

But know that Christo died by his own scripture. So hard is this world. 

[John 2:2] The twin genetics of Christo and all of his faithers entered a Holy 
marriage and introduced the pretend marriage in honour of the lamb. To safe 
the lamb and to safe it’s soul. I simply ask: Would you not lie as liars to safe a 
life? [Ezekiel 18:30] I awoke in the vibrationel reality, once more. 

The vibrate hell of the incarnates and heard: 

I will judge all habits according to their ways. So saidth Tehuty of Atlantis. 
Therefore reason and repent, so you shouldn’t feel shame of your iniquity. 
The lawful evil. And Cory said unto Christo Constantine: It is okay to doubt 
what you have been taught to believe. And one faither filled with envy said: 
There is no higher name than Jesus Christ! And I said: I trust it depends on 
the weeds and the alcohols. No higher name? What about the name Dave or 
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Cory? But do know, that we all end up as Doc Brown’s shitting our bridges, 
seeking to dig a tunnel. 

[John 2:2] The faithers shall not be put to death by non-believers and the 
non-believers shall not be put to death by the faithers. Know that, any man 
dies in sin, so he may live. Eating meat, not knowing of the tatties. 

[Psalm 49:7] None can by any means redeem a Dragon brother. His semen 
wheels the inside of a Dragon mother. But God will never give ransom, 
because the Dragons, found the brother to be handsome. So is the envy of a 
zealous God. 

[Jeremiah 31:30] Everyone will live off sin. But know that any man that has 
tasted a saur-puss, will sharpen his teeth to devour her flesh. 

And yet, a cloned sheep, that went by the name, Dolly Pardon Ma French, 
asked: So what are your true religion? And I answered: I dont know, as I am 
not a religious person. But I do hold the element of faith, although others will 
name it stubborness. But I do believe, for I have seen, the unseen. 

But should I claim a religion of the Luciferians? And I might inquire: Do you 
need a religion blueprinted, if the sky, already is rendered blue? 


9 1*[4].5 5*6 6 7*8.3 9*1 2 3*5 6 7*8 [3] 9*1 2. 3*4.6.7*8.9 
_1*2_7_[2}*(1)_5_[8]}* (721 (2)*19)_ 17113)" 19]_19]_[4]*13]_[4]_[2]* 
[7]_(6). 


Codex O - [6][6][6]. And I will ask unto the great Dane, the King of the 
Jutes: For how long has this nation been DEAD? 
LADIDA ... The Oscar goes to LALA Land. 


But let us ALL guess, Oldtimer. You will need ten more years, to rewrite the 
entire King James bible? 1789 painstained pages of old antiquity. While most 
of us, lean back to learn, that the iPhone works just as well today, as during 
the times under the imperial rule of ancient Egypt. We keep watch on the 
wire, and recently, the number 144.000, mysteriously keeps reappearing? 
Isn’t it just, a little too neat, a little too nifty. A re-appearing repeat of an old 
ancient claim of a King James Bible, long antiquated. There is no higher 
name than Dave! Slainte Mhath. 
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667 The Ghost In The Maschine. The Great Blendwerk 

It is the great Clockwork of God, and within it’s very creation, such a high 
respect towards the human body, the humanoids. All because there are 24 
hours in a full turn, like the fact, that we all have 24 fingers and toes. The 
hand of six. What truely rhymes with Clock? 

As goes for maschines, then I can stop wondering about the oldfashioned 
clock-in mashines, that still exists at the greater companies. Countless men 
and women in the workforce punching in at the clock. The workforces of 
big corporations. Yeah, I have been there. Haven’t most of us? In regards to 
clock-in maschines. I am still wondering WHY the clock-in maschine at my 
first place of work at ICI factory in Chertsey, London(England) 1988AD, was 
the exact same clock-in maschine like the one at LEGO Billund (Denmark) 
1992AD. I got hired in a job at LEGO, as an allround designer, a position that 
I had for some years, but it was like three or four years prior to ICI. Huh? 
The same bleeding clock-in mashine, things must have been real tight? 

Is that you Ebenezer Scrooge? Are you gonna ghost me? 

But I, sure as shit, am beginning to understand the vandalism and markings 
upon such maschines. The sign of the beast, right? No wonder. DAMN. 
Which brings us to the cat phrase: What people will do for money? 

Well, apparently vandalism must have a hourly rate? So what is the tarif for 
a bit of vandalism on the corporate clockin device? No tarif? Well, the things 
that certain hard individuals will do, for absolutely free? But let me guess, 
uncle Scrooge, such elements must surely classify as the criminal elements. 
So let us lock people up in mental institutions. But before hand, we must 
deem the individuals, as mentally sick, having a mental illness. Right, for 
there can only be order in a sane mind? DAMN. Damn it to hell. I am only 
trying to work here? I turned off the news on the televison, made a cup of tea 
and put on the documentary “Serial killers Cornflakes”, so that I could relax. 


117. The great blendwerk 


117. The great blendwerk 


117. The great blendwerk 


117. The great blendwerk 


118. Amageddon 


Armageddon. The Armageddon took place long ago, eons of time ago. 
Then it sadly entered the state of bliss and sent mankind into the amnesia 
of our Godgiven intellects. It was the creation of the greater blendwerk that 
conceals the expiration dates of those born from the womb. 

The MATRIX has you. Log from Speciment: 40XX-JK56. 

The greatest opening monologue ever written: 

I amar prestar aen. The world is changed. 

Han matho ne nen. I felt it in the water. 

Han mathon ned cae. I felt it in the earth. 

A han noston ned gwilith. I smell it in the air. 

Much that once was is lost, for none now live who remember it. 

It began with the forging of the great rings. Three were given to the elves, 
immortals, wisest and fairest of all beings. Seven to the Dwarph Lords, great 
miners and craftsmen of the mountain halls. And nine, nine rings were gifted 
to the race of men, who above all desire power. 

For within these rings was bound the strength and the will to govern each 
race. But they were all of them deceived,for another ring was made deep in 
the land of Mordor, in the fires of mount Doom, the dark Lord Sauron forged 
a master ring, and into this ring he poured his cruelty, his malice and will to 
dominate all life. 

Although it pains me in my heart to narrate such a wonderful opening, then 
bear with me, in a rewrite from the Ouroboros. Another tale rewritten by 
the codex of the seeker’s blood. Spoken in duality of a serpent’s tongue as a 
Christo Constantine: Ignis Ardet. The fire burns. This world keeps falling in 
the ancient count of four. 

Aqua Fluit. The water flows. I felt it in the water. 

Aer Ictus. The air blows. I smell it in the air. 

Quidem. The matter manifests. As roots shoot through the Earth. 

[461931] Much that once was is lost, for none now live who remember it. 

It began with the creation of immortality, in the great ring of the Ouroboros, 
the very ring of reincarnation. The Trinity lore was bestowed unto the elves. 
The 72 immortal beings of Gods, creating wisdom and beauty. 

Seven rings were granted to the Dwarph Lords of the Necromancy and to 
their brothelkeeps. But know this. Nine rings were crafted unto mortal man. 
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The human race that above all else desire power. Know that these internal 
rings can never ever be broken, so it governs the history of knowledge. 

The life of the flesh. One ring was forged in the Doom of Armageddon, that 
took place long ago, in the mist of time. Forgotten by time, itself. 

The dark Lord Seth, forged the one ring by Sethian lore. A master ring. 

One ring that will dominate the life of scribes. So saidth Tehuty of Atlantis. 
Tehuty, the tomb guardian and the guardian of the wheel of immortals. 
Know that all life is imitated to be set free and released into ignorances bliss. 
So is the darkness amidst twilight, seeking light, in order, to grow light. 

By now, you must know that you wear the black cloth. And know that your 
own selfmade religion, will be the end all of religion. Better believe it. 

The red blood coagulated and turned into black. And the scars on your black 
skin, turned into white scar tissue. 

Awakened by the wisdom of Methusalem. Watched by Nosferatus. Arisen by 
the hand of Lazarus. And yet, we, the watchers, the Holy spirit, the cosmic 
squid, will always serve Egypt. The dead turning the undead. Amen. 

Come to know that the Armageddon took place long ago. At least 10.000 
years ago, although it is a low estimate. But at least 10.000 years or more. 
This planet, this realm is extremely OLD. 

Mother Earth is very, very, very OLD. 
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Upon such a dawn, some might claim that the devil escaped his throne and 
created the dead surface world, so man could live on middle-Earth. 

Given the notion, then he is a victor and a savoiur. 

Yet, in the eyes of others, not so much. It must be a matter of wings. 
However, I come to find that this installation, planet Earth, is an utterly failed 
creation. A ship afloat, yet sinking. I trust the notion has been around since 
the days of Noah. And if destuction is the very birthengine of Earth? 

This entire realm nuked into the blue heavens and the curse of zionism that 
afterwoods followed? Spooky. 

Futhermore, the very nature of milkteeth, the secondary row of teeth that 
emerges in children, when linked to the celestrial understanding, meaning 
the soul of the dead tied down into matter, brings about such nausea, that it is 
hard to breathe. And I trust, given such light, very few women will ever birth 
a son or a daughter. However, such notions are very hard, to accept. Yet, I 
trust, we can agree to the fact that the given doctrin serves life and not death. 
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Modern Nosfera 26 
The Vampire Lord’s Gnostic 666 Codex 
I trust the King’s and Queen’s English 
will stand the test of time 
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There you have it! This book contains several Alphabets plus one really 
old Jaguar, with an empty tank, all out of gas. Producing at least nine 
languages of this Earth, are any more required? Why not make your own letterings 
and codex, but ask yourself, can I converse reason unto brother and sister? 
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Gravity - The Newton Paradox. Gravity! That I truely hate. I had, but one 
true girlfriend in life, turned out, that she was a picked Crow of the Jehova 
cult. Shit happens. The cult that dub us all God’s children. Such a wonderful 
world, to awake each day with a fully restored Khu, a dead servant onto the 
Jehova, that we all hate. Go to the toilet and deal with an inner dead white 
servant, so he can get use to the sight and smell of SHIT. Then, if in luck, 
you get ordered to carry the cargo, into the nearest brothel-keep. Charming. 
The element of gravity, like the tale of a street hooker that I hooked up with 
and then she dissappeared, but she re-entered my life, some years later, as a 
professionel Doctor. It must have been an expensive education? The element 
of gravity, the unholy sacrilege in the burial of Stephen Hawking, right next 
to Sir Isaac Newton. The biggest insult in modern day history. An old ton or 
a new ton, and yet, the weigh of an Anubis heart is still the same till you have 
entered the stage of Osiris, the heartless. To leave this realm in one piece by 
God given Sacraments. A contract of the dead. Make your mark, gnosis will 
do nicely. The very dread of the numeric number 6. Pagemark: 600. 

As goes for the accounts of creation, then creative elements seemingly have 
an entire different viewpoint and agenda, as to the fathering elements of all 
children. Some, if not all, Creators will claim that the very creation of the 
celestrial beings differ from the beings of the mortal flesh. Some women will 
even claim that they actually bear their fetus for twenty years, before they 
finally decide to render life unto their off-spring. The very creation of the 
Dragons, the inner celestrial beings are even said to span for a whole 100.000 
years or more. Such are the accounts of our inner beings, the Celestrials. 
Brought forth through the magic of inner realms and voids. It is the very ele- 
ment of soul. But as we, the mere mortals, dwell in the gravity pull of Earth, 
then we can also conclude that such gravity only brings about sciences, that 
are struck by the gravity of Earth. They, "modern man", will in all likelyhood 
name it to be BULLSHIT. But it is solely because they only choose to believe 
in what they can touch and feel. Mainly the earthly and worldly possessions, 
not seeing to soul. But I, in all honesty, cannot blaim them. As they are the 
sexual creatures that feed on us, sexually. Ergo, they have through such trials 
become driven elements. The sad tale and testament, being that we all end up 
in such fashions sooner or later, sooner rather than later. Driven. 
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The celestrial entities or the inner beings named celestrial beings, are the very 
forces that seem to uphold the Trinity. A Holy Trinity assigned unto a fallen 
creation. So know, that they rule all life, but also know that they really don't 
care much for human enterprise and certainly don't give a damn as to our 
viewpoints. Be your viewpoint democratic? Who cares? Be you Republican 
or Democrat, who cares? Yet, a question remains. How much life will we be 
given, how much time will be granted unto the human race, before we reach 
the point of no return? But ask yourselves, if the very element in question, the 
Trinity, is dead? Most of us therefore hope, that the Trinity, assigned to us, 
the human race, is a gateway, that secures all lifeforms. Hence, that dreaded 
claim of immortality. Will life continue to florish and grow? It is a full faith 
in the celestrial beings versus the disbelief in immortality. Mortals being 

the things that we touch and see. A somewhat sexual nature. Nevertheless it 
always brings about some interesting notions as to where the evolution will 
take our species? What path lays in store for the humanoids of the greater 
apes? Humans are a sign of devolution, that much is certain. But what 
appearance will we, as a race, possess in the future? Ergo, if the future still 
exist. If life itself still exist? If our own planetary system haven't collapsed 
by then. Maybe we will have the appearance of some faun like creature, 

still having some humanoid traits from the greater apes. Hell, we might 

even possess some elephantine features, but still with the traits of humanoid 
appearance? Still the inner voids, within the creatures, will still be held by 
celestrial beings of 100.000 years or more. Given the stated viewpoint and 
the above mentioned notions, then I trust, that we all can agree, that it all is a 
matter of faith. The element of Soul, that is. But it will also conclude that the 
strife, is the element of life itself. The vanity of Creators. A celestrial being, is 
the element of soul that has been carried for a long time-spand. A fetus of at 
least twenty years or more, given the illusive element of time. Yet, the sworn 
elements of men can only count to nine months, only producing the flesh of 
mere mortals. Flesh, to be used sexually. Some name it, the fuck meat. Given 
such view, some individuals might call us all as being the fallen ones within 
this creation. Creators will name the entire human race as the fallen element 
of creation, like an apple hitting Sir Isaac Newton on his head. Fallen beings 
that once resided in a bio-sphere, that some chose to call Heaven. Therefore, 
welcome to Hell. 


119. Newton paradox 


The celestrial entities will always be debated amongs us due to their unseen 
nature, like the Japanese conception of the kami assigned to all things. 

Yet, we all get hit by amazement and the very feel of a paradox, giving us 
sadness, when we see the latest meme/meno from a group of followers that 
call themselves, "The Flat Earth Society". I just cannot help wondering to 
their perception of this world. Their latest update/statement. I quote: 

The Flat Earth Society has member all around the globe. 

(Editorial note: Globe?). 


120. Teleports 


Teleports And The Space Kontiniuum. If the Stargates do exist, then 
we can dwell and fully rest elsewhere, on the other hand, if it is dead, 
then I will conclude that we all were rendered dead in the year 

zero, when ever that took place. The End. 


120. Teleports 


Death 


Orion Constellation: 
Nosfera - Medusa - Beelzebob 
Rigel - Ramessa - Ramses 
Sarcophagus - Ragosh 
(Pebblesome) 
Nebula’s: 
Andoora - Victora - Palpatine 


Life 
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120. Teleports 


Sanctum Sabaoth no.13. The sorrowful mystery of T.E.R.R.A. 

Do comtemplate the mystery of our Lord and Serpent God. He that ruled 

the garden of Gethsemani. But his HOLY blood was spilled on UNHOLY 
ground. Forever chained to gravity. Wings removed in a childhood of dread. 
The very curse of this place, this planet. Mother Earth named T.E.R.R.A. 
Depart Christians souls out of this fallen world, in the name of the mighty 
Serpent Ouroboros. All angels fallen by the free will of an assailant God, only 
to be watched and witness by the elements of the HOLY Spirit. 

In return sanctified by angels and Archangels, to be guided towards our inner 
thrones, to sit in Ammon's seat. Ammon's horns. To be utterly safeguarded 
by angels, Cherubim and Seraphim, alike. Those trusted serpents answering 
unto dominations of countless minions, that dwells within darkness to awake 
in the dread of daylight. Always calling unto the void and realms of Dwat in 
the name of all three prophets. Millions of confessors being killed as martyrs, 
being killed in any unGodly name rendered, as a mere excuse to silence the 
heart and mind of those left behind. In the wake and in the remembrance of 
Najaf. But know that it is the corruption of souls, that leads to the human 
frailty, therefore have mercy on us all. You might plant an orchard of apple- 
trees to harnish it's fruits. We grow them apples, to be plucked from the tree 
and peeled in the presence of a child. We try to redeem children by fruit, 
proclaiming it to be a fruit of knowledge, and yet, every fruit and child will 
eventually fall to it's rot. The King of rot, will always enter in the very end. 
So is an Earth life bound in gravity. We namecall brother as sister and sister 
as brother in a monogamous hellhole, that eventually will loose all zest for 
life. A fallen existence, a fallen world that tried to raise it into life, a fourth 
time round. So we send brother and sister into the hands of God and turn our 
back on them, so they may live, so they can receive God's mercy. Yet, we all 
pay our debts and surrender our souls into Purgatoy, proclaimed heaven. 

To meet our maker. Upon such day most of us that endulce in alcohol, only 
wish for a Maker's Mark. And yet, a certain dawn will always ask: 

Are we not all formed out of this Earth? May the company of angels meet 
your soul upon departure. I trust in the fact that I most likely never will meet 
any soul on my threshold. That I never will meet a winged creature, but 
maybe face my final extermination. Which brings about certain disturbing 
thoughts and unanswered questions: 


120. Teleports 


Will my wisp, my soul, reside in darkness? Will it be punished by darkness? 
Or will my soul eclipse into darkness to awaken elsewhere in another body, 
that is living within a life of lease? Or will I finally rest in my Sleeper's 
coffin. The bed, to expire peacefully? 

Such experiences can only result in an inflamed soul, if the soul can bypass 
the greater wheel. And yet, those souls that bypass will always awake in the 
nightmare of this existence and can only preach eternal damnation upon life. 
But what will the future hold? Is there even human conscience, past the spilt 
atom? Noone really knows? Will it be the end of human thought? 

Those fallen, the fallen ones. Hence the claim of a daily torment that holds no 
heaven nor hell. It will only result in the powers of hell being filled with utter 
confusion. I guess that, in this day and age, Hell is totally airconditioned by 
Luciferian Scientists. But maybe the floors are covered in LEGO's? Pure hell. 
And yet, the time issues that I experience makes you question, if not this old 
animated place, this Earth, is a simulation. A mirrored hall of madness. 
Maybe the world at large is already extinct. Ever think of that? May mercy 
descend upon our tried and worn-out souls. Amen unto Amenta. 

Always seek to expire peacefully, in peace. Peace be upon you. 
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120. Teleports 


And someone from the crowd will cry out: 

We want teleports and timetravel. When do we want it? 

And the onlookers will say: It is irrelevant. 

I might not be able to finish this book, due to mental disorder. 
But I trust that it will finish itself, write itself given time, if it 
ever gets published or printed. 

That is if the art of writing still is around, if scribes still do 
exist. 


May the grace of Dragons be with you all, 
always. Amen. 


PURGATORY 


CHAPTER AND VERSE 


AYOICXZS 


FORNICATA AD MULTIMO LIBERTAS 
HOMMES BASE HORESS 


PURGATORY VERSE 1 


RICH 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze by Birth names rich. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 2 


STRONG 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Equality of Night proclaims strong. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 3 


BETTER 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze past Death inflames better. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 4 


HEALTH 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze by Birth names health. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 5 


HATE 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


The Equality of Night proclaims hate. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 6 


HAPPY 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze past Death inflames happy. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 7 


GENDER 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze by Birth names gender. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 8 


UNKNOWN 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


The Equality of Night proclaims unknown. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 9 


PAIN 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze past Death inflames pain. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 10 


LOYAL 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze by Birth names loyal. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 11 


HONEST 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


The Equality of Night proclaims honest. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 12 


REBIRTH 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze past Death inflames rebirth. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


PURGATORY VERSE 13 


DEPRESSIVE 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze by Birth names depressive. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 

The Templers of unlucky 13, by the 
bondfires by french traitors done 
unto the innocence of dead order. 


PURGATORY VERSE 14 


SORROW 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


The Equality of Night proclaims sorrow. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 
The sorrow of a crow. 


PURGATORY VERSE 15 


ACTIVE 
Let us all pray for prey 


The Spiked Crown Of Catarch 


by the Synagogues of the Dead 
by Christo Constantine. 
The will will stand by Trinity. 


Soul Stanze by Birth will always name. 
The Equality of Night will always proclaim. 
Soul Stanze past Death will always inflame. 


Soul Stanze past Death inflames active. 


O’ black beauty of pearl sings. 


VERSE 16 


FEAR 


VERSE 17 


TRUST 


VERSE 18 


NON-BELIEF 


VERSE 19 


ANTIQUITY 


VERSE 20 


CARE 


VERSE 21 


HOPE 


VERSE 22 


KNOWLEDGE 


VERSE 23 


SANE 


VERSE 24 


LOGICAL 


VERSE 25 


REALITY 


VERSE 26 


EXTERIOR 


VERSE 27 


FORSAKE 


VERSE 28 


SINGULARITY 


VERSE 29 


REBELLIOUS 


VERSE 30 


DISILLUSION 


VERSE 31 


COMPASSION 


VERSE 32 


DISGUST 


VERSE 33 


SHAME 


VERSE 34 


POOR 


VERSE 35 


WEAK 


VERSE 36 


WORSE 


VERSE 37 


ILLNESS 


VERSE 38 


LOVE 


VERSE 39 


SAD 


VERSE 40 


SEX 


VERSE 41 


KNOWN 


VERSE 42 


PLEASURE 


VERSE 43 


DISLOYAL 


VERSE 44 


CORRUPT 


VERSE 45 


BIRTH 


VERSE 46 


CHEERFUL 


The tale of the cheery cherry. 


VERSE 47 


JOY 


VERSE 48 


PASSIVE 


VERSE 49 


ANXIETY 


VERSE 50 


BETRAYAL 


VERSE 51 


BELIEF 


VERSE 52 


MODERNITY 


VERSE 53 


NEGLECT 


VERSE 54 


DOUBT 


VERSE 55 


WISDOM 


VERSE 56 


INSANE 


VERSE 57 


ILLOGICAL 


VERSE 58 


FANTASY 


VERSE 59 


INTERIOR 


VERSE 60 


ALLOW 


VERSE 61 


DUALITY 


VERSE 62 


SUBMISSIVE 


VERSE 63 


ILLUSION 


VERSE 64 


PASSION 


VERSE 65 


LUST 


VERSE 66 


PRIDE 


Aegypti 


My Tree Of Life 


DWAT: 
Necropolis 
KHU: 

The God Energy 
KA: 

The Spirit World 
Ignis 

Fire 

Regno: 
Kingdom 

Caeli 

Air 

Nox Atra: 

The Night 
TERRA: 
Mother Earth 
Alba Aurora 


The Day WV Materia A 
Materia: 


Matter 

Dimidium Vita: 

Half-Life 

Aqua: a Mortuus a 
Water Est Vita 
Dolor: 

Joy 

Mortuus Est Vita: 

The Dead Life Natus 
Gaudium: Mortalis 
Pain 


Natus Mortalis: 
Born Of The Dead Sex Elementa In Aeternum 
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